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Wild-Gooſe Chaſe. 
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Printed in the YEAR 1711. 


— 


1 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


E Gard, A Noble 47 Gentleman, that * newly 
lighted from his — aſſiſts his $;{ter Oriana in ber 
Chaſe off Mirabel be W ild-Gooſe. 

La Caſtre, the Indulgent Father to Mirabell. 

Mirabell, he Wild-Gooſe, a Travelld Monſieur, and 
.great Defier of all Ladies in the way of Marriage, other- 
wiſe their much looſe Servant, at laſt caught by the de- 
ſp:sd Oriana. 

Pinac, his Fellow-Traveller, of a lrvely Spirit, and Servant 
zo the no leſs ſprightly Lillia-Bianca. 

Belleur, Companion to both, of a ſtout blunt Humour, in 
Love with Roſalura. 

Nantolet, Father to Roſalura and Lillian Bianga. 

Lugier, the raugb and coufident. Tutor 10 the- Ladies, and 
chief Engine 10 me the Wild-Gooſe. 

Oriana, the fair Berroth'd of Mirabell, and witty Follower 
of the Chaſe. 

— 3 tbe Airy Daughters of Nantolet. 

Petella, their Waiting-woman, 

Mariana, an Engliſh Courteras. 

A young Factor. 

Rage. 

Servants. 

Singing- Boy. 


Two Merc hauts. 


Prieſt. 
Four Women. 


SCENE PARIS 
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in r 3 * 2 
We Enter Monſieur De Gard, and 4 Foot Boy. 
DE GARD. 
rah, you know I have rid hard; ſtir my 


N Horſe well, 
And let him want no Litter. 
A = Boy. I am ſure I have run hard, 
Would ſome Body would walk me, and 
ſee me Litter'd; | 
For I think my Fellow-horſe' cannot in reaſon 
Deſire more reſt, nor take up his Chamber before me; 
But we are the Beaſts now, and the Beaſts are our Maſters. 
De Ga. When you have done, ſtep to the Ten- Crown 
Boy. With all my Heart, Sir, (Ordinary. 
For I have a Twenty Crown Stomach: 
De Ga. And there beſpeak a Dinner. 
Boy. Yes Sir, preſently. 
E De Ga. For whom, I beſeech you, Sir? 
Boy. For my ſelf, I take it, Sir, | 
Vor. IV. | 4+ De Ga. 
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De Ga. In truth ye ſhall not take it, tis not meant for Yeu, 
Therc's for your Provender : Beſpeak a Dinner 
For Monſieur Mirabell, and his Companions, 
They'll be in Town within this Hour. | 
When you have done, Sirrah,” | 
Make ready all things at my Lodging, for me, 
And wait me there. 

Boy. The Ten Crown Ordinary 2 

De Ga. Yes Sir, if you have not forgot it. 

Boy. I'll forget my Feet firſt; 

Tis the beſt part of a Foot- man's Faith. [Exit Boy. 
De Ga. Theſe Youths, 

For all they have been in Trab, to learn Thrift, 

And ſeem to wonder at Mens laviſh ways, 0 

Vet they cannot rub off old Friends, their French itches; 

They muſt meet ſometimes to diſport their Bodies 

With good Wine, and good Women; and good ſtore too. 

Let 'em be what they will, they are arm' dat all Points, 

And then hang ſaving. Let the Sea grow high, ' 

This Ordinary can fit em of all Sizes. 

Enter La Caſtre and Oriana. 

They muſt ſalute their Country with old Cuſtoms. 
Oria. Brother. 85 AS 6: 
DeGa. My deareſt Siſter. | | 
Oria. Welcome, welcome: 

Indeed ye are welceme home, moſt welcome, 

De Ga. Thank ye, 

You are grown à handſome Woman, Oe 

(Bluſh at your Faults) Iam wondrous glad to ſee ye. 

Monſieur La Caſtre, let not my Affection 

TH my fair Siſter, make me be held unmannerly : 

0 111 to ſee ye well, to ſee ye luſty, 

Goo Health about ye, and in fair AX 

Believe me, Iam proud 

La Ca. Fair Sir, I thank ye: 

Monſieur de Gard, you are welcome from your Journey, 

Good Men, have ſtill good welcome: give me your Hand. 

Sir. (cr. 

Once more, you are welcome Home: you look ſtill young- 
De Ga. Time has no leaſure to look after us, 

We wander every where: Age cannot find us. La Ca. 
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La ca. And how does all? | 

De Ga. All well, Sir; and all luſty. 

La Ca. ] hope my Son be ſo, I doubt not, Sir, 
But you have often ſeen him in your Journeys, 
And bring me ſome fair News. 

De Ga. Your Son is well, Sir, 


And grown a proper Gentleman; he is well, and luſty, 


Within this eight Hours I took leave of Hin, 8 
And over-ey'd him, having ſome flight buſineſs 
That for©d me out o'th* way: I can aſſure vou 
He will be here to Night. A 
La Ca. Ye make me glad, Sir, 
For o' my Faith, I almoſt long to ſee him, 
Methinks he has been away 
De Ga. Tis but your tenderneſs; 
What are three Vears? a Love- ſick Wench will allow it: 
His Friends that went out with him are come back too; 
Belleur, and young Pinac: He bid me ſay little, 
Becauſe he means to be his own glad Meſſenger. (come, 
- LaCa. I thank ye for this News, Sir, he ſhall be wel- 
And his Friends too: indeed I thank you heartily: 


And how (for Idare fay, you will not flatter him) 


Has Iraly wrought on him? Has he mew'd yet 
His wild fantaſfick T oys ? They ſay that Climate 
Is a great purger of thoſe humorous Fluxes. £ 
How is he improved, I pray ye? 0 
De Ga. No doubt, Sir, well. | 
H'as born himſelf a full and noble Ge alp, A 
To ſpeak him farther is beyond my Charter. 
LaCg. I am glad to hear ſo much good! Come, I fee 
You long to enjoy your Siſter; yet 1 muſt intreat wt 
Before I go, to ſup with me to Night, 
And muſt not be deny'd. c 9 11 IT 
De Ga. I am your Servant. Aub 
La Ca. Where you ſhall meet fair, merry, and noble 
My Neighbour Nantolet, and his two fair Daughters. (ye. 
DeGa. YourSupper'sſeaſon'd well Sir. I ſhall wat upon 
La. Ca. Till then VII leave ye” and you're once more 
welcome. | 
Fs Ga, I thank ye, noble Sir. Now, On "jw: 
A3 o 
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How have ye done ſince I went ? have ye had your 
And your Mind free? (Health well? 
Oria. You ſee I am not bated ; 
Merry, and eat my Meat. 
De Ga. A good Preſervative. 
And how have you been us d? You know, Oriana, 
9 Upon my going out, at your requeſt, 
1 I left your Portion in La Caftre's Hands, 
1 The main means you muſt ſtick to; for chat reaſon, 
And ' tis no little one, I ask ye, Siſter, 
With what Humanity he entertains ye, 
And how ye find his Courteſie? 
Oria. Moſt ready. 
I can aſſure you, Sir, I am us'd moſt nobly. 
De Ga. I am glad to hear it: But prithee tell me, 
And tell me true, what end had you, Oriana, 
| In truſting your Mony here? He 1s no Kinſman, 
_ Nor any Tie upon him of a Guardian 
3 Nor dare I think ye doubt my Prodigality, 
| Oria. N 0, certain, Sir, none of all this proyoked me z 


2 Another private reaſon. 
1 De Ga. Tis not private, 
'F Nor carryed fo: 'tis common, my fair Siſter, 
f YourLove to Mirabel; your Bluſhes tell it: 


Tis too much known, and ſpoken of too largely 5 
And with no little Shame 1 wonder At it. 
Oria. Is it a Shame to love? 
- De Ga, To love undiſcreetly : 
A Virgin ſhould be tender of hex Hononr, 
Cloſe, and ſecure. Se 
Oria. lam as cloſe as can be, 
1 And ſtand upon as ſtrong and honeſt Guardstog 3 
1 Unleſs this warlike Age need aPoriculhs : 
| | Yet I confeſs I love him. 
it De Ga. Hear the People. 
W Oria. Now I ſay hang the People: He that dares 
j Believe what they ſay, dares be mad, and give 
1 N Mother, nay, his own W ife, up to Rumor z 
rounds of Truth they build on, is a Tayern, 
i nd their belt Cenſtre's Sack Sack in abundance : i; 
WY '*-" 
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For as they drink, they think: They ne er ſpeak modeſt 
Unleſs the Wine 2 or they: want Mony. — 
Believe them? believe Anadis de Gaul, 
The Knight o'th* Sun, or Palmerin of England, 
For theſe, to them, are modeſt, and truè Stories. 
Pray underſtand me; if their — oo be Truth, 
And if in Vino Veritas be an Oracle, 
What Woman is, or has been ever honeſt? 
Give em but ten round Cups, they'll (wear Lucretia 
Dy'd not for want of Power to reſiſt Turquin, 
But want of Pleaſure, that he ftay'd no longer: 
And Portia, that was famous for her Pi Rh 
To her loy'd Lord, they'll face ye our dyd oth' Pox. 
De G#. Well, there is ſomething, Silter, 

. Ovra. If there be, Brother, 
*Tis none of their things, tis not yet ſo monſtrous 
My thing is Marriage: And at his Return | 
I hope to put their ſquirt Eyes right again. ; 

De Ga. Martiage? tis truè, his Father is 4 rich Man; 
Rich both in Land and Mony He his Heir, 
A young and handfoitic Man, I muſt confeſs too; 
But of ſuch Qualities, and ſuch wild Flings, 
Such admirable ImperfeEtions, Siſter, | 
(For all his Travel, and Bought Experience)  _ 
I ſhould be lth to own him for thy Brother: 
Methinks à rich Mind in « State indifferent 


Would prove the better Fortune. yy 


Oria. If he be wild, | 
The reclaiming him to good, and honeſt; Brother, 
Will make much for my Honour; which, if I proſper, 
Shall be the Study of my Love, and Life tos (too. 
De G4. Ve ſay well; would he thought as well and loved 


He Marry? hell be hitig'd firſt: He knD no more 


What the Conditions and the Ties of Love are, 

The honeſt Purpoſes and Grotinds of Matriage, 

Nor will kttow, nor be ever brought endeavour; 

Than I do how to build a Church; he was ever 

A looſe and ſtrong Defiet of all Order, 

His Loves are Wanderers, they knock at each Door, 

And taſte each Diſh, but ye no Reſidents : os 
| 4 | | 
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Or ſay he may be brought to think of Marriage, 
(As *twill be no ſmall Labour) thy Hopes are Strangers. 
I know there is a labour'd Match now follow'd, -- | 
Now at this Time, for which he was ſent for home too, 
Be not abusd, Namolet has two fair Daughters, 
And he mult take his Choice. | 
IF: Oria. Let him take freely; | 
1 For all this I deſpair not; my Mind tells me ba 
'S That I, and only I, muſt make him perfect; 
| And in that Hope I reſt. | We 
De Ga. Since y are ſo confident, 
Proſper your Hope; I'll be no Adverſary | 
Keep your {elf fair and right, he ſhall not wrong ye. 
Oria. When! forget my Virtue, no Man know me. 


N [ Exennt, 
S N. 


"= Enter Mirabell, P:nac, Belleur, and Servants. 


Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, Gentlemen; 
We have hada merry and a luſty Ordinary, 
And Wine, and good Meat, and a bounſing Reckoning; 
F And let it go for once; Tis a good Phyſick, 
7 Only the Wenches are not for my Diet, 
1 They are too lean and thin, their Embraces brawn-faln- 
| Give me the plump Venetian, fat, and luſty, 
That meets me ſoft and ſupple, ſmiles upon me 
As if a Cup of ſull Wine leapt to kiſs me; 
Theſe light things I affect not. | 
Pin, They are ill built; 
Pin. buttockt, like your dainty Barbaries, 
And weak i'th' Paſterns; they'll endure no Hardneſs (us: 
Air. There's nothing good, or handſome bred amongſt 
\B'J Till we are travell'd, and live abroad, we are Coxcombs: 
14 Ye talk of Fraxce, a ſlight unſcaſon'd Country, 
| 


Abundance of groſs-Eood which makes us Blockheads ; 

We are fair ſer out iridegd, and ſo are Fore-Horſes: 

Men ſay we are great Courtiers, Men abuſe us: 

We are wile, and valiant too, nun credo, Seignior- 
Our Women the beſt Linguiſts? they are Parrots; 


O' this fide the Alps they are nothing but meer Drolleries: 
0 „ 


— 
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Ha, Roma la Santa, Italy for my Mony, 
Their Policies, their Cuſtoms, their Frugalities, 
Their Courteſies ſo open, yet ſo reſerved too, 
As when ye think y' are known beſt, ye are a Stranger; 
The very Pick- teeth ſpeak more Man than we do, 
And ſeaſon of more Salt. 

Pin. I's a brave Country: 12 
Not peſter'd with your ſtubborn preciſe Puppies, 
That turn all uſeful and allow*d Contentments 
To Scabs and Scruples; hang 'em Capon- W orſhippers. 

Bel. Ilike that Freedom well, and like their Women too, 
And would fai n do as others do; but lam fo baſhful, 
So naturally an Aſs: Look ye, I can look upon em, 
And very willingly I go to fee em, "Is. | 
There's no Man willinger, and I can kiſs em, 
And make a ſhiftt———— \ 
Alir. But if they chance to flour ye, 
Or ſay Je are too bold; fie, Sir, remember; 
J pray fit farther off 

Bel. Tis true, I am humbled, 
I am gone, I confeſs ingenuouſly I am ſilenced. 
The Spirit of Amber cannot force me anſwer. 

Pin. Then would I ſing and dance. | 

Bel. You have wherewithal, Sir. 

Pin, And charge her up again. 

Bel. I can be hang'd firſt; 
Yet where | faſten well I am a Tyrant. 

Mir. Why, thou dar'ſt fight? 

Bel. Yes, certainly, I dare fight; 
And fight with any Man at any Weapon, 
Would the other were no more; but a Pox on't, 
When I was ſometimes in my height of Hope, 
And reaſonable valiant that way, my Heart hearden'd, 
Some ſcornful Jeſt or other chops between me  (tlemen ? 
And my Deſire: What would ye have me to do then, Gen- 

Mir. Belvere, you muſt be bolder: Travel three Years, 
| nch a Baby ro betray ye 
As Baſhfulneſs ? a great Fellow, and a Soldier? | 

Bel. You have the Gift of Impudence, be thankful; 
Every Man has not the Ike Talent: I will ſtudy 4 

£ And 


Y 
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And if it may be revcal'd to me. 


2 — 
And of Pinac : No d you'll find Employment; 
Ladies will look for Courtſhip. p 
Pin. Tis but fleſhing, + L. co Marriage? 


But ſtanding one good Brunt or two: Haſt thou any mind 
We'll provide thee ſome ſfoft-natur'd Wench, that's 
dumb too. 
Mir. Or an old Woman that cannot refuſe thee in Cha- 
rity. | F 
Bel. A dumb Woman, or an old Woman, that were ' 
| And car'd not for Diſcourſe, I were excellent at. (eager, 
\F | Mir. Y ou muſt now put on Boldneſs, there's no avoiding 
p And ſtand all Hazzards, fly at all Games bravely; (it 
They'll ſay you went out like an Oxe, and return'd like 
Bel. I ſhall make Danger ſure. (an Als elſe. 
X Mir. 1 am ſent for home now, 
XF I know it js to marry, but my Father ſhall pardon me, 
4 Although it be a witty Ceremony, 
i And may concern me hereafter in my Gravity; 
I will nor loſe the Freedom of a Traveller, 
E A new {ſtrong luſty Bark cannot ride at one Anchor 
3 | Shall I make divers Suits to ſhew to the ſame Eyes? 


g 
7 
. 
: 
. 
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'Tis dull and home: ſpun; ſtudy ſeveral Pleaſures, 
And want Employments for em? I'll be hang'd firſt; 
Tie me to one Smock? make my Travels fruitleſs ? 


if | T'll none of that; for every freſh Behaviour, 
Ih By your Leave, Father, I muſt haye a freſh Miſtreſa, 
il And a freſh Favour too. 1 / 
Bel. 1 like that paſlingly ; 
i As many as you will, ſo they be willing, 
"1 Willing, and gentle, gentle. 
| Pin. There's no reaſon 
A Gentleman, and a Traveller, ſhould be clapt up, 
For tis a kind of Bæboes to be married, 
Before he manifeſt to the World his good Parts: 
Tug ever like a Raſcal at one Oar ? 
Give mg the Italian Liberty. 
Air. ha I fludy, 
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And that Iwill enjoy; 1 in Gentlemen, 
There mark how I behave my ſelf, and follow. © [Ex. 


SCENE III. 


Enter La Caſtre, Nantolet, Lugicr, Rofalura, 
and Lillia-Bianca. (welcome, 
3 


La Ca. You and your beauteous Daughters are moſt 
Beſhrew my Blood they arc fair ones; welcome Beauties, 
Welcome, {weet Birds, 

Nant. They are bound much to your Courteſies. 

LaCa. I hope we ſhall be nearer acquainted. 

Nant. That's my Hope too. 

For certain, Sir, I much deſire your Alliance: 

You ſee em, they are no Gypſies; for their Breeding, 
It has not been ſo coarſe, but they are able 

To rank themſelves with Women of fair Faſhion; 
Indeed they have been trained well. 

Lug. Thank me. 

T Nant, Fit for the Heirs of that State I ſhall leave 'em; 
To ſay more, is to ſell em. They ſay your Son 
Now he has travell'd muſt be wondrous curious, 
And choice in what he takes: Theſe are no coarſe ones; 
Sir, here's a merry Wench, let him look to himſelf 
(All Heart, faith) may chance to ſtartle him; 
For all his Care, and travell'd Caution, 8 5 
May creep into his Eye; if he love Gravity, 
Affect a ſolemn Face, there's one will fit him. 
La Ca. So young, and ſo demure⸗ | 
Nant. She is my Daughter, 
Elſe I would tell you, Sir, the is a Miſtreſs 
Both of thoſe Manners and that Modeſty 
You would wonder at: She is nooften Speaker, 
But when ſhe does, ſhe ſpeaks well; nor no Reveller, 
Vet the can dance, and has ſtudied the Court Elements, 
And ſings, as ſome ſay, handſomely; if a Woman, 
With the Decency of her Sex, may be a Scholar, 
I can affure ye, Sir, ſhe underftands too. | 
I Ca. Theſe are fit Garments, Sir. 
Zig. Thank them that cut em * 
7 Yes 
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Ves, they are handſome Women; they have handſome Parts 

Pretty becoming Parts. (too: 
La Ca. Tis like they have, Sir. 

Lug. Ves, yes, and handſome Education they have had 
Had it abundantly : they need not bluſh at it; (too, 
I taught it, I'll avouch it. 
La Ca. You ſay well, Sir. | | 

Lug. I know what I ſay, Sir, and I ſay but right, Sir; 
I am no Trumpet of their Commendations 
Before their Father; elſe I ſhould ſay farther. 

La Ca. Pray ye, what's this Gentleman? 

Nant. One that lives with me, Sir; 

A Man well bred and learn'd, but blunt and bitter, 
Yet it offends no wiſe Man, I take pleaſure in't: 
Many fair gifts he has, in ſome of which, 
That lie moſt eaſie to their Underſtandings, 
Has handſomely bred up my Girls, I thank him. 
I have put it to em, that's my part, J have urg'd it, - 
It ſeems they are of Years now to take hold on't. 
He's wondrous blunt. 1 
Ia Cg. By my Faith T was afraid of him: 
Does he not fall out with the Gentlewomen ſometimes ? 
Want. No, no, he's that way moderate, and diſcreet, Sir. 

Roſ. If he did, we ſhould be too hard for him. 

Lug. Well faid, Sulphur: 1 
Too hard for thy Husband's Head if he wear not armour. 

Enter Mirabell, Pinac, De Gard, and Oriana. 

Nant. Many of theſe bickrings, Sir. 

La Ca. I am glad they are no Oracles; 
Sure, as I live, he beats them, he's ſo puiſſant. 

Oria. Well, if ye do forget 

Mir. Prithee hold thy peace; | 
I know thou art a pretty Wench; I know thoulov'ſtme, 
Preſerve it 'till we have a fit time to diſcourſe or't, 

And a fit place: I'll eaſe thy Heart, I warrant thee: 
Thou ſeeſt I have much to do no. 

Oria. I am anſwer'd, Sir: ? p 
With me ye ſhall have nothing on theſe conditions. 

De Ga. Your Father and your Friends. 

La Ca. You are welcome home; Sir; 


'Bleſk 
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Would ye were youy again, and in full yigor; 
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'Bleſs ye, ye are very welcome: 
Pray know this Gentleman, 
And theſe fair Ladies. 
Nant. Monſieur Mirabell, "223 
I am much affected with | your fair revund, Sir; ; 
You bring a general jo — 
Mir. I bring you lervice, 
And thele bright Beauties, Sir. 
Nant. Welcome home, Gentlemen, 
Welcome, with all my Hearr. 
Bel: Pin. We thank ye, Sir. 
La Ca. Your Friends will have their ſhare too. 
Bel. Sir, we hope 
They'tl look upon us, though we ſhew like Strangers. 
Nant. Monſieur De Gard, 1 muſt falute you alſo, 
And this fair Gentle woman: you are welcome from your 
All welcome, all. (Travel too. 
De Ga. We render ye our loves, Sir: (ries, 
The beſt Wealth we bring home: By your Favours, * 
One of theſe two: You know my meaning. . 
Oria. Well, Sir: 
They are fair and handſome, I muſt needs confeſs i itz 
And let it prove the worſt, 1 ſhall live after it, | 
Whilft I have Meat and Drink, Love cannot ſtarve me; 5 
For if I dye o'th' firſt fit I am unhappy, 
And worthy to be buried with my Heels upward. 
Mir. To marry, Sir? 
La Ca. You know I am an old Man, 
And every hour declining to my Grave, 
One Foot already in, more Sons I have not, 
Nor more I dare not ſeek whilſt you are worthy, 
In you lies all my hope, and all my Name, 
The making good or wrerched of my Memory, 
The ſafety of my State. 
Mir. And you have provided, 
Out of this tenderneſs, theſe handſome Gentlewomen, 
Daughters to this Rich Man, to take my choice of? 
La Ca. I have, dear Son. 
Mir. Tis true, ye are old, and feebled; 
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I love a bounteous Father's life, a long one, 


1 am none of thoſe that when they ſhoot to ripeneſs, 5 


Do what they can to break the Boughs they grew on z 
I wiſh ye many Years and many Riches, | 
And Pleaſures to enjoy eme But for Marriage, 
I neither yet believe in't, nor affect it, 
Nor think it fit. 
La Ca. You will render me your Reaſons ? 
Mir. Yes, Sir, both-ſhortand pithy, and theſe they are: 


Vou would have me marry a Maid? 


La Ca. A Maid? What elſe? (Wills, 

Mir. Ves, there be things called Widows, dead Mens 
I never lov'd to prove thoſe; nor never long'd yet 
Te be buried alive in another Man's cold Monument. 
And there be Maids appearing, and Maids being: 
The appearing are fantaſtick things, meer ſhadows, 
And if you mark em well, they want their Heads too, 
Only the World, to conen miſty: Eyes, 
Has clapt em on new Faces. The Maids being. 
A Man may venture or, it he be ſo mad to marry, 
If he have neither fear before his Eyes, nor fortune; 
And let him take heed how he gathers theſe too, 
For look ye, Father, they are quit like Melons, 
M ons are the Emblems! of theſe Maids; 
Now they are ripe, now cut 'em, they taſte pleaſantly, 
And art a dainty Fruit, digeſted eaſily: 
Neglect this preſent time, and come to morrow, 
They are ſo ripe they are rotten gone, their ſweetnoſs 
Run into humour, and their taſte to ſurfeit. 

La Ca. Why, theſe are now ripe, Son. 

Air. Ell try them preſently, | | 

And if J like their taſte 

La Ca. Pray ye pleaſe your ſelf, Sir. 

Mir. That liberty is my due, and I'Il maintain it: 
Lady, what think you of a handſome Man now? 

Rof. A wholeſome too, Sir: 

7. That's. as you make your Bargain. 

A handſome, wholeſome Man then, and a kind Man, 
To cheer your Heart up, to rejoice you, Lady? 

Roſ. Ves, Sir, I love rejoicing. 


Air. 


Hir. 
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Mir. To lye cloſe to you? 
Cloſe as a Cockle? keep the cold Nights from you? 
| Roſ. Fhat will be look'd for too, our Bodies ask it; 
Mir. And get two Boys at every Birth? 
Roſ. That's nothing, | 
I have known 2 Cobler do it, a poor thin Cobler, 
A Cobler out of mouldy Cheeſe perform it, 
Cabbage, and coarſc-black Bread; methinks a Gentleman 
Should take foul ſcorn to have an Awl out- name him. 
Two at a Birth? Why, every Houſe-Dove has it: 
That Man that feeds well, promiſes as well too, 
I ſhould expect indeed ſomething of worth from. 
Ye talk of two? | 
Mir. She would have me get two. dazens 
Like Buttons, at a Birth, | 
Roſ. 1 love to brag, Sin. 
If you proclaim theſe offers at your Marriage, 
You 105 a pretty timber'd: Man, take heed. 
They may be taken hold of, and expedted, 
Yes, if not hoped for at a higher rate tou- 
Mir. I will take heed, andthank ye for your counſel: 
Father, what think you? 1 
La Cs. 'Tis à merry Gentle woman; 
Will make, no doubt, a good Wife. 
Mir. Not for me: | | 
I marry her, and happily, get nothing, 
In 17 1 nap bar der Father, Hſhall ſuffer, 
For any thing I hear ta the contrary,, mare ma jamum 
19207 fare to be a Cuckold, — 
A Gentleman of Antler | 
La Ca. Away, away, Fool. 
Mir. As I am ſure to fail her epectation: 
Thad rather get the Pox than get her Babies. 
La Ca. Ve are much. to blame; if this do not affect ye, 
Pray try the othen; ſhe's. of a more demure way, 
Bel. That L had but the audacity to talk thus i 
I love. that plaia- ſpoken Gentlewoman admirably, 
And certain could ga as near to pleaſe: her, | 
If down-right doing ſhe has a per lous Countenance, - 
If I could meet one that would believe me, * 
| And 
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And take my honeſt meaning without Circumſtance; 
Mir. You ſhall have your will, Sir, Iwill try the other, 
But 'twill be to ſmall ule. I hope, fair Lady, 
{For methinks in your Eyes I ſee more Mercy) 
You will enjoin your Lover a leſs Penance; 
And though I'll promiſe much, as Men are liberal, 
And vow an ample Sacrifice of ſervice, 
Yet your Diſcretion, and your Tenderneſs, 
And thriftineſs in Love, good Huſwives carefulneſs 
To keep the Stock entire 
Lil. Good Sir, ſpeak louder, 
That theſe may witneſs too ye talk of nothing, 
I ſhould be loth alone to bear the burthen 
Of ſo much Indiſcretion. | 
Mir. Hark ye, hark ye; 
Ods bobs, you are angry, Lady. 
Lil. Angry: ? no, Sir; 
I never own'd an Anger to loſe poorly. 
Mir. But you can love for all this, and delight too, 
For all your ſet- auſterity, to hear 
Of a good Husband, Lady * 82 
Lil You ſay true, Sir: 
For by my troth, I have heard of none theſe ten Years, . 
They are ſo rare, and there are ſo many, Sir, 
So many longing - Women on their Knees too, 
That pray the dropping down of theſe good Husbands, 
The dropping down from Heav'n; for they are not bred 
Thatyou may gueſs at all my hope, burhearing--- (there, 
Mir. Why may not I-be one? | 
Lil. You were near 'em once, Sir, 
W hen ye came over the Alps; thoſe are near Heav'n; 
Bur ſince ye miſs'd that happineſs, there is no hope of ye. 
Mir, Can ye love a Man? 
Lil. Ves, if the Man be lovely; 
That is, be honeſt, modeſt; I wal have him liek 
His anger flow, but certain for his Honour: 1 8 
Travell'd he ſhould be, but through himſelf exactly; 
For *tis fairer to know 'Manners well than Countries; 
He muſt be no vain Talker, nor no Lover 
To hear himſelf talk, they are brags of a Wanderer, 


: 
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Of one finds no Retreat for fair Behaviour; F 
Would ye learn more ? 9 
Mir. es... 
Lil. Learn to hold your 2 has, 
Fi ond Girls are got with Tongues, Women with Teiipers. 
© Mir. Women, with 1 know what; but let this vaniſh- 
Go thy way y good W ife Bias, ſure thy Husband (r thee elſe. 
Muſt . a ſtrong Philoſophers — will neler pleaſe 
Here's a ſtarcht piece of — do you hear, Father ? 
Do you hear this moral Lecture? 
La Ca. Yes, and like it. (old Bolt 17 | 
Mir. Why, there's your Judgment now; therc's an 
This thing muſt have the ſtrangeſt Obſervation, 
Do you mark me, Father? when ſhe is marricd once, 
The ſtrangeſt Cuſtom too of Admiration 
On all ſhe does and ſpeaks, twill be pat; — 
J muſt not lie with her in common L 
Nor cry Have at thee Kate, I ſhall be biſon then: 
Nor eat my Meat without the Sawce of Sentences; 
Your powder'd Beef and Problems, a rare Diet; 
My firſt Son, Monſieur Ariſtorle, I know it, | 
Great Maſter of the Metaphyſicks, or ſo; 
The ſecond Solon, and the beſt Law- ſetter; 
And I muſt look Exyptian God · fathers, > 
Which will be no ſmall Trouble: My eldeſt Daughter | 
Sapho, or ſuch a fidling kind of Poeteſe, 
And brought up, invita Minerva, at her Needle, 
My Dogs muſt look their Names too, and all Spartan, 
Lelaps, Melampus; no more Fox and Baudiface. 
I married to a ſullen Set of Sentences? 
To one that weighs her Words and her Behaviours 
In the gold Weights of Diſcretion? I'll be hw, d firſt; 
La Ca. Prithee reclaim thy ſelf, 
Mir. Pray ye give me Time then: 5 
If they can ſet me any thing to play at, 
That ſeems fit for a Gameſtet, have at the faireſt 
Till I ſee more, and try more. 
La Ca. Take your Time then, 
I'll bar ye no fair Liberty: Come Gentlemen; | 
And Ladies come; to all once more welcomey 
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And now let's in to Sup Ad 
Mir. How do'ſt like em? * (viours? | 
Pin. They are fair enough, but of ſo nge Beha- 
Mir. Too ſtrange for me; I muſt have thoſe have Met- 

And Mettle to my Mind; Come, let's be merry. (tle, 
Bel. 'Bleſs me from this Woman: 1 n ſtand the 

Before ten Words of hers. 7 N 
De Ga. Do you find him now? | 

Do you thinlc he will be ever firm ? I. £ 
Oria. 1 fear . run * 1 „ [ Exennt; 
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Enter Mirabell, Pinac, aud Belleur. 


| Eer tell me of this Happineſs, tis nothing; 
The State they bring with being ſought to Lur- 
I had rather make mine own Play, and I will do. ( vey, 
My Happineſs is in mine on Content, | 

And the deſpiſing of ſuch glorious Trifles 

As I have done a thouſand more. For my Humour, 
Give me a good free Fellow, that ſticks to me, 

A jovial fair Companion; there's a Beauty: 

For Women, I can have too many of them: 


Good Women too, as the Age reckons * em, 
More than I have Employment for. 


* 


Pin. You are happy. 

Mir. My only Fear is, that I muſt be forced, 
Againſt my Nature, to my conceal my ſelf. 
Health and an able Bodyare two Jewels. | 1 

Pin. If either of thee two Women were offered to me 
I would think otherwiſe, and do accordingly : (now, 
Yes, and recant my Hereſies, I would Fain, Sir, 
And be more tender of Opinion, 
And put a little of m rravell'd Liberty | 
Out of the way, and look upon em ſeriouſly, | 
Methinks this grave-carried Wench. 

Bel. Mcthinks the other, 


* 
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Thie home-ſpoken Gentlewoman, that deſires to be fruit-. 
That treats of the full Manage of the Matter, (ful, 
For there lies all my Aim; that Wench, methinks, 


If I were but well ſet on: For ſhe is a Fable, 


If I were but hounded right, and one to teach me. 
She ſpeaks to th' Matter, and comes home to th' point: 
Now do I know I have ſuch a body to pleaſe her, 
As all the Kingdom cannot fit her with, I am ſure on't, 
If I could but talk my ſelf into her Favour. 
Mir. That's eaſily done. 
Bel. That's eaſily aid, would 'twere done; 
Vou ſhould ſee then how I would lay about me. 
If I were virtuous, it would never grieve me, 
Or any thing that might juſtify my Modeſty, 
But when my Nature is prone to do a Charity, 
And my Calts-Tongue will not help me. 
Mir. 41 go to eme 


They cabnot 


Pin. III 


ut take it courteouſſy. 
do my Part, 


Though I am ſure 'twill be the hardeſt Ie er plaid yet, 
A Way 1 never try'd too, which will ſtagger me, 
And if it do not ſhame me, I am happy. 
Mir. Win em, and wear em, I give up my Intereſt. 
Pin. What ſay ye, Monſicur Belleur? BE 
Bel. Would I could ſay, 
Or ſing, orany thing that were but handſom, 


I would be 


with her preſently. * 


Pin. Yours is no venture; 
A merry ready Wench. 
Bel. A Vengeance 17505 her; 


She'll fleer 


me out of Faith too. 


Mir. I'll be near thee; | 
Pluck up thy Heart, I'll ſecond thee at all Brunts; 
Be angry if the abuſe thee, and beat her a little, 


Some Women are won that way. - |, 

Bel. Pray be quiet, - Ft 
And let me think: I am reſolv'd to go on; 1 
But how I ſhall get off again — | 


Mir. I am perſwaded 


Thou wilt 


ſo pleaſe her, ſhe will go near fo raviſh thee: 
5 B 2 3 
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Bel. I would *twere come to that once: Let me pray 
a little. | 
- Mir. Now for thine Honour Pinac; board me this Mo- 


deſty, 
Wurm but this frozen Snow-Ball, 'twill bea Conqueſt 


(A'rhough I know thou art a fortunate Wencher, 


And haſt done rarely in thy Days) above all thy Ventures. 
Bel. Youwill be ever near? | A 
Mis. At all Neceſſities, 

And take thee off, and ſet thee on again, 1 ; 


And cheriſh thee, and ftroak thee. 


Bel. Help me out too? 
For I know I ſhall ſtick i'th* Mire: If ye Cem doſeotcg 
Be gone, ard leave me to my Fortune, ſuddenly, 
For lam then determin'd to do Wonders. 
Farewcl, and fling an old Shoe: How my Heart chrobs! , 
Would l were drunk: Farewel Pinac; Heav'n ſend us 


A joyful and a merry Meeting, Man. Pin. Farewel, 
And chear thy Heart up; and remember, Belleur, 
They are but Women. | 


Bel. I had rather they were Lions. 
Mir. About it; III be with you inſtantly. _ [Exemnt. 
Euter Oriana. 

Shall I ne'er be at reſt?” no Peace of Conſcience? 

No Quiet {or theſe Creatures? am J ordain'd 

To be devour'd quickly by theſe She-Canibals? 

Here's another they call handſome, I care not for her, 

I acer look after her? When lam half tipled W 


Ir may be 1 ſhould turn her, and peruſe her, 


Or in my Want of Women, I might call for her; 

But to be h:unted when I Fave no Fancie, (me ? 

No Maw to th* Matter — Now, why do you follow 
Ori. L hope, Sir, 'tis no Blemith to my Virtue, 

Nor need you, out of Scruple, ask that Queſtion, 


If you remember ye, before your Travel 


The Contract you ty'd to me: Tis my Love, Sir, 
That makes me ſeek ye, to confirm your Memory, 
And that being fair and good, I cannot ſuffer: a 
I come to give ye Thanks too. 

Air. For what, prithec? 


Oriæ. 
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Oria. For that fair Piece of Honeſty ye ſhew'd, Sir, 
That conſtant Nobleneſs. | * 
Mir. How ? for I am ſhort headed. 

Oria. VI tell ye then; for refuſing that free Offer 
Of Monſieur Nanzolet's; thoſe handſome Beauties, 
Thoſe two prime Ladies, that might well have preſt ye, 
If not to have broken, yet to have bow'd your Promiſe, 
I know it was for my ſake, for your Faith ſake, 
You ſlipt 'em off, your Honeſty compell'd ye. 
And let me tell ye, Sir, it ſhew'd moſt handfom: ly. 

Mir. And let me tell thee, there was no ſuch Matter: 
Nothing intended that way of that nature; | 
I have more to d& with my Honeſty than to fool it, 
Or venture it in ſuch leak Barks as Women; 

I put 'em off, becauſe 1 lov'd 'em not, 

Becauſe they are too queazie for my Temper, 

And not for thy ſake, nor the Contract ſake, 

Nor Vows, nor Oaths; I have. made a thouſand of em, 
They are things indifferent, whether kept or broken; 
Meer venial Slips, that grow not near the Conſcience: 
Nothing concerns thoſe tender Parts; they are Trifles : 
For, as I think, there was never Man yet hop'd for 
Either Conſtancy or Secreſy, from a Woman, iN 
Unleſs it were an Aſs ordain'd for Sufferance; 

Nor to contract with ſuch can be a Tial; | 

So let them know again; for 'tis a Juſtice, 

And a main Point of civil Policy, 

Whatec'er we ſay or ſwear, they being Reprobates, 

Out of the State of Faith, we are clear wy all tides, 
And tis a curious Blindneſs to believe us. 12 

Oria. Vou do not mean this ſure? 

Mir. Ves ſure, and certain, 8 
And hold it poſitively, as a Principle, (Fluxes, 
As ye are ſtrange things, and made of ſtrange Fires and 
So we are allow'd as ſtrange ways to obtain ye, . 
But not to hold; we are all created Errant. FA 

Oria. You told me other Tales. ; 

Mir. I not deny it; 

I have Tales of all ſorts for all forts of Women, 


And Proteſtations likewiſe of all ſizes, 
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As they have Vanities to make us Coxcombs ; 
If I obtain a good Turn, fo it is, x 
Tam thankful for it: if I be. made an Aſs, 
The Mends are in mine own Hands, or the Surgeon's, 
And there's an end ont. Tal; 
Oria. Do not you love me then? | 

Mir. As I love others, heartily Ilovethee, 

When I am high and luſty, I love thee cruelly : 
After I have made a plenteous Meal, and ſatisfy'd 
My Senſes with all Delicates, come to me, 
And thou ſhalt ſee how I loye thee. 

Oria. Will not you marry me? U EINE 

Mir. No certain, no, for any thing I know yet; 

] muſt not loſe my Liberty, dear Lady, 
And like a wanton Slave cry for more Shackles. 
What ſhould I marry for? Do I want any thing? 
Am Ian Inch the farther from my Pleaſure ? 
Why ſhould I be at Charge to keep a Wife of mine own, 
When other honeſt married Men will caſe me, | 
And thank me too, and be beholding tome? 
Thou think'ſt I am mad for a Maidenhead, thou art co- 
Or if I were addicted to that Diet, : (zen'd; 
Can you tell me where I ſhould have one? thou art eighteen 
And if thou haſt thy Maidenhead yet extant, (now, 
Sure tis as big as a Cods- head; and thoſe grave Diſhes 
I never lovetodeal withal: Do'ſc thou ſee this Book here? 
Look overall theſe Ranks; all theſe are Women, (queſts, 
Maids, and Pretenders to Maidenheads; theſe are my Con- 
All theſe I'ſwore to marry, as I ſwore to thee, - 
With the ſame Reſervation, and moſt righteouſly, 
Which I need not have done neither; for alas they made no 
And 7 em at my Will, and left em: ( ſcruple, 
Some of em are married ſince, and were as pure 


, 5 ob £6 | 1.8 | 
Nay o my Conſcience better than they were bred for; 
The reſt, fine ſober Women. 5 c e 1011 7 

Oria. Are ye not aſham'd, Sir? k 

Mir. No by my troth, Sir; there's no Shame belongs to 
J hold it as commendable to be wealthy in Pleaſure, (it; 


As others do in rotten Sheep, and Paſture. 
- - paths, Tre ks en 1 
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Buer de Gard. 
Oria. Are all my hopes come tothis? Is there no Tuch! ? 
No Troth? nor Modeſty'in Men? 
De Ga, How now, Siſter, 
W hy weeping thus? Did I not Propheſic?. 
Cn tell me why « 3 
ia. I am not well; pray ye pardon we. I Exit. 
1 De Ga. N 5 Mirabell, what al ails my Suter; ? 
ou have been play © wag with her. 
Mir. As 1 take <4 1014 4 
She is crying for-a Godrpitce ; ;.is the n. Abi J. 
Lord, what an Age is this! I was calling for ye, 


For as 1 live I thought ſhe would have -raviſh d me. 


De Ga. Ve are merry, Gir. 

Mir. Thou know'ſtthis Book, drGark, this inventory. 

DeGa.The Debt-bookof your Miſtreſſes I remember it. 

Mir. W by this wasit that anger d her; ſhe was ſtark mad 
She found not her N ame here, and cry'd Ae 
Becauſe I would not pity her Pp 


And put her in my Lift. Y 


De Ga. Sure ſhe had more Modeſty. 

Mir. Their Modeſty is anger to be over-dones | 
They'll quarrel fooner for Precedence here 
And take it in more dudgeon to be lighted, | 
Than they will in publick Meetings; tis their Natures; 
And-alas I have 2 man ape yet, 

And to provide my ſelf bra Affairs oy 
That in good Bath<— I 61 8 

De Ga. Be not too glorious fooliſhy, r 
Sum not your Travels up with Vanities, | ** 

It ill becomes your expectation: 5 
Temper your Speech, Sir; whether your aer 
Be true, or falſe (for you are ſo free, 1 fear it 
Name not my Siſter in't, 1 muſt not hear it; 

Upon your Banger name her not: 1 hold her 

A Gentlewoman of thoſe happy Parts and Carriage, 

A good Man's Tongue may be right proud to ſpeak her, 

Mir. Vour Siſter, Sir? d'ye blench at that? ee 
Do you hold her ſucha piece, the may not beplay'd withal? 
I have had an * l nobler, 


2 


* * 
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Have ſu'd to me too for ſuch a courteſic: 
Your Siſter comes 1'th' rear: Since ye are ſo angry, 
And hold your Siſter ſuch a ſtrong Recuſant, 
I tell ye 1 may do it, and it may be will too, 
It may be have too, there's "my free confeſſion; ; 
Work upon that now. 1 
De Ga. If l thought ye had, I would work; - (ake; 
And work ſuch ſtubborn work. ſhould make your Twp t 
But I believe ye, as I ever Kae tan Bob X 
A glorious Talker, and a Legend maker 
Of idle Tales, and Trifles; a'depraver 
Of your gyn truth; their Honours fly about ye; 
And ſo | take m 15 leave, but with this caution. 
Your Sword be ſurer than your Tongue, you'll ſmart UG. 
Mir. 1 laug h at thee, "7G little I reſpe thee; ; g 
And I'll talk Ee and deſpiſe thy Siſter; 
Set up a Chamber-maid that ſhall our-ſhine 6% 
And farry her in my Coach tos, and that will kill her. 
So get thy Rents up, go. D 
De Ga. Ye are a fine Gentleman. mn 077.91 Ert 
Mir. Now have at my two Youths, I'll ſee how they do, 
How they behave themſelves, and then 11 ſtudy 


What Wench ſhall love me next, and when Il Re. 
18 [ F . 


SCENE .. 


Euter Pinac, and a oo Wor 


Pin. Art thou her Servant, ſaiſt OT 
Ser. Her poor Creature | 

But Servant to her Horſe, Sir. : | 
Pin. Canſt thou ſhewẽ me | . 

The way to her Chamber, or where 1 may ; conveniently 

See her, or come to talk ro her 10% ITY 

Ser. That1 can, Sir; 

But the queſtion is whether I will or no. 

Pin. Why I'll content thee. 
Ser, Why Ul content thee then; now ye come to me. 
Pin. There's for your diligence. | 
Ser. There's her Chamber, Sir; 


And this way et comes mw 3 n 45 wo here, _ 
190 
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And talk of Stars, and Firmaments, and nd 
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You have her at your proſpect, or your pleafure, 2 
Pin. Is ſhe not very angry? 
Ser. You'll find that quickly: 
May be ſhe'll call ye ſawcy ſcurvy Fellow, * 
Or ſome ſuch familiar Name: may be ſhe knows ye, 5 
And will fling a Piſs- pot at ye, or a Pantofle, | 
According as ye are in Acquaintance : If ſhe like yes 
May be ſhell look upon ye, may be no, 
And two Months hence call for ye. 
Pin. This is fine. 
She is monſtrous proud then? 
Ser. She is a little haughtjʒ ; 
Of a ſmall Body, ſhe has a Mind ue mounted, 
Can ye ſpeak Greek ? N 
Pin. No, certain. nee f . 8 
Ser. Get ye'gone then; 


Do you remember who was Adam's School-maſter, 
And who taught Eve to ſpin ? She knows all theſe, ' 
And will run ye over the beginning o'th' World 
As familiar as a Fidler. 
Can ye ſit ſeven hours together, and fy nothing? 
Which ſhe will do, and when ſhe ſpeaks, ſpeak Oracles; 
Speak things that no Man underſtands, nor her ſelf neither. 
Pin. Thou mak 'ſt me wonder. 
Ser. Can ye ſmile? ; 
Pin. Yes, willingly: 5 
For naturally I bear a Mirth ont me. 
Ser. She'll ne er endure ye then, the is never merry; 
If ſhe ſee one laugh, ſhe' Il ſwound paſt Aqua vite : 
Never come near her, Sir; if ye chance to venture, 
And talk not like a Doctor, you are damn'd too; 
I have told enough for your Crown, and fo good 7 2 ye. 
| it. 
Pin, 1 have a pretty task, if ſhe be thus curious, 
As ſure it ſeems the is; if I fall off now, 
I ſhall be laugh'd at fearfully; if I 7 forward, 
can but be abus d; and that I look for, 
And yet I may hit right, but 'tis unlikely. 
an in wins . _ _ ſhall J artempt her? 
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A careleſs way? No, no, that will not waken her; 


Beſides, her gravity will give me Line ſtill, 
And let me loſe my ſelf; yet this way often 
Has hit, and handlomly. A wanton la 


I, if ſhe give it leave to ſink into her conſideration; 
But there's the doubt: If it but ſtir her Blood once, 


And creep into the crannies of her Fancy, 
Set her a- gog: But if ſhe chance to flight it, 
And by the pow'r of her modeſty fling it back, 
I ſhall appear the arranteſt Raſcal to her, 


The moſt licentious Knave, for I ſhall talk lewdly. 


To bear my ſelf auſterely ? rate my words, 

And fling a general gravity, about me, 

As if I meant to give Laws? but this I cannot do, 
This is a way above my underſtanding; 


Or if I could, tis odds ſhe'll think I mock ber; 


For ſerious and fd things are ever {till ſuſpicious.” 


Well, V1] lay ſomething. 

But Learning 1 have none, and leſs good Manners, 

Eſpecially for Pace well, T']l ſer my beſt Faces, 
ter Lilia, and Petella. 

I hear ſome comin ings this is the firſt Woman 

Jever fear d yet, the firſt Face that ſhakes we. 


Lil. Giye me wy Hat, eule, take this Veil os 


This ſullen cloud, it darkens my delights; . 
Come Wench be free; and let the Mufick _—_— 
Play me ſome luſty meaſure. 

Pin. This is ſhe ſure, | - 
The very ſame I ſaw, the very | "he, | 
The gravity I wonder'd at: Stay, ſtay, 
Let me be ſure; neter truſt me, but ſhe danceth, 
Summer is in her Face now, and be TT "iS 
I'll go a little nearer. | 
Lil. Quicker time, Fellows, 

Euter Mirabell. 

I cannot find my Legs yet, now Petella. 

Pin. I am amaz'd, I am founder'd in my faneies. 

Mir. Hah, ſay ye ſo; is this your er? . 
This the auſterity ye put upon ye? 
In ſoe more O this n. | 


— 
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Lil. A Song now; 

Call in for a merry, and 2 light Song, 

And ſing it with a liberal Spirit. 
Enter @ Man, 


RT # 


Man. Yes, . | 0 1 
Lil. And be not amaz d, Sirrah, but take us for your on 


Let's walk our ſelves: Come, Wench, would we had a * 
or Two, . 

Pin. Sure ſhe has ſpy'd me, and will abuſe me dreadfall; 
She has put on this for the purpoſe ; yet 1 will try her. [- 
Madam, I would be loth my rude intruſion, - | — 
Which I muſt crave a pardon for — | 

Lil. O ye are welcome, 

Ve are very welcome, Sir, we want ſuch a one 
Strike up again: I dare-preſume ye dance well: r 
Quick, quick, Sir, quick, the time * on. Flo 

Pin. I would talk with ye. THY 14 

Lil. Talk as ye dance. 

Mir. She'll beak him off his 95 bn, 

This is the fineſt Maſque. 

Lil. Now how do ye, Sir? 

Pin. You have given me a ſhrewd heat. 

Lil. T'll give ye a hundred. | | 
Come ſing now, ſing; for I i ye ng well, 1 
] ſee ye have a ſingin Face 4 F 40 

Pin. A fine Mode „„ an 
If I could, ſhe'd never give me Reach t 
Madam, would 1 might ſit and recover. 

Lil. Sit here, and ſing now, _ - 

Let” 2 8 Sir, 50 handſomly, b 
Sit cloſe Wench, os, n, begin. * 26) a 

Pin. I am leſſon'd. vo n 2 

Lil. 'Tis very pretty, i' faith, give me ſome Wine now. 

Pin. I would tain ſpeak to ye. root Han 

Lil. You ſhall drink firſt, believe me: 

Here's to ye a luſty health. 

Pin. I thank ye, Lady, 

Would 1 were off again, I ſmell my 8 

I was never put to this rack; Iſhall be drunk too. (aueh: 
Mir. If thou be'ſt not a right one, I have loſt mine aim 


! thank Heav'n that I have ſcap'd thee: To her, Pinac ; 
For 
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For thou art as ſure to have her, and to groan for her - 
I'll fee how my other Youth does; this ſpeeds trimly- 
A fine grave Gentlewoman, and worth much Honour, 

Lil. Now? How doye like me, Sir? [ Exit Mir. 

Pin. 1 like ye rarely. (ſilent, 

Lil. Ve ſee, Sir, though ſometimes we are grave and 
And put on ſadder Diſpoſitions, 1 4 AN 
Vet we are compounded of free Parts, and ſometimes too 
Our lighter, airy, and our fiery Mettles (that, Sir? 
Break out, and thew themſelves; and what think you of 

Pin. Good Lady fit, for I am very weary; 

And then VII tell ye. 
Lil. Fic, a young Man idle? 
Up, and walk; be ſtifl in Action. 5 
The motions of the Body are fair Beauties, 
Beſides' tis cold; ods- me Sir, let's walk faſter: 
What think ye now of the Lady Felicia? 
And Bella-fronte the Duke's fair Daughter? ha? 
Are they not handſome things? there is Duarta, 
And brown Olivia, ; 
Pin. I know none of em. (Lelia 

Lil. But brown muſt not be caſt away, Sir; if young 
Had kept herſelf till this Day from a Husband, 

Why what a Beauty, Sir? you know Iſmena, 
The fair jem of Saint Germans? 

Pin. By my Troth I do not. 

Lil. And then | know you mult hear of Briſac 
How unlike a Gentleman 
Pin. As1 live I have heard nothing. 

Lil. Strike me another Galliard. 

Pin. By this Light I cannot; 
In troth I have ſprain'd my Leg, Madam. 

Lil. Now ſit ye down, Sir, th 
And tell me why ye came hither, why ye choſe me out? 
W hat is your Buſineſs? your Errand ? diſpatch, diſpatch ? 
May be ye are ſome Gentleman's Man, and I miſtook ye, 
That have brought mea Letter, or a Haunch of Veniſon, 
Sent me from ſome Friend of mine, # 1 a9 We 

Pin. Do I look like a Carrier? 


You 
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You might allow me what I am, a Gentleman. 
Lil. Cry*yemercy, Sir, I ſaw ye Yeſterday, 
You are new come out of Travel, I miſtook ye 
And how do all our impudent Friends in Izaly? 


Pin. Madam, I came with Duty, and fair Courteſis, 


Service, and Honour to ye. 
Lil. Vc came to jear me: 
Ye ſee 1 am merry, Sir, I have chang'd my Copy: 
None of the Sages now, and pray ye proclaim it, 
Fling on me what Aſperſion you ſhall pleaſe, Sir, 
Of Wantonneſs, or Wildneſs, I look for it; 
And tell the World I am an Hypocrite, 
Mask in a forc'dand borrow'd Shape, I expeCt it; 
But not to have you believ d: For mark ye, Sir, 
I have won a nobler Eſtimation, 
A ſtronger tie by my Diſcretion 
—_ Opinion (howe'er you think I forced it) 
Than either Tongue or Art of yours can ſlubber, 
And when I pleafe I will be wha I pleaſe, Sir, 
So I exceed not Mean; and none ſhall brand it 
Either with Scorn or Shame, bur ſhall be lighted. 
Pin. Lady, I come to love ye. | 
Lil. Love your ſelf, Sir, 


And when I want Obſervers, I'll ſend for ye: 


Heigh, ho; my fit's almoſt off, for we do all by fits, 5 


If ye be weary, fit till I come again to ye. 


Pin. This isa Wench of a dainty Spirit; but hang me 


it I know yet 


Either what to think, or make her; ſhe had her will 


And baited me abundantly, 1 thank her, 
And I confeſs I never was ſo blurred, 


Nor ever ſo abus'd; I muſt bear mine own Sins; 


Yetalk of Travels, here's a curious Country, 
Yet I will find her out, or forſwear my Faculty. | 


S CEN E III 
Enter Roſalura, and Oriana. 


Roſ. Ne'*er vex yourſelf, nor PRE ye are a Fool then. 


Gria, 1 am ſure T am made ſo: yer before * 
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Vue. Lord, what ſhould 1 ail? 
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Thus like a Girl, and give him leave to Triumph 
Roſ. You ſay right; for as long as he perceives ye - 


Sink under his proud Scornings, he'll laugh at ye: 


For me ſecure your ſelf; and for my Sifter, 

I partly know her Mind too: Howſoever 

To obey my Father we have made a tender 

Of our poor Beaurics to the travell'd Monſieur, 

Yet two Words to a Bargain; he flights us 

As skittiſh Things, and we ſhun him as curious. 

May be my free Behaviour turns his Stomach, 

And makes him ſeem to doubt a looſe Opinion. 

IT muſt be ſo ſometimes, though all the World ſaw it. 
Oria. Why ſhould not ye? Are our Minds only meaſur'd? 

As long as here ye ſtand ſecure, a 1 
Roſ. Ye ſay true, 3 

As long as mine own Conſcience makes no queſtion, 

W hat care I for Report? That Woman's miſerable 

That's good or bad for their Tongues fake: Come let's 

retire, PLE 

And get my Veil, Wench: By my Troth your Sorrow, 

And the conſideration of Mens humorous maddings, 

Have put me into a ſerious Contemplation. 

Enter Mirabell and Belleur. 

Oria. Come Faith, let's fit, and think, _ | 
Raf. That's all my Buſineſs. Tc̃ forward. 
Mir. Why ſtandſt thou peeping here? Thou great ſlug, 
Bel. She is there, Peace. 

Air. Why ſtandſt thou here then, hy 
Sneaking, and peaking, as thou would'ſt ſteal Linnen? 
Haſt thou not Place and Time? 

Bel. I had a rare Speech | 
Studied, and almoſt ready, and your Violence 
Has beat it out of my Brains. 

Mir. Hang your rare Speeches, 
Go me on like a Man. 
Bel. Let me ſet my Beard up. 


How has Pinac performed? 


Mir. He has won alread ß: 
He ſtands not thrumming of Caps thus. 


What 
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What a cold I have over my Stomach; would 1 had ſome 
Certain I have a great mind to be at ber, (Hum. 
A mighty mind. 53 to 

Mir. On, F ool. a 

Bel. Good Words, I beſcech ye Mee ne of4 
For I will not be ahuſed by bot. 

Mir. Adieu, then, * 1 
will not trouble you, I ſes you are Valiant n 
And work your own way. * 

Bel. Hiſt, hiſt, I will be rubd, 1 
I will faith, 1 will go preſently : 2 
Will ye forſake me now, and leave me i th Suds? 

You know I am falſe-hearted this way; I beſeech ye, 
Good ſweet Mirabell; I'll cut your Throat if re my 
Indeed I will Swest- heart nn 

Mir. I will be ready, | 

Still at thine Elbow; take a Man's nr to tber 
And ſpeak thy Mind; the plainer {till the better. 
She is a Woman of that free Behaviour, 1 
Indeed that common courteſie, ſhe cannot wy wee, 
Go bravely on. 

Bel. Madam — keep cloſe about me, 

* at my back. Madam, fweet Madam — 
of. Ha; 1 
Wh Noiſe is that, what ſaucy found to trouble me? 

Mir. W hat ſaid the : 2 

Bel. I am ſau 

Mir. Tis the be 

Bel. She comes; 2 I be hay ſtill? 

Mir. More faucy. 

Ro. Still troubled with thefe Vanities? Heav'nbleſsus; 
What are we born to? Wauld ye om with any of my 
Go in, Sir, I am buſie. People? 

Bel. This is not ſhe ſure: 

Is this two Children at a Birth? Pll he hang'd then: 

Mine was a merry Gentlewoman,, talk'd daintily, 

Talkt of thoſe matters that befitted Women; 

This is a parcel Pray'r+book ; I'm ferv?d fweerly ; 

And now 12 am to look tad; I was prepar d for th” other 

Roſ. Do you know: chat Main (wax. 

Oria, Sure have ſeen him, Lady. 1 
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_-Roſ. Methinks tis pity ſuch a luſty © as 6 
Should wander upand down, and want Employment. (dam, 
| Hel. She takes me for a Rogue: You may do well, Mas 
To ſtay this Wanderer, and ſet him at work, Forſooth, 
He can do ſomething that may pleaſe your Ladiſhip. 
I have heard of Women thar deſire good Breedings, 
Two at a Birth, or ſo. | 

Roſ. The Fellow's impudent. 

Oria. Sure he is crazed. (ners, 

Ro. 1 have heard of Men too that have had good Man- 
Sure this is want of Grace; indeed *tis great pity | 
The young Man has been bred ſo ill; but this tewd Age 
Is full of ſuch Examples, ; 

Bel. I am founder d, | 

nd ſome ſhall rue the ſetting of me on. 

Mir. Ha? So Bookiſh, Lady, is it poſſible? 
Turned holy at the Heart too? I'll be hang'd then. 
Why this is ſuch a Feat, ſuch an Activity, 
Such faſt and looſe: a Veil tos for your Knavery? 
O dio, dio! + | 85 

Roſ. What do you take me for, Sir? 

Mir. An Hypocrite, a Wanton, a Diſſembler, 
How e'er ye ſeem, and thus ye are to be handled. 
Mark me Belleur, and this you love, I know it. 

Roſ. Stand off, bold Sit. 25 

Mir. You wear good Cloaths to this end, 
Jewels, love Feaſts, and Maſques. 

Roſ. Ye are monſtrous ſauey. 

Mir. All this to draw on Fools? and thus, thus Lady; 
Ye are to be lull'd. 

Bel. Let her alone, Tl ſwinge ye elſe, | 
I will faith; for though I cannot skill o'this matter 
My ſelf, I will not ſee another do it before me; 
And do it worſe. | 135 | 

Rof. Away, ye are a vain Thing; 

You have Travell'd far, Sir, to return again 
A windy and poor Bladder: you talk of Women; 
That are not worth the favour of a common one; 
The Grace of her grew in an Hoſpital : 

Againſt a thouſand ſuch blown Fooleries, 


o 
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] am able to maintain good Womens Honours, | 
Their Freedoms and their Fames, and I will do it! 

Mir. She has almoſt ſtruck me dumb too. 

Roſ. And declaim | * 
Againſt your baſe malicious Tongues, your Noiſes; 
For they are nothing elſe: Vou teach Behaviours? 
Or touch us for our Freedoms ? Teach yourſelves Manners, 
Truth and Sobriety, and live ſo clearly 
That our Lives may ſhine in ye; and then task us: 

It ſeems ye are hot, the Suburbs will ſupply ye. 
Good Women ſcorn ſuch Gameſters; fo I'll leave ye, 
I am ſorry to ſee this: Faith Sir, live fairly. [ Exit. 

Mir. This Woman, if ſhe hold on, may be virtuous, 
Tis almoſt poſſible: We'll have a new Day. 

Bel. Ye brought me on, ye forc'd me to this Foolery; 

I am aſham'd, I am ſcorn'd, I am flurted; yes, I am ſo: 
Though I cannot talk to a Woman like your 8 | 
And uſe my Phraſes, and my learned Fi 1gures, 

Yer I can uh with uy Man. 

Mir. Fie. 

Bel. I can, 8 4 
And I will fi 55 ee 

Mir. With whom? 

Bel. With you, with any Man; : 
For all Men now will laugh at me. | | 
Mir. Prethee be moderate. 

Bel. And Vl beat all Men. Come. 

Mir. I love thee dearly. 

Bel. ] beat all that love, Love has undone me; 
Never tell me, I will not be a Hiſtory. 

Mir. Thou art not. 

Bel, Sfoot I will not; ive me room, 

And let me ſee the proudeff of ye jeer me; 
And I'll begin with you firſt. | 

Mir. Prethee Belleur 
If I do not fatisfie thee 

Bel. Well, look ye do: 

But now I think ont better, "tis im poſlible 5 
I muſt beat ſome Body, I am maul'd my fel, | 
And 1 ought in Juſtice——" -- 


Vol. IV. i _ ” 


4 


—— —-—-—ô — 


Modeſty and good Manners are his May- games: r 
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Mir. No, no, no, ye are c6zen'd; 
But walk, and let me talk to thee. 0 
Bel. Talk wiſely, 
And ſee that no Man laugh upon no occaſion; 
For I ſhall think then 'tis at me. 
Mir. I warrant thee. \ 
Bel. Nor no more Talk of this. 
Mir. Doſt think I am maddiſn? Fires 
Bel. I muſt needs fight yet; for I find it concerns me, 
A Pox on't, 1 muſt fight. | 
Mir, Faith thou ſhalr not. [ Exennt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
Enter De Gard, and Lugier. | 
De Ga. I Know ye area Scholar, and can do Wonders. 
1 Lg. There's no great Scholarſhip belongs ro 

What I am, I am; I pity your poor Siſter; (this, Sir; 
And heartily I hate theſe Travellers | 
Theſe Gim-cracks, made of Mops and Motions: - 
There's nothing in their Houſes here bur Hummings 
A Bee has more Brains. I grieve and vex too | 
The inſolent licentious Carriage 
Of this out- facing Fellow, Mirabell, 
And I am mad to ſee him prick his Plumes up. 

De Ga. His W rongs you partly know. 

Lug. Do not you ſtir, Sir, 
Since he has begun with Wit, let Wit revenge it; 
Keep your Swordcloſe, we'll cut his Throat a new way. 
I am atham'd the Gentlewoman ſhould fuffer 
Such baſe lewd Wrongs. 

De Ga. I will be rul'd, he ſhall live, 
And left to your Revenge. 
Lug. I, I, Vil fit him: WT 
e makes a common Scorn of handſome Women; 
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Sets me a fire too: go, III prepare your Siſter, (Pupils, 
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The Church Warrants out of Date: follow my Counſel, 
For I am Zzealous in the Cauſe. 8 

De Ga. I will, Sir, 
And will be hill directed; for the truth is 
My Sword will make my Siſter ſeem inore monſtrous: 
Beſides, there is no honour won on Reprobates. 

Lug. You are th" right: The flight he has ſnew d my 


And as I told ye. 

De Ga. Yes all ſhall be fit, Sir. 

Lug. And ſeriouſly, and handſomely. 

De Ga. 1 warrant ye. 

Lug. A little counſel more. 

De Ga. Tis well. 

Moſt ſtately. 

See that obſerv'd; and then. 

De Ga. I have ye every way. 

Lug. Away then, and be ready. 455 

De Ga. With all ſpeed, Sir. N [ Exit, 

Enter Lillia, Roſalure, and Oriana. 

Lug. We'll learn to Travel too, may be beyond him. 
Good day, Fair Beauties. | 

Lil. You have beautified us. 
We thank ye, Sir, ye have ſet us off moſt Gallantly 
With your grave Precepts. 

Roſ. We expected Husbands 
Out of your Documents, and taught Behaviours, | 
Excellent Husbands; thought Men would run ſtark mad Y 
Men of all Ages, aud all States: We expected (on us 
An Inundation of Deſires, and Offers, | 
A Torrent of trim Suitors; all we did, 
Or faid, or purpos'd, to be Spells about us, 
Spells to provo ke | 

Lil. Ye have provok'd us finely, | 
We follow'd your cireftions, we did rarely, 1 
We were Stately, Coy, Demure, Careleſs, Light, Giddy, 
And plaid at all Points: This you ſwore would carry. 

Roſ. We mace Love, and contemn'd Love. Now ſeem'd 
With ſuch areverent put on Reſervation holy 
Which could not miſs, 3 to your Principles. 

2 


Nowy 


So pleaſe her, give me leave. 
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Now gave more hope again. Now cloſe, now publick, 


Still up and down, we beat it like a Billow; 


And ever thoſe Behaviours you read to us, 
Subtil, and new. Bur all this will not help us. 

Lil. They help to hinder us of all Acquaintance, 
They have trighted off all Friends: What am I better 
For all my Learning, if I love a Dunce, 

A handſome Dunce? To what uſe ſerves my Reading? 
You ſhould have taught me what belongs to Horſes, - 
Dogs, Dice, Hawks, Banquets, Masks, free and fair Meet- 


To have ſtudied Gowns and Dreſſings. (dings, 


Lug. Ve are not mad ſure. 5 
Rofſ. We ſhall be, if we follow your encouragements; 
I'll take mine own way now. 5; N 
Lil. And I my Fortune: 
We may live Maids elſe till the Moon drop Mill-ſtones; 
I ſee your modeſt W omen are taken for Monſters, ] 
A Dowry of good breeding is worth nothing. (yet, 
Lug. Since ye take it ſo toth* Heart, pray ye give me leave 
And ye ſhall ſce how [ll convert this Heretick; 1 
Mark how this A4trabell | 
Lil. Name him no more: 
For, though I long for a Husband, I hate him, 
And would be married ſooner to a Monkey, 
Or to a Fack of Straw, than ſuch a Juggler. 
Roſ. J am of that mind too; he is roo nimble, 
And plays at faſt and looſe too learnedly 
For a plain- meaning Woman; that's the truth on't. 
Here's one too, that we love well, would be angry, 
And reaſon why: No, no, we will not trouble ye 
Nor him, at this time; may he make you happy. 
We'll turn our ſelves looſe now, to our fair Fortunes, 
And the down-right way. $4 | 
Lil. 'The winning way we'll follow, | 
We'll bait, that Men may bite fair, and not be frighted; 
Vet we'll not be carried ſo cheap neither, we'll have ſome 
Some Mad-morris or other for our Mony, Tutor. (ſport, 
Lig. Tis like enough; proſper your own Devices; 
Ve are old enough to chuſe: But for this Gentlewomat, 
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Oria. I ſhall be glad, Sir, N 

To find a Friend, whoſe pity may direct me. 

Lig. I'll do my beſt, and faithfully deal for ye; 

But then ye muſt be ruled. ff 
Oria. In all, I vow to ye. | —_— 
Roſ. Do, do: He has a lucky hand ſometimes, I'll aſſure 

And hunts the recovery of a loft Lover deadly, 

Lug. You mult away ſtraight. g 

Oria. Ves. 8 
Lug. And I Il inftrut ye: 

Here ye can know no more. | 
Oria. By your leave, ſweet Ladies, 

And all our Fortunes, arrive at our own wiſhes. 
Lil. Amen, Amen. | 4 
Lug. I muſt borrow your Man. 

Lil. Pray take him; 

He is within: to do her good, take any thing, 

Take us and all, e 
Lug. No doubt ye may find Takers; 

And fo we'll leave ye to your on diſpoſes. 
Lil. Now which way, Wench. 

Roſ. We'll go a brave way, fear not; 

A fate and ſure way too; and yet a by-way. 

I muſt confeſs I have a great mind to be married. | 
Lil. So have Itoo, a grudging of good-will that way; 

And would as fain be diſpatch'd. But this Monſieur 

Duickſilver. DRYER | (trample z 
Roſ. No, no; we'll bar him, by, and Main: Let him 

There is no ſafety in his Surquedrie: . _ | 

An Army-Royal of Women, are too few for him, 

He keeps a Journal of his Gentleneſs, RE? 

And will go near to print his fair Diſpatches, _ _ 

And call it his Triumph over Time and Women: 

Let him paſs out of Memory: What think ye. 

Of his two Companions? 

Lel. Pinac methinks is reaſonable; TED 

A little Modeſty he has brought home with him, 

And might be taught in time ſowe handſome Duty. 

Roſ. They ſay he is a Wencher too, 

Lil. I like him better ; F 

' / 3 
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A free light touch or two becomes a Gentleman, 

And leis him ſeemly off: ſo he exceed not, 
But keep his Compats clear, he may be look d at; 

I would not marry a Man that muſt be taught, 

And conjur d up with Kiſſes; the beſt Game 

Is plaid ſtill by the beſt Gameſters. 

Roſ. Fie upon thee ! | 
What talk haſt thou? | | 

Li/. Are not we alone, and merry ? (Gentleman, 

Why ſhould we be aſham'd to ſpeak what we think? Thy 
The tall fat Fellow; hg that came to ſee thee, 

Roſ. Is't not a goodly Man? 

Lil. A wondrous goodly! _ * 

H'as weight enough | warrant thee: Mercy upon me; 
What a Serpent wilt thou ſeem under ſuch a St. George. 
RV Thouarta Fool; give me a Man brings Mertle, 
Brings ſubſtance with him; needs no Broths to Lare him: 

Thee little Fellows ſhew like Fleas in Boxes, 

Hop up and down, and keep a ſtir to vex us; 

Give me the puiſſant Pike, take you the ſmall Shpt. 

Lil. Of a great thing I have not ſeen a duller, 

Therefore methinks, ſweet Siſter 

Roſ. Peace, he's modeſt: 

A baſhfulneſs, which is a point of Grace, Wench: 

But when theſe Fellows come to moulding, Siſter, 
To heat, and handling: as I live, I like him; 

nrer Mirabel. | 

And methicks I could form him. 3 

Lil. Peace: the Fire-drake. | (dies, 

Mir. *Bleſs ye ſweet Beauties, ſweet incomparable La- 
Sweet Wits, ſweet Humours: *Bleſs yon, learned Lady, 
And you, moſt holy Nun; Bleſs your Devotians. 

Lil. And *blefs your Brains, Sir, your moſt pregnant 
They are in Travel, may they be delivered (Brains, Sir, 
Of a moſt hopeful Wild-Gooſe. oY 

Roſ. Bleſs your Manhood; 

They ſay ye ate a Gentleman of Action, 
A fair accompliſh'd Man, and a rare Engineer; 
You have a trick to blow up Maidenheads, 
A ſubtle trick, they ſay abroad. * 
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Mir. I have a Lady. | 

Roſ. And often glory in their Ruins. 

Mir. Yes forſooth; | 
I havea ſpeedy trick, pleaſe you to try it: 

My Engine will diſpatch ye ipftantly. 

Roſ. I wouldI were a Woman, Sir, fit for ye, 
As there be ſuch, no doubt, may Engine you too 
May with a Counter-mine blow up your Valour: 
But in good faith, Sir, we are both too honeſt : 
And the plague is, we cannot be perſwaded: 
For, look ye, if we thought it were a Glory _ 
To bethe laſt of all your lovely Ladies. (Market; 

Mir. Come, come; leave prating : this has fpoil'd your 
This Pride, andpufft-up Heart, will make ye faſt, Ladies, 
Faſt, when ye are Hungry too. . | 

Roſ. The more our Pain, Sir. 
Ei. The more our Health, I hope too. 

Mir. Your Behaviours 85 | | 
Have made Men ſtand amaz'd ; thoſe Men that lav'd ye; 
Men of fair States and Parts; your ſtrange Conventions 
Into I know not what, nor how, nor Wherefore; 
Your ſcorns of thoſe that came to viſit ye; Ta 
Your ſtudied W him-whams, and your fine ſet Faces - . 
t ye? proud, and harth Opinions: . 
ſeu y was the ſtrangeſt Creature, 

The wildeſt Monſter to be wondred alte 
His Perſon made a publick Scoff, his Knowledge 
(As if he had been bred *mongft Rears or Bandogs) 
Shunn'd and aygided : His converſation ſnuft ar. 
What Hipveft brings all thi?s 

Rof. I pray ye proceed, Sir. | 

Mir. Now ye ſhall ſee in what eſteem a Traveller, 
An underſtanding Gentleman, and a Monſieur 
Is to be held, and to your Griefs confeſs it, . 

Both to your Griefs, and Galls. OE 

Lil. In what, I pray ye, Sir? | 
We would be glad to underſtand your Excellence: 

Mir. Go on, fweet Ladies, it becomes ye rarely. 
For me, I have bleſt me from ye, ſcoff on ſeriquſſy, 
And note the Man ye mock d: you, Lady Learning, 


— 
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Note the poor Traveller, that came to viſit ye, 
That flat unfurniſh'd Fellow: Note him throughly, 
You may chance to ſec him anon. | | 

Lil. Tis very likely. 

Mir. And ſee him Courted by a Travell'd, Lady, 
Held dear, and honour'd, by a virtuous Virgin, 
May be a Beauty, not far ſhort of yours, neather 
It may be, clearer. AS | 

Lil. Nat unlikely. Mir. Younger: 
As killing Eyes as yours, a Wit as Poynant, 
May be, a State to that may top your Fortune; | 
Enquire how ſhe thinks of him, how ſhe holds him; 
His good Parts; in what precious price already z 
Being a Stranger to him, how ſhe courts him; | 
A Stranger to his Nation too, how ſhe dotes on him: 
Enquire of this; be ſick to know : Curſe, Lady, 
And keep your Chamber: Cry, and Curſe : A ſweet one, 
A thouſand in yearly Land, well Bred, well Friended, 
Travell'd, and highly followed for her Faſhions, -- 
Lil. Bleſs his good Fortune, Sir. * 

Air. This ſcurvy Fellow, ee 
I think they call his name Pinac; this Serving- man 
Tbat brought ye Veniſon, as I take it, Madam; 
Note but this Scab; tis ſtrange that this courſe Creature, 
That has no more ſet off, but his jugglings, 

His travell'd Tricks. 1 

Lil. Good, Sir, I grieve not at him, 
Nor envy not his Fortune: Yet I wonder; 
He's handſome, yet I ſee no ſuch perfection. 

Mir. Would I had his Fortune, for tis a Woman 
Of that ſweet-temper'd Nature, and that Judgment, 
Beſides her State, that Care, clear Underſtanding, 

And ſuch a Wife to bleſs him. { 3. 
Roſ. Pray ye whence is ſſe s? 
Mir, Of England, and a moſt, accompliſh'd Lady, 
So modeſt that Mcns Eyes are frighted at her, 
And ſuch a noble carriage. How now, Sirrah? 
Bey. Sir, th . on NT | 
oy. Sir, the great Lady. 
Mir. What ober, „ f 
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Boy. Has newly left her Coach, and coming this way, 
Where Fo may {ce her plain: Monſieur ae, ts 56-6 
The only Ma that leads her. 
Emer Pinac, Mariana, and Attendants. 
Mir. He is much honoured; _ * 
Would I had ſuch a favour - N o vex Ladies, 
Envy, and vex, and rail. 

Roſ. Ye are ſhort of us, Sir. | 

ir, "Bleſs your fair Fortune, Sir. 

Pin, I nobly thank ye. 

Mir. Is ſhe married, Friend? 

Pin, N 0, no. 

Mir. A goodly Lady; 
Aſweet 3 ee Aſpect: Mark, mark, and en 
Haſt thou any hope of her? 

Pin. Alutle. | 

Mir. Follow. cloſe then: 
Loſe not that hope. 

Pin. To you, vir. 

Mir. Gentle Lady. 

Roſ. She is fair indecd. 

Lil. J have ſeen a fairer, yet 
She is well. 

Roſ. Her Cloaths fir handſom too. 

Lil. She dreſſes prettily. 

R:{. And by my Faith ſhe is rich, ſhe: looks gilt (PUT: 
A well-bred Woman, I warrant her, 

Lil. Do you hear, Sir, 

May I crave this Gentlewoman's Name? ? 

Pin. Mariana, Lady. 

Lil. Iwill not ſay I owe ye a quarrel Monſieur, 
For making me your Stale: A noble Gentleman 
Would have had more Courteſie, at leaſt, more Faith, 
Than to turn off his Miſtreſs at firſt Trial: | 
You know not what reſpect might have ſhew'd. ye; 
| find ye have worth. 

Pin. I cannot ſtay to anſwer ye; ; 

Ye ſee my Charge: I am beholding to ye 
For all your merry Tricks ye put upon me, 
Your bobs, and baſe Accounts: I came to love ye, 


1670 The Wild-Gooſe Chaſe. 


To wooe ye, and to ſerve ye; I am much indebted to ys, 
For dancing me off my Legs; and then for walking me; 
For telling me ſtrange Tales I never heard of, 
More to abuſe me; for miſtaking me, 
W hen ye both knew I was a Gentleman, 
And one deſerv'd as rich a Match as you are. 
Lil. Be not ſo bitter, Sir. 
Pin. You ſee this Lady: 
She is young enough, and fair enough to pleaſe me, 
A Woman of a loving Mind, a quiet, 
And one that weighs the worth of him that loves her, 
am content with this, and'bleſs my Fortune, 
Your curious W its, and Beauties. 

Lil. Faith ſee me once more. 

Pin. I dare not trouble ye. 

Lil. May I ſpeak to your Lady? 

Pin. I pray ye content your ſelf : I know ye arebitter, 
And in your bitterneſs, ye may abuſe her; | 
Which if ſhe comes to know, (forſhe underſtands ye not) 
It may breed ſuch a quarrel to your Kindred, 
And ſuch an indiſcretion fling on you too; 
For ſhe is nobly Friended. Lil. I could eat her. 

Pin. Reſt as ye are, a modeſt noble Gentlewoman, 

And afford your honeſt Neighbours ſome of your Prayers. 
33 if. 

Air. What think you now? F | 

Lil. Faith ſhe's a pretty Whiting 

She has got a pretty Catch too. 

Mir. You are angry, 

Monſtrous angry now, grievouſly angry; 
And the pretty Heart does {well now. 

Lil. No in troth, Sir. 

Mir. And it will cry anon; a pox upon it: 

And it will curſe it ſelf, and eat no Meat, Lady; 

And it will Fight. *. 

Ui. Indeed you are miſtaken; 

It will be very merry. : 

 Rof. Why, Sir, do you think 

There are no more Men living, nor no handſomer 

Than he, or you? By this Light there be ten — 
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Ten thouſand thouſand : Comfort your ſelf, dear Monſieur 
Faces, and Bodies, Wits, and all Abiliments, © 1 
There are ſo many we regard em nor. 
Enter Belleur, and two Gentlemen. 

Mir. That ſuch anobly Lady, I could burſt now. 
So far above ſuch rrifles? LL ü 

Zel. You did laugh at me, 
And I know why ye laughed. 

1 Gent. I pray ye be ſatisfied 
If we did laugh, we had ſome private Reaſon, 
And not at you, ? 
2 Gent. Alas, we know you not, Sir. 
Bel. I'll make you know me; ſet your Faces ſoberly; 


Stand this way, and look ſad; III be no May-game 


Sadder, demurer yet. 

Roſ. What's the matter? 

What ails this Gentleman? 

Bel. Go off now backward, that 1 may behold ye; 
And not a ſimper on your lives. Wael 

Lil. He's mad ſure. 

Bel. Do you obſerve me too? 

Mir. I may look on ve. f 

el. Why do you grin? I know your Mind. 

Mir. You do not, | 
You are ſtrangely humorous : Is there no Mirth, nor 
But you muſt be the Object? (Pleaſure, 

Bel. Mark, and obſerve me; WES 2h 
Where- ever I am nam'd, | | EN 
The very word ſhall raiſe a general ſadneſs, 

For the diſgrace this ſcurvy Woman did me; 
This proud peit thing; take heed ye laugh not at me; 
Provoke me not, take heed. 
Roſ. I would fain pleaſe ye; 
Do any thing to keep ye quiet. 

Bel. Hear me, | 
Till I receive a Satisfaction 
Equal to the diſgrace, and ſcorn yegave me, 

Ye are a wretched Woman; till thou woo'tt me, 
And I ſcorn thee as much, as ſeriouſſy 


Jear, and abuſe thee; ask what Gill thou art; 4 | 
. r 
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Or any baſer Name; I will proclaim thee, 

I will fo ſing thy Virtue, ſo be- paint thee. 

| Roſ. Nay, good Sir, be more modeſt. 

| Bel. Do you 1 augh again? 

| Becauſe ye are a Woman ye are lawleſs, 

| And out of compals of an honeſt anger. 

| Roſ. Good Sir, have a better belief of me. 

Lil. Away, dear Sitter. [ Exit, 
Mir. Is not this better now, this ſceming madnels, 


| Than falling out with your Friends? 
' Bel. Have I not frighted her? (humour, 
f Mir. Into her right wits, I warrant thee : Follow this 
And thou ſhalt ſee how proſperouſly 'twill guide thee. 
1 Bel. lam glad I have found a way to woo yet, I was afraid 
C I never ſhould have made a civil Suiter. ee 
1 Well, FI about it ſtill. * 
4 Mir. Do, do, and proſper. 
1 What ſport do I make with theſe Fools? What pleaſure 
} Feeds me, and fats my ſides at their poor Innocence! 
Enter Lugier. 
| Wooing and Wiving, hang it; give me Mirth, 
| Witty and dainty Mirth : 1 ſhall grow in Love ſure - 
With mine own happy Head. Who's this? To me, Sir? 
0 What Youth is this? 
. Lug. Yes, Sir, I would ſpeak with you, 
1 If your Name be Monſieur Mirabell. 
4 Mir. Ye have hit it, 
Your buſineſs, I beſeech ye? 
ja Lug. This it is, Sir, 
| There is a Gentlewoman hath Jong time affected yes 
And lov'd ye dearly. 
Mir. Turn over, and end that Story, 
*Tis long enough : I have no faith in Women, Sir. 
Lug. It ſeems ſo, Sir: i do not come to woo for her, 
Or ſing her praiſes, though ſhe well deſerve em, 
I come to tell ye, ye have been cruel to her, 
Unkind and cruel, falſer of Faith, and carcleſs, 
Taking more pleaſure i in abuſing her, 
Mireſting her Honour to your wild diſpoſes, 


Thaw noble in requiting her Affection: 
Which, 


t. 
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Which, as ye are a Man, I muſt deſire ye 

(A Gentleman of rank) not to perſiſt in, | 

No more to load her fair Name with your injuries. 
Mir. Why, I beſeech ye, Sir? 7 x1 
Lug. Good Sir, Pl tell ye, | 

And I'll be ſhort: I'll tell ye, becauſe I love ye, 

Becauſe I would have you ſhun the ſhame may follow: 

There is a noble Man, new come to Town, Sir, 

A noble and a great Man that affects her, 

A Country-man of mine, a brave Savqan, 

Nephew to th' Duke, and ſo much honours her, 

That 'twill be dangerous to purſue your old way, » 

To touch at any thing concerns her Honour, 

Believe, moſt dangerous: Her Name is Oriana, 

And this great Man will marry her: Take heed, Sir, 

For howſoce'er her Brother, a ſtaid Gentleman, © © 

Lets things paſs upon better hopes, this Lord, Sir, 


Is of that fiery, and that poynant Metal, 


(Eſpecially provok'd on by Aﬀection) 
That 'twill be hard: But you are wile. 
Mir. A Lord, Sir? ont 
Lug. Yes, and a noble Lord. 
Mir, Send her good fortune, 
This will not ſtir her Lord; a Baronneſs, 
Say ye ſo, ſay ye ſo? by'r Lady, a brave Title, 
Top, and top-gallant now; ſave her great Ladiſhip, 
I was a poor Servant of hers, I muſt confels, S:r, 
And in thoſe days, I thought I mighr be jovy, 
And make a little bold to call into her: 
But Baſto, now, I know my Rules and Diſtance; 
Yet, it ſhe want an Uſher, ſuch an implement, | 
One that is throughly pac'd, a clean made Gentleman,.. 
Can hold a hanging up, with approbation 
Plant his Hat formally, and wait with patience, 
I do beſeech you, Sir. 
Lug. Sir, leave your ſcoffing, 
And as ye are a Gentleman, deal fairly : 
I have given ye a Friend's counſel, ſo I'll leave ye. 
Mir. But hark ye, hark ye, Sr, is't poſſible 
I may believe wh. you ſay? 
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Lug. You may chuſe, Sir. | (Nooles? 
Mir. No Baits? No Piſh-hooks, Sir? No G:ns? No 
No fittals to catch Puppies? 
Lug. I tell ye certain; | S 
You may believe; if not, ſtand to the danger. [ Exit. 
Mir. A Lord of Savoy, ſays he? The Duke's Nephew? 
A Man ſo mighty? By Lady a fair Marriage; 
By my Faith, a handſome Fortune: I muſt leave prating; . 
For to confeſs the truth, I have abuſed her, | 
For which I ſhould be ſorry, but that will ſeem ſcurvy 
1 muſt confeſs, ihe was, ever ſince I knew her, | 
As modeſt as the was fair; I am ſure ſhe lov'd me, 
Her Means good, and her Breeding excellent; | 
And for my ſake ſhe has refus'd fair Matches. 
I may play the Fool finely. Stay, who are theſe? ; 
Enter De Gard, Oriana, and Attendants. | 
*Tis the, I am ſure; and that the Lord it ſhould ſcem, 
He carries a fair Port, is a handſome Man too: f 
I do begin to feel I am a Coxcomb. 
Oria. Good my Lord, chuſe a nobler; for I know 
I am fo far below your Rank and Honour, h 
That what ye can ſay this way, I muſt credit 
But ſpoken to beget your ſelf ſport: Alas, Sir, 
I am ſo far off from deſerving you, 
My Beauty ſo unfit for your Affection, 
Thar I am grown the ſcorn of common'Railers, 
Of ſuch injurious things, that when they cannot 4 
Reach at my Perſon, Fre with my Reputation: ; | 
I am poor beſides. \ 
DeGa. Ye are all Wealth and Goodneſs; 
And none bur ſuch as are the ſcum of Men, 
The Ulcers of an honeſt State, Spight- weavers, 
That live on Poiſon only, like fwoln Spiders, 
Dare once profane ſuch Excellence, ſuch Sweetneſs. 
Air. This Man ſpeaks loud indeed. | 
De Ga. Name but the Men, Lady; 
Let me but know theſe poor and baſe depravers, 
Lay but to my Revenge their Perſons open, 
And you ſhall ſee how ſud.lenly, how fully, 
For your molt be:utcous ſake, how direfully 


he otros - OT” IB CEE =. ap 


5 
71 


9 


* — 


OG _—_ >> tt. : 6 
. g — ELECT - 


ron 7 my oy — 


ru 


The Wild-Gooſe Chaſe. 1675 
5 III handle their deſpights. Is this thing one? 
ö Be what he will. 
Mir. Sir. 
De Ga. Dare your malicious Tongue, Sir? 
7 Mir. I know you not, nor what you mean. 
3 Oria. Good my Lord. 
2 
De Ga. If he, or any he. 
Oria. 1 beſeech your Honour. | 
4 This Gentleman's a Stranger to tay knowledge, 
= And no doubt, Sir, a worthy Man. 
De Ga. Your mercy z 
But had he been a tainter of your Honour, 
A blaſter of thoſe Beauties reign within ye; 
But we ſhall find a fitter time: Dear Lady, 
As ſoon as I have freed ye from your Guardian, 
And done {ome honour'd Offices unto ye, : 
I'll take ye with thoſe faults the World flings on ye; 
And dearer than the whole World I'll efteem ye. [ Exe. 
Mir. This is a thundring Lord; Iam glad1 Cape him: 
How lovingly the Wench diſclaim'd my Villayy ? 
I am vex'd now heartily that he ſhall have her; 
Not that I care to marry, or to loſe her; 
But that this Bilbo-Lord ſhall reap that Maidenhead 
That was my due; that he ſhall rig and top her; 
I'd give a thouſand Crowns now, he might miſs her. 
Enter à Servant. | 
Ser. Nay, if Ibear your blows, and keep your counſel, 
i You have good luck, Sir; Il teach ye to ſtrike lighter; 
Mir. Come hither, honeſt Fellow; canſt thou tell me 
Where this great Lord lies? This Savoy Lord? Thoumer'ft 
He now went by thee certain. | (him 
Ser. Yes, he did, Sir; | | | 
I know him, and I know you are fool'd. 
Mir, Come hither, 
Here's all this, give me truth. 
Ser. Not for your Mony; 
(And yet that may do much) but I have been beaten : 
And by the worſhiptul Contrivers beaten, and Þ1 rellye; 
This is no Lord, no Savoy Lord. | 
Mir. Go forward. 
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Ser. This is a Trick, and put upon ye groſly 


By one Lugier; the Lord is Monſieur de Gard, Sir, 


An honeſt Gentleman, and a Neighbour here; 


Their ends you underſtand better than I, ſure, 

Mir. Now I know him: 

Know him now plain. wy 
Ser. I have diſcharg'd my &6lours ; ſo God b'y ye, Sir, [ Ex. 
Mir. W hat a purblind Puppy was I; now I remember 

All the whole caſt on's Face,though *twereumber'd, (him. 

And mask'd with Patches: What a dunder-whelp 

To let him domineer thus? How he fſtrutted, 

And what a load of Lord he clapt upon him? 

Would I had him here again, I would ſo bounce him, 

1 would ſo thank his Lordfhip for his lew'd Plot :(Bird-pots, 

Do they think to carry it away, with a great Band made of 

And a pair of Pin-buttockt Breeches? Ha! *Tis he again, 

He comes, he comes, he comes; have at him. 

Enter de Gard, Oriana, &c. Y 

Mir. ſings. My Savoy Lord, why doſt thou frown on me? H 
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And will that Favour never ſweeter be? 1 
Wilt thou, I ſay, for ever play the Fool? A 
De Gard be wile, and Savoy go to School. | 

My Lord de Gard, I thank ye for your Antick; I 


My Lady bright, that will be ſometimes frantick ; 
You worthy Train, that wait upon this Pair, 
Send you more Wit, and they a bouncing Baire, 
And ſo I take my humble leave of your Honours. [Ex. 
De Ga. We arediſcover'd, there's no Remedy. 
Lillia Biancha's Man, upon my life, 
In ſtubbornneſs, becauſe Lugier corrected him. 
(A ſhameleſs Slave's plague on him for a Raſcal.) 
Oria. I was in a perfect hope; the bane on't is now, 
He will make mirth on mirth, to perſecute us. 
De Ga. We mult be patient; I am vex'd tothe proof too, 
III try once more; then if I fail, here's one ſpeaks. 
Oria. Let me be loſt, and ſcorn'd firſt. | 
De Ga. Well, we'll conſider, 
Away, and let me ſhift; J ſhall be hooted elſe. 


[Exernt. | 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Lupier, | Lillia, and Servants. 


Lig. Pam not; but do as I direct ye, truſt me; | 
Believe me too, for what I have told ye, Lady, 
As true as you are Lillia, is Authentick ; \, _ 
I know it, I have found it; tis a poor Courage 
Flies off for one repulſe; theſe Travellers 
Shall find, before we have done, a home-ſpun.Wit, 
A plain French Underſtanding, may copewith em; : 
They have had the better yet, thank your ſweet Squire, 
And let em brag: You would be reveng'd? (here z 
Lil. Yes ſurely. , | 
Lug. And married too? Lil. I think fo. 
Lug. Then be counſell'd, 2 15 
You know how to proceed: I have other Irons 
Heating as well as yours, and | Will ſtrike 45 
Three blows with one Stone home; be rul'd, and happy: 
And fo I leave ye. Now is the time. 
| Lil. I am ready, 
If he do come to do me. 
Ser. Will ye ſtand here, 2 
And let the People think, yeare God knows what, Miſtreſs? 
Let Boys and Prentices preſume upon ye? 
Ex. Lil. Prethee hold thy Peace. 
| Ser, Stand at his Door, that hates ye? : 
Lil. Prethee leave prating. _ „ (there. 
Ser. Pray ye go to th Tavern. I'll give ye a Pint of Wine 
If any of the Mad - cap Gentlemen ſhould come by, 
w hat take up Women upon ſpecial Warrant, 
: ou were in a wiſe caſe now. 43 
too; E Marabell, Pinac, Mariana, Prieſt, and Attendant. 
1 Lil. Give me the Garland. 
ind wait you here. "Ir 
Mir. She is here to ſeek thee; Sirrah.  _ =, 
told thee what would follow ; ſhe is mad for thee ; 
nr. bew, and advance. So eatly ſtirring, Lady? 
| t ſhews a buſie Mind, a Fancy troubled : 
CT Yor. IV. D A 
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A willow Garland too? Is't poſſible? 
"Tis pity fo much Beauty ſhould lye muſty, 
ur 't is not to be help'd now. 

Lil. The more's my Miſery. 
Good fortune to ye, Lady, you deſerve it: 
To me, too late Repentance; I have ſought it: 
do nor envy, though I grieve a little, 
You arc Miſtreſs of that Happinels, thoſe Joys 
That might have been, had I been wiſe: but Fortune. 

Fin. She underſtands ye not, pray ye do not trouble her; 
And do not croſs me like a Hare thus, tis as Ominous. 

Lil. I come not toupbraid your Levity, 

Though ye made ſhew of Love, and though I lik'd ye 
To claim an intereſt; we are yet both Strangers, 
But what we might have bcen, had you perſever'd, Sir, 
To be an Eye- ſore to your loving Lady; 

This Garland ſhews, I give my {elf forſaken; 

Vet the mult pardon me, 'tis moſt unwillingly : 

And all the power and intereſt I had in ye; 

As I perſwade my ſelf, ſomewhat ye lov'd me; 

Thus patiently I render up, I offer 

To her that muſt enjoy ye, and fo bleſs ye; 

Only, I heartily deſire this Courteſie, 

And would not be deny'd, to wait upon ye 

This Day, to ſee ye ty'd, then no more trouble ye. 

Pin. It needs not, Lady. 

Lil. Good Sir, *prant me ſo much. 

Pin. Tis private, and we make no invitation. 

Lil. My Preſence, Sir, ſhall not proclaim it publick. 

Pin, May be 'tis not in Town. 

Lil. Thave a Coach, Sir, 

And a moft ready will to do you ſervice. 
Mir. Strike now or never; make it ſure: I tell thee, 
She will hang her ſelf, if ſhe have thee not. 

Pin. Pray ye, Sir, 
Entertain my noble Miſtreſs : Only a word or two 
Wich this importunate Woman, and 1 ll relieve ye. 
Now ye ſec what your Flings are, and your Fancies, 
Your States, and your wild Stubborneſs, now ye mind 
What 'tis to gird and kick at Mens fair Services, 
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To raiſe your Pride to ſuch a pitch and glory, 
That Goodneſs ſhews like Gnats, ſcorn'd under ye, 
'Tis ugly, naught, a Self-will in a Woman, | 
Chain'd to an over-weening Thought, is peſtilent, 
Murthers fair Fortune firſt”; then fair Opinion: ? 
There ſtands a Pattern, a true patient Pattern, 
Humble, and ſweet. N 
Lil. I can but grieve my Ignorance, 


wy Repentance, {ome ſay too, is the belt Sacrifice; 
er; For ſure, Sir, if my chance had been ſo happy, 

as (As I confeſs I was mine own Deſtroyer) 

: As to have arriv'd at you; I will not Propheſie, 


Bur certain, as I think, I ſhould have pleas'd ye; 
| Have made ye as much wonder at my Courteſie, 
ny My Love, and Duty, as I have diſhearten'd ye : 
Some hours we have of Youth, and ſome of Folly; 
And being free-born Maids, we take a liberty, 
And to maintain that, ſometimes we ſtrain highly. 
Pin. Now ye talk Reaſon. 5 
Lil. But being yoak'd, and govern'd, 
Married, and thoſe light Vanities purg'd from us; 
How fair we grow, how gentle, and how tender, 
We twine about thoſe loves that ſhoot up with us? 
A ſullen Woman fear, that talks not to ye; 
She has a ſad and darken'd Soul, loves dully: 
Amerry and a free Wench, give her liberty, 
Believe her in the lighteſt Form ſhe appears to ye, 
believe her excellent, though ſhe deſpiſe ye, 
ck. Let but theſe fits and flaſhes paſs, ſhe will ſhew to ye 
As Jewels rubb'd from Duſt, cr Gold new burniſh'd: 
Such had I been, had you believ'd. 
Pin. Is't poſſible? | 
ce, Lil. And to your Happineſs, I dare aſſure ye 
If true Love be accounted fo; your Pleaſure, 
Your Will, and your Command had tied my Motions: 
But that hope's gone ; I know you are young, and giddy, 
And till you have a Wife can govern with ye, 
You fail upon this Wold-Sea, light and empty; 


Your Bark in danger daily; tis not the Name neither 23 


Of Wife can ſteer ye, but the noble Natare, 
D 2 The 
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The Diligence, the Care, the Love, the Patience, 
She makes the Pilot, and preſerves the Husband, 
That knows, and reckons every Rib he is built on; 
But this I tell ye, to my ſhame. 
Pin. I admire ye, 
And now am ſorry, that I aim beyond y | 

Mir. So, ſo, ſo, fair and ſoftly. She is thine own, Boy; 
She comes now, without Lure. 

Pin. But that it muſt needs 
Be reckon'd to me as a Wantonneſs, 

Or worſe, a Madneſs, to forſake a Bleſſing, 
A Bleſſing of that hope. 5 
Til. I dare not urge ye: 

And yet, dear Sir. 

Pin. Tis moſt certain, I had rather, (man, 
If 'twere in my own Choice, for you are my Country- wo- 
A Neighbour, here born by me, ſhe a Stranger; 

And who knows how her Friends ? 
Lil. Do as you pleaſe, Sir; 
If ye be faſt, not all the World ; I love ye, 
Tis moſt true, and clear, I would perſwade ye; 
And I ſhall love you ſtill. | 

Pin. Go, get before me; 

So much you have won upon me; do it preſently : 
Here's a Prieſt ready; I'll have you. 

Lil. Not now, Sir, | 
No, you ſhall pardon me; advance your Lady, 

I dare not hinder your moſt high Preferment, 
Tis Honour enough for me | have unmask'd ye. 

Pin. How's that ? 

Lil. Thavecaught ye, Sir, alas, Iamno States-Woman, 
Nor no great Traveller, yet I have found ye, | 
I have found your Lady too, your beauteous Lady; C 
I have found her Birth and Broafling too, her Diſcipline; Y 
Who brought her over, and who kept your Lady; 
And whenhe laid her by, what virtuous Nannery I 
Receiv'd her in; Thave found all theſe: Are ye blank now? If 
Methinks fuch travell'd Wiſdoms ſhould not fool thus; 


Such excellent Indiſcretions. | | 
Mir. 
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Mir. How could ſhe know this? (now? 
Lil. Tis true, ſhe's Engliſh born, but moſt part French 
And ſo I hope you'll find her, to your Comfort. | 
Alas, I am ignorant of what ſhe coſt ye; (men; 
The price of theſe hired Cloaths Ido not know, Gentle- 
Thoſe Jewels are the Brokers, how ye ſtand bound for em. 
Pin. Will you make this good ? 
Lil. Yes, yes, and to her Face, Sir, 
That ſhe is an Engliſh Whore, a kind of fling Duſt, 
One of your London Light o' Loves; a right one, 
Came over in thin Pumps, and half a Petticoat, 
One Faith, and one Smock, with a broken Haberdaſher ; 
I know all this without a Conjurer : 
aan, Her name is Jumping-Foan, an ancient Sin-Weaver 
wo- She was firſt a Lady's Chamber-maid, there ſlip'd 
And broke her Leg above the Knee; departed, 
And ſet up Shop her ſelf. Stood the fierce Conflicts 
Of many a furious Term; there loft her Colours, 
And laſt ſhip'd over hither. 
Mir. We are betray'd. 
Lil. Do you come fright me with this Myſtery? 
To ſtir me with a Stink none can endure, Sr? 
I pray ye proceed, the Wedding will become ye; 
Who gives the Lady? You? An excellent Father: 
A careful Man, and one that knows a Beauty. 
Send ye fair Shipping, Sir, and ſo PI leave ye, 
Be wiſe and manly, then I may chance to love ye. ¶ Exiz. 
Mir. Asllivelamaſham'd, this Wench hasreach'd me, 
Monſtrous aſham'd, but there's no remedy, 
man, This skew'd eye'd Carrion. 
Pin, This I fuſpe&ted ever. 
Come, come, uncaſe, we have no more uſe of ye; 
” Your Cloaths muſt back again. 
Mar. Sir, ye ſhall pardon me ; 
'Tis not our Engliſh uſe to be degraded: 
If you will viſit me, and take your venture, 
You ſhall have Pleaſure for your Properties; 
"a, Ink on 4 the Deril go with be 
Mir. Let her go, and the Devil go with her; 
der gos 53 8⁰ We 


1682 The Wild-Gooſe Chaſe. 


We have never better lack with theſe Preludiums ; 
Come, be not daunred; think ſhe is but a Woman, 
And let her have the Devil's Wit, we'll reach her. 


| ' [ Exennt, 
SCENE l. 


Enter Roſalure, and Lugier. 


Roſ. Ve have now redeem'd my good Opinion, Tutor, 
And ye ſtand fair again. 1 
Lug. 1 can but labour, | 
And ſweat in your Affairs; I am ſure Belleur 
Will be here inſtantly, and uſe his Anger, 
His wonted Harſhneſs. 
Roſ. Ihope he will not beat me. 
Lug. No ſure, he has more Manners; be you ready. 
Roſ. Yes, yes, I am, and am reſolv'd to fit him, 
| With patience to outdo all he can offer 
5 But how does Oriana? 5 
Lug. Worſe, and worſe ſtill; 
There is a fad Houſe for her: ſhe is now, 
Poor Lady, utterly diſtracted. 


= Ref. Pity! © . 
[ Infinite pity! *tis a handſome Lady, | 
5 That MirabelPs a Beaſt, worſe than a Monſter, 


If this Affliction work not. | 
Enter Lillia-Biancha. 
Lil. Arc ye ready? | 
Belleur is coming on, here, hard behind me, 
I have no leiſure to relate my Fortune. 
Only I wiſh you may come off as handſomely, 3 
Upon the ſign you know what. W [Exit 
Roſe Well, well, leave me. 
Ener Belleur. 
Bel. How now? 
Ro/: Ye are welcome, Sir. 
Bel. Lis well ye have Manners: 
That Court'ſie again, and hold your Countenance ſteadily; 
That Look's too light; take heed: ſo, fit ye down novi 
And to confirm me that your Gall is gone, ” | 
*, Your 
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Your Bitterneſs diſpers'd, for fo I'll have it : 

Look on me ſtedfaſtly, and whatfoc'er I ſay unto ye, 

Move not, nor alter in your Face, ye are gone then: 

For if you do exprels the leaſt diſtaſte, 

Or ſhew an angry wrinkle, mark me, Woman, 

We are now alone, I will ſo conjure thee; 

The third part of my Execution 

Cannot be ſpoke. Me. 8 
Roſ. I am at your diſpoſe, Sir. (culty: 
Bel. Now riſe, and woo me a little, let me hear that f.- 

But touch me not, nor do not lie, I charge ye. 

Begin now. L 
Roſ. If ſo mean and poor a Beauty 

May ever hope the Grace. 

Bel. Ye cog, ye flatter, 

Like a lewd thing ye li: May hope that Grace? 

Why, what Grace canſt thou hope for? Anſwer not, 

For if thou Coſt, and lieſt again, I'll ſwinge thee: 

Do not I know thee. for a peſtilent Woman? 

A proud at both ends? Be not angry, 

Nor ſtir not o' your life. 7 
Roſ. J am counſell'd, Sir. 4 .. fout) 
Bel. Art thou not now (confeſs, for I'll have the truth __- 

As much unworthy of a Man of Merit, | 

Or any of ye all? nay, of meer Man, Ivy 

Though he were crooked, cold, all wants upon him? 

Nay, of any diſhoneſt thing that bears that figure, 

As Devils are of Mercy? | 
Roſ. We are unworthy. 
Bel. Stick to that truth, and it may chance to fave thee, 

Fit And is it not our Bounty that we take ye? 

ä That we are troubled, vex'd, or tortur'd with ye? 

Our meer and ſpecial Bounty ? 

Roſ. Yes. | x pg ug : 
Bel. Our pity, | 

That for your wickedneſs we ſwinge ye ſoundly | 

1.0 Y our ſtubbornneſs, and your ſtout Hearts, we be: labour ye, 

dil l | 

WS Anſwer to that. 

| Rof. I do confeſs your pity. 1 

Your Bel. And doſt not thou deſerve'in thine own Perſon? 

D 4 ( Thou 
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(Thou Impudent,thou Pert; do not change Countenance.) 
 Rof. 1 dare not, Sir. | 
Bel. For it ye do. 
Roſ. J am ſettled. 
Bel. Thou Wag: tail, Peacock, Puppy, look on me, 
I am a Gentleman. I 
Ryſ. Ir ſæems no leſs, Sir. 
Bel. And dareſt thou, in thy Surquedry ? 
Roſ. I beſeech ye, 
It was my weakneſs, Sir, I did not view ye, 
took no notice of your noble Parts, | 
Nor call'd your Peron, nor your proper Faſhion. 
Bel. This is ſome amends yet. | 
Rof. I thall mend, Sir, daily, 
And ſtudy to deſerve. | 
Bel. Come a little ncarer; 
Canſt thou repent thy Villany? 
Roſ. Moſt ſeriouſly. 
| Bel. And be aſham'd? 
1 Roſ. T am aſham'd. 
1 Bel. Cry. 
1 Rof. It will be hard to do, Sir. 
4 Bel. Cry inſtantly; i 


: Cry monſtrouſly, that all the Town may hear thee, | 
Y Cry ſeriouſly, as if thou hadſt loſt thy Monkey; 
+ And as I like thy Tears. | 

Enter Lillia, and four Women laughing. 

Roſ. Now. es 
| :1. How? how? do ye jear me? 

1 Have ye broke your bounds again, Dame? 
R. Ves, and laugh at ye, 
And lauzh molt heartily. 

Bel. What are theſe, Whirl-winds ? f ] 
Is Hell broke looſe, and all the Furies flutter'd ? 
Am I greas'd once again? 

Ref. Yes indeed are ye? f 
And once again ye ſhall be, if ye quarrel; 
Do you come to vent your fury on a Virgin? 
Is this your Manhood, Sir ? . 
Mom. Let him do his beſt, 


8. 


Lets ſee the utmoſt of his Indignation, 
I long to ſee him angry; Came, proceed, Sir, 
Hang him, he dares not ſtir, a Man of Timber. 
2 Hum. Come hither to fri ight Maids with thy Bull-faces? 
To threaten Gentlewomen? Thou a Man? A May- pale, 
A great dry Pudding. 
Mon. Come, come, do your worſt, Sir; 
Be angry if thou darſt. 
Bel. The Lord deliver wel 
4 Wom. Do but look Kare upon this Lady, 
Or give us one foul word e are all mittaken, 
This is fome mighty Dairy-maid in Man's Cloaths. 
Lil. I am of that mind too, 
Bel. What will they do to me! (ners; 
Lil. And hired to come and abuſe us; a Man has man» 
A Gentleman, Civility and Breedi 
Some Tinker's Trull, with a Beard plew'd on. 
1 Wom. Let's ſcarch him, 
And as we find him 
Bel. Let me but depart from ye, 
Sweet Chriſtian- Women. 
Lil. Hear the Thing ſpeak, Neig ;hbours, 
Bel. Tis but a ſmall requeſt ; if cer I trouble ye, 
If &er I talk again of beating Women, | 
Or beating any thing that can but turn to me; 
Of ever thinking of a handſome Lad 
But virtuoufly and well, of ever ſpeaking 
But to her Honour; this I'll promiſe ye, 
I will take Rhubarb, and purge Choler mainly, 
Abundantly I'll purge. 
Lil. Il ſend ye Broths, Sir. 
Bel. I will be laugh'd at, and endure it patiently, 
I will do any thing. 
Rof. V1} be your Bail then; ; 
When ye come next to.woo, pray como not boite ann 
And furniſh'd like a Bear- ward. 
Bel. No in truth, forſooth. 
Roſ. ] ſcented ye Luce. 
10 I was to Aue e 
appear a Gentleman. * 
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Roſ. Tis the beſt for ye, 
For a true noble Gentleman's a brave thing, 
. Upon that hope we quit ye. You fear ſeriouſly ? 
Bel. Yes truly do I; I confeſs ] fear ye, 
And honour ye, and any thing. 
Roſ. Farewel then. 
Mom. And when ye come to woo next bring more mercy, 
| [Exennt, 
Enter two Gentlemen. | 
Bel. ADairy-maid! a Tinker's-Trull! Heav'n bleſs me! 
Sure if I had provok'd 'em, they had quarter'd me. 
I am a moſt ridiculous Aſs, now I percciye it; 
A Coward, and a Knave too. - 
I Gent, Tis the mad Gentleman, 
Let's ſet our Faces right. 
Bel. No, no, laugh at me, 
And laugh aloud. 
2 Gent. We are better manner'd, Sir. 
| Bel. 1 do deſerve it; call me Patch, and Puppy, 
1 And beat me if you pleaſe. 5 * 
Gent. No indeed, we know ye, 
Bel. Death, do as I would have ye. 
2 Gent. You are an Ass then, 
A Coxcomb, and a Calf. 
Bel. I am a great Calf, | 
Kick me a little now: Why, when? Sufficient : 
Now laugh aloud, and ſcorn me ; ſo good b'ye 3 
And ever when ye meet me laugh. 222 1 
1m. Wenn, M. Exeunt. 


; | a 

ö S CEN EAI. 
i = Enter Nantolet, La Caſtre, De Gard, Lugier and Mirabell. 
i 


4 Air. Vour Patience, Gentlemen: Why do ye bait me? 
wr Nan. Is't not a ſhame you are ſo ſtubborn hearted, 
So ſtony and ſo dull to ſuch a Lady, 
Olf her Perfections, and her Miſery ? , 
Lug. Does ſhe not love ye? Does not her Diſtraction 
1 a 9 For 
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For your fake only, her moſt pitied Lunacy 


Of all but you, ſhew ye? does it not compel ye? (rately. 
Mir. Soft and fair, Gentlemen, pray ye proceed tempe- 
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Lug. If ye have any feeling, any ſenſe in ye, 
The leaſt touch of a noble Hearr. wa” 

La Ca. Let him alone, | « 
It is his glory that he can kill Beauty. 
Ye bear my Stamp, but not my Tenderneſs 
Your wild unſavory Courles ſet that in ye! 
For ſhame, be ſorry, though ye cannot cure her, 
Shew ſomething of a Man, of a fair Nature. 

Mir. Ye make me mad. 

De Ga. Let me pronounce this to ye, 


You take a ſtrange felicity in lighting 


And wronging Women, which my poor Siſter feels now, 


Heav'ns Hand be gentle on her: Mark me, Sir, 


That very hour ſhe dies, there's ſmall hope otherwiſe, 
That minute you and I muſt grapple for it, 
Either your life or mine. , 
Mir. Be not ſo hot, Sir, 
I am not to be wrought on by theſe policies, 
In truth I am not; nor do I fear the tricks, 
Or the high ſounding threats of a Savoyan; 
I glory not in Cruelty, ye wrong me 
Nor grow up water'd with the Tears of Women; 
This let me tell ye, howſoc'er I ſhew to ye, 
Wild, as ye pleaſe to call it, or ſelf-will'd; 


When ] (ce cauſe I can both do and ſuffer, 


Freely, and feelingly, as a true Gentleman. 
Enter Roſalure, and Lillia. 
Roſ. O pity, pity, thouſand, thouſand pities! 

Lil. Alas poor Soul! ſhe will dye; the is grown ſenſeleſs; 
She will not know, nor ſpeak now. 1 
Roſ. Dye for love! 1 

And love of ſuch a Youth! I would dye for a Dog firſt. 

He that kills me, I'll give him leave to cat me; | 

Tl know Men better, cer I ſigh for any of em. 
Lil. Ye have done a worthy act, Sir; a moſt famous; 


Ye have kill'd a Maid the wrong way, ye are a Conqueror. 


Koſ. 
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Oh, ch, my Heart! were ye never in Love, ſweet Lady? 
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Roſ. A Conquerour ? a Cobler ; hang him Sowter, 
Go hide thy ſelf for ſhame, go loſe thy Memory, 
Live not '"mong® Men, thou art à Beaſt, a Monſter, 
A blatant Bea L. | 

Lil. If ye have yet any Honeſty, 
Or ever heard of any, take my Counſel 
Off with your Garters, and ſeck out a Bough, 
A handſame Bough; for I would have ye hang like a Gen- 
And write ſome doleful Matter to the World, (tleman; 
A Warning to hard-hearted Men. 

Mir. Out Kitlings : 
What Catterwauling's here? what Gibing ? 
Do you think my Heart is ſoftned with a black Santis? 
Shew me ſome reaſon. : a 

| Enter Oriana on a Bed. 

Raf. Here then, here is a reaſon. 

Nant. Now, if ye be a Man, let this Sight ſhake ye. 

La Ca. Alas poor Gentlewoman! do you know me, 

Lug. How ſhe looks up, and ſtares ! (Lady? 

Oria. I know ye very well; | 
You are my God- father, and that's the Monſieur. 

De Ga. And who am 1? 

Oria. You are Amadis de Gaul, Sir. 


And do you never dream of Flowers and Gardens? 
I dream of walking Fires; take heed, it comes now. 
Who's that? pray ſtand away, I have ſeen that Face ſure; 
How light my Head is! 

Raſ. Take ſome Reft. 

Oria. 1 cannot, | 

For I muſt be up to morrow to go to Church, 
And I muſt dreſs me, put my new Gown on, 
And be as fine to meet my Love: Heigh ho! 
Will not you tell me where my Love 42 buried? 

Mir. He is not dead: Beſhrew my Heart, ſhe ſtirs me. 
Oria. He is dead to me. | 

Mir. Is't poſſible my Nature 
Should be ſo damnable, to let her ſuffer? 6 
Give me your Hand. 21 


Oria. 
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Oria. How ſoft you feel, how gentle ! 
I'll tell you your Fortune, Friend. 
Mir. How ſhe ſtares on me! 
Oria. You have a flattering Face, but tis a ſine one; 
I warrant you may have a hundred Sweet-hearts; 
Will ye pray for me? I ſhall die to morrow, | 
And will ye ring the Bells? 
Mir. 1 am moſt unworthy, | 
I do confeſs, unhappy; do you know me? 
Oria. I would I did. 
Mir. Oh fair Tears, how ye take me! 
Oria. Do you weep too? you have not loſt your Lover; 
You mock me; I'll go home and pray. 
Mir. Pray ye pardon me: 
Or if it pleaſe ye to conſider juſtly, | 
Scorn me, for I deſerve it: Scorn and ſhame me, 
Sweet Oriana. 
Lil. Let her alone, ſhe trembles 
Her Fits will grow more ſtrong, if ye provoke her. 
La Ca. Certain ſhe knows ye not, yet loves to fee ye: 
How ſhe ſmiles now ! (at me; 
Bel. Where are ye? Ob, why do you laugh? come laugh 


What a Devil? art thou ſad, and ſuch a Subject, 


Such a ridiculous Subject as I am 
Before thy Face? & | 
Mir. Prithee put off this Lightneſs, (much on't: 
This is no Time for Mirth, nor Place; I have us'd too 
I have undone my ſelf, and a ſweet Lady, 
BY being too indulgent to my Foolery, 
hich truly I repent; look here. 
Bel. What ails ſhe ? 
Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. 
Bel, Mad? 
Mir. Yes, too ſure for me too. (all fo, 


Bel. Doſt thou wonder at that? by this Light they are 


They are coz'ning mad, they are brawling mad, they are 
proud mad; 

They are all, all mad; I came from a World of mad Women. 

Mad as March-Hares; get em inChains, then deal with em. 

There's one that's mad; ſhe ſeems well, but n 
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Is ſhe dead do'ſt think? 

Mir. Dead! Hcav'n forbid. 
Bel. Heav'n further it; 
For till they be Key- cold dead, there's no truſting of em, 
W hate'er they ſeem, or howſoc'er they carry it, 
Till they be Chap-faln, and their Tongues at Peace, 
Nail d in their Coffins ſure, I'll ne'er believe em. 
Shall | talk with her ? 1 

Mir. No, dear Friend, be quiet, 
And be at Peace a while. 

Bel. I'Il walk aſide, | 
And come again anon : But take heed to her, 
Vou ſay the is a Woman? Mir. Yes. 

Bel. Take great heed : 
For if ſhe do not cozen thee, then hang me. 
| Let her be mad, or what ſhe will, ſhe'll cheat thee. [Ex. 
; Mir. Away, wild Fool: How vile this ſhews in him 
Now take my Faith, before ye all I ſpeak it, (now! 
And with it, my repentant Love. 

La Ca. This (cems well. 

Mir. Were but this Lady clear again, whoſe Sorrows 
My very Heart melts for, were ſhe but perfect, 
(For thus to marry her would be two Miſerics) 
Before the richeſt and the nobleſt Beauty, 
France, or the World could ſhew me, I would take her; 
As the now is, my Tears and Prayers ſhall wed her. 

De Ga. This makes ſome ſmall amends. 

R/. She beckons to ye, 
| To us too, to go off. 
4 Naut. Let's draw aſide all. | 
4  Cr:74. Oh mybelt Friend; I would fain. 

Mir. What? the ſpeaks well, 
And with another Voice. 

Oria. But I am fearful, 
And, Shame alittle ſtops my Tongue. 

Mir. Speak boldly. | 

Oria, Tell ye, Iam well, I am perſect well: Pray ye mock 
And that I did this to provoke your Nature, (not 3 
Out of my infinite and reſtleſs Love, 
To win your Pity ; pardon me. 
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Mir. Go forward : 


Who ſet ye on? | 
Oria. None, as I live, no Creature ; 


Not any knew, or ever dream'd what I meant: 


Will ye be mine? 

Mir. Tis true, I pity ye; | 
Bur when I marry ye, ye muſt be wiſer. 
Nothing bur Tricks? Devices? 

Oria. Will ye ſhame me? 

Mir. Ves marry will I: Come near, come near, a Mi- 

racle; | 
The Woman's well; ſhe was only mad for Marriage, 
Stark mad to be ſton'd to Death; give her good Counſel, 
Will this World never mend? are ye caught, Damſel? 
Euter Belleur, La Caſtre, Lugier, Nantolet, De Gard 
Roſalure, and Bianca. 
Bel. How goes it now? 
Mir. Thou art a kind of Prophet, 


The Woman's well again, and would have gull'd me; 


Well, excellent well; and not a Taint upon her. 
Bel. Did not I tell ye? Let 'em be what can be, 
Saints, Devils, any thing, they will abuſe us; 
Thou wert an Aſs to believe her fo long, a Coxcomb; 
Give em a Minute they'll abuſe whole Millions. 
Mir. And am not I a rare Phyſician, Gentlemen, 
That can cure deſperate mad Minds ? - 
De Ga. Be not inſolent. (thee, 
Mir. Well, go thy ways: From this Hour I diſclaim 
Unleſs thou haſt a Trick above this: ThenT Illovethee. 


Le owe me for your Cure; pray have a Care of her, 


For fear ſhe fall into Relapſe. Come Belleur, 

We'll ſer up Bills to cure diſcaſed Virgins, 
Bel. Shall we be merry ? | 
Mir. Yes. 

Bel. But I'll no more Projects: 

If we could make em mad, it were ſome Maſtery, ¶ Exe. 
Lil. 1 am glad ſhe is well again. 
Roſ. So am I, certain: 

Be not aſhamed, 


_ Oria. 
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Oria. I ſhall never ſee a Man more. - of 
De Ga. Come, ye are a Fool; had. ye but told me this 


He ſhould not have gloried thus. (Trick, 


Lug. He ſhall not long neither. 
La Ca. Be rul'd, and be at Peace: ye have my Conſent, 
And what Powerl can work with. | 
Nant. Come, leave bluſhing ; _ 
We are your Friends ; an honeſt way compeli'd ye; 
Heav'n will not ſee ſo true a Love unrecompenc'd; 
Come iti, and flight him too. ; 
Lig. The next ſhall hit him. [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE L 
Enter De Gard, and Lugier. 
De Ga. M Will be diſcover'd. 
Lug. That's the werſt can happen - 
If there be any way to reach, and work upon hit; 
Upon his Nature ſuddenly, and catch him: That he loves, 
Though he diſſemble it, and would ſhew contfary, 
And will at length relent, PII lay my Fortune, 
Nay, more, my Life. 
De Ga. ls ſhe won ? 
Lug. Yes, and ready, 
And my Deſignments fer. 
De Ga. They are now for Travel; TED 
All for that Game again; they have forgot wooing. 
Lug. Let em, we'll travel with em. 
De Ga. Where's his Father? | > 
Lug. Within; he knows my Mind too, and allows it, 
Pities your Siſter's Fortune moſt ſincerely; 
And has appointed, for our more Aſſiſtance, 
Some of his ſecret Friends. 
De Ga. Speed the Plough, 
Lug. Wellfaid; © 


And be you ſerious too. 


De Ga. 


* 
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De Ga. 1 ſhall be diligent. _ 


Or Nunneries, and thin Collations 


And if this fail, let Nature work. 
De Ga. Ye have arm'd me. 


SS OEN'E I. 


La Ca. Will ye be wilful then? 
Mir. Pray, Sir, your Pardon, 
For I muſt Travel; lye lazy here, 


Bound to a Wife? Chain'd to her Subtleties, 
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To cool their Bloods: Let's all about out 
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| Lug. Let's break the Ice for one, the reſt will drink too 
{Believe me, Sir) of the ſame Cup my young Gentle women 
Wait but who ſets the game a foot; tho? they ſeem ſtubs 
Reſervꝰd, and proud now, yet I know their Hearts, (born, 
Their Pulſes how they beat, and for what cauſe, Sir; 
And how they long to venture their Abilities 
In a true Quarrel: Husbands they muſt and will have, 


* 


Buſineſs," | 


[Exennt; 


Enter Mirabell, Nantolet and La Caſtre. 


Her Humours, and her Wills, which are meer Fetters 
To have her to Day pleas'd, to Morrow peeviſh, 

The third Day mad; the fourth rebellidus? 
You ſee, before they are marry'd, what Moriſcoes, 


What Maſques and Mummeries they put upon us, 


To be ty'd here, and ſuffer their Lavalto's? 


Nan. *Tis your own ſeeking. 

Mir. Yes, to get my Freedom; 

cre they as I could with em. 

La Ca. Fools, and Meacocks, - 


ome, change your Mind. 
will return again and wait upon em; 
Enter Pinac and Belleur. 


Fin. Are ye tcſoly'd? 
0L. IV, e 


So I eſcape the dangerous Bay of Matrimony. 


o endure what you think fit to put upon 'em; * 


Mir. Not before I have chang'd Air, Father. 
hen I know Women worthy of my Company, 


Till then, dear Sir, I'll amble all the World over, 
ind run all Hazards, Miſery, and Poverty, 


Air. 


To confeſs ye had a Mother; a Miſtreſs, Treaſon. 


Can ye lend me an. Armour of high Proof, to appear in, 
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Mir. Yes certain; I will out again. 
Pin. We are for ye, Sir; we are your ſervants once more; 
Once more we'll ſeek our fortune in ſtrange Countries; 
Ours is too ſcornful for us. 5 

Bel. Is there neer a Land 
That ye have read, or heard of, (for Icare not how far it be, 
Nor under what peſtiferous Star it lies) 

A happy Kingdom where there are no Women? 
Nor have been ever? Nor no mention 

Of any ſuch lewd things, with lewder Qualities? 
For thither. would I Travel; where 'tis Felony 


La. Ca. Arc you for Travel too? 

Bel. For any thing, - 
For living in the Moon, and ſtopping Hedges, 
E'er I ſtay here to be abus'd, and baffl'd 

Nan. Why did ye not break your minds to me; they ate 

my Daughters; N 

And ſure I think I ſhould have that command over em, 
To ſee em well beſtow'd: I know ye are Gentlemen, 
Men of fair Parts and States; I know your Parents; 
And had ye told me of your fair Aﬀections 
Make but one. Tryal more, and let me ſecond ye. | 

Bel. No I'll make Hob- Nails firſt, and mend oldKettles: 


And two or three Field-Pieces to defend me? 
The King's Guard are meer Pigmeys, 
Nan. They will not eat ye. | 
Bel. Yes, and you too, and twenty fatter Monſieurs, 
If their high ſtomachs hold: they came with Chopping- 
Knives, | 
To cut me into Rands, and Sirloins, and ſo powder me. 


Come, ſhall we go? By 


Nant. You cannot he ſo diſcourteous, 
It ye intend to go, as not to vilit em, 
And take your leaves. 

Mir. That we dare do, and civilly, 
And thank *em too. a 

Pin. Ves, Sir, we know that honeſty. 
Bel. T'll come i'th* Rear, forty foot off, I'll 2 
| I 


Bel. No, let's away, Boys, 
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With a good Gun in my Hand; I'll no more Amazons, 
I mean, no more of their frights; I'll make my three Legs 


Kiſs my Hand twice, and it I ſmell no danger, 
If the enterview be clear, may be I'll fpeak to her; 


Irn wear a privy Coat too, and behind me, 
ro make thoſe parts ſecure, a Bandog. 


La Ca. You are a merry Gentleman. 
Bel. A wary Gentleman; I do aſſure ye, 


| J have been warn'd, and muſt be arm's. 


La Ca. Well, Son, (to it; 


E Theſe are your haſty Thoughts, when I ſee you are bent 
Then I'll believe; and join with ye, fo we'll leave ye. 
There's a Trick will make ye ſtay. 


Nant. I hope ſo. _ [ Exeunt. 
Mir. We have won immortal Fame now, if we leave 'eni. 
Pin. You have, but we have loſt. 
Mir. Pinac, thou art coZen'd | | 
I know they love ye; and to gain ye handſomly, 
Not to be thought to yield, they would give millions 
Their Father's willingneſs, that muſt needs ſhew ye, 
Pin. If I thought ſo. 
Mir. Ye ſhall be hang'd, ye Recreant, 
Would ye turn Renegado now ? 
Out cf the Air and Tumult of their Villanies ; 
Though I were married to that Graſhopper, (me. 
And had her faſt by th' Legs, l ſhould think ſhe would cozen 
| Enter a young Factor. | 
Fac. Monſieur Mirabell, I take it? Wt 
Mir. V are i'th* right, Sir. | (Father's; 
Fac. I am come to ſeek ye, Sir; I have been at your 
And underſtanding you were here. 
Mir. Ye are welcome : 
May I crave your Name? 
Fac. Foſs, Sir, and your Servant; 
That you may know me better, I am Factor 
To your old Merchant, Leverdure. 
Mir. How do's he? * | 
Fac. Well, Sir, L hope, he is now at Orleance; 
About ſome buſineſs; : * 
E 2 Mi; 
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Mir. You are once more welcome; 

Your Maſter's a right honeſt Man, and one 
Jam much beholding to, and mutt very ſhortly 
Trouble his Love again. 

Fac. You may be bold, Sir. 

Air. Your Buſineſs if you pleaſe now? 
Fac. This it is, Sir. 

I know ye well remember in your Travel 

A Genoa Merchant. 

Mir. 1 remember many. 

Fac. But this Man, Sir, particularly; your own Benefit 
Muſt needs imprint him in ye: One Alberto, 
A Gentleman you ſav'd from being murther'd 
A little from Bollonia, 

* I was then my ſelf in 1raly, and ſupply'd ye, 
| Though haply, you have forgot me now. 
| Air. No, I remember ye, , 
| And that Alberto too; a noble Gentleman; 
| More to remember were to thank my ſelf, Sir. 
What of that Gentleman? 
Fac. He is dead. 
Mir. 1 am ſorry. 


| Fac. But on his Death Bed, leaving to his Siſter T 

| All that he had, be ſide ſome certain Jewels, 4 
Which with a Ceremony, he bequeath'd to you, 

| In grateful Memory; he commanded ftrictly | Fe 

| His Siſter, as ſhe lov'd him and his Peace, Fi 

= To ſee thoſe Jewels ſafe and true deliver d; At 

And with them, his laſt Love. She, as tender Ar 

To obferve his Will, not truſting Friend nor Servant 

i With ſuch a Weight, is come her ſelf to Paris, Ur 

And at my Maſter's Houſe. | | 

| Mir. You tell me a wonder. M: 

| Fac. I tell ye a truth, Sir: She is young, and handſome, | 

| And well attended; of much State, and Riches; In 

So loving, and obedient to her Brother, To 

That on my Conſcience, if he had given her alſo, Ut 

She would moſt willingly have made her tender. F 

Mir. May not I ſee 8 5 ©" 


Fac. She deſires it heartily. 
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Mir. And preſently ? 
Fac. She is now about ſome Buſineſs, 
Paſſing Accounts of ſome few Debts here owing, 
And buying Jewels of a Merchant. | | 
Mir. Is ſhe wealthy ? | 
Fac. I would ye had her, Sir, at all Adventure, 
Her Brother had a main State. Ty 
Mir. And fair too ? 
Fac. The Prime of all thoſe Parts of Italy, 
For Beauty, and for Courteſie. | 
Mir. 1 muſt needs fee her. 
Fac. 'Tis all her Buſineſs, Sir. Ye may now ſee her, 
But to Morrow will be fitter for your Viſitation, 
For the is not yet prepared. 
Mir, Only her Sight, Sir, 
And when you ſhall think fit for further Viſit. 
Fac, Sir, ye may ſee her, and 1I'j] wait your coming. 
Mir. And I'll be with ye inſtantly : I know the Houle, 
Mean time, my Love, and Thanks, Sir. 3 
Tac. Vour poor Servant. Exit. 
Pin. Thou haſt the ſtrangeſt Luck. What was that? 
Mir. An honeſt noble Merchant, twas my Chance 
To reſcue from ſome Rogues had almoſt ſlain him, 
And he in kindneſs to remember this. 
Bel. Now we ſhall have you, SF 
For all your Proteſtations, and your Forwardneſs, 
Find out ſtrange Fortunes in this Lady's Eyes, 
And new Enticements to put off your Journey; 
And who ſhall have Honour then? 
Mir. No, no, never fear it: 
| muſt needs ſce her to receive my Legacy. 
Bel. If it be ty'dup in her Smock, Heav'n help thee - 
me, * we ſee too? 
r. Yes, afore we go. 
| muſt be known my ſelf e'er I be able 
To make thee welcome: Wouldſt thou ſee more Women? 
[ thought you had been out of Love with all. 
Bel. I may be; 
find that with the leaſt Encouragement 
ui. et !] deſire to ſee mung all Countries 
3 1 
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Shall I beat a proper Man out of Heart 5 
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Are naturally poſſeſs'd with the ſame Spirits, 
For if they be, PII take a Monaſtery, 


And never Travcl, for I had rather be a Frier, 


And live mew'd up, thanbe a Fool, and flouted. ( Boys; 
Mir Well, well, I' meer ye anon, then tel] you more, 
Howe'er ſtand prepar'd, preſt for our journey; 
For certain, we ſhall go, I think, when I have ſeen her, 
And view'd her well. 

Pin. Go, go, and we'll wait for ye; 
Your Fortune directs ours. 

Bel. You ſhall find us i'th' Tavern, 
Lamenting in Sack and Sugar for our Loſſes; 
If ſhe be right Italian, and want Servants, 
You may preter the propereſt Man. 

Howl could worry a Woman now? 

Pin, Come, come, leave prating 


Ye may have enough to do, without this boaſting. 
[ Exennt, 


"i 


SC ENS. 


Enter Lugier, De Gard, Roſalure, and Lillia. 


Lug. This is the laſt Adventure. 
De Ga. And the happieſt, 
As we hope too. 


R-ſ. We ſhould be glad to end it. 

Lil. Who ſhall conduct us thither ? 

Lug. Your Man is ready, 
For I muſt not be ſeen; no, nor this Gentleman , 
That may beget ſuſpicion, all the reſt 
Are People of no Doubt; I would have ye, Ladies, 
Keep your old Liberties, and do as we inſtruct ye: 
Come, look not pale, you ſhall not loſe your Wiſhes, 
Nor beg 'em neither, but be your (elves, and happy - 

Ro. I tell ye true, I cannot hold off . 
Nor give no more hard Language. 


De Ga. You ſhall not need. 
Roſe. 1 love the Gentleman, and muſt now ſhow it; 


Lg. There's none adviſes ye. 
Fl. Faith I re pent me too. 
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Lug. Repent, and ſpoil all, 
Tell what you know, ye had beſt. 
Lil. I'll tell what I think; 
For if he ask me now, if I can love him, 
Il tell him yes, 1 can: The Man's a kind Man, 
And out of his true Honeſty affects me, 
Although he plaid the Fool, which I requited : 
Muſt I ftill hold him ar the Staves end? : 
Lug. You are two ſtrange Women. 
Roſ. We may be, if we fool ſtill. 
Lug. Dare ye believe me? 
Follow but this Advice I have ſet you in now, 
And if ye loſe: Would ye yield now fo baſely? 
Give up without your Honours ſaved? 
De Ga. Fie, Ladies. 
Preſerve your Freedom ſtill. 
Lil. Well, well, for this time. 
Lug. And carry that full State. 
Roſ. That's as the Wind ſtands; 
It it begin to chop about, and ſcant us, 
Hang me, but I know what I'll do; come direct us, 
| make no doubt, we ſhall do handfomely. | 
De Ga. Some part o'th* way we'll wait upon ye, Ladies; 
The reſt your Man ſupplies. 
Lug. Do well, I'll honour ye. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE lv. 
Enter Factor and Mirabell, Oriana, and two Mer- 


chants. | 
Fac. Look ye, Sir, there ſhe is, you ſee how buſie; 
Methinks you are infinitely bound to her, for her Journey. 
Air. How gloriouſly ſhe ſhews! She is a tall Woman. 
Fac. Of a fair Size, Sir. My Maſter not being at home, 
I have been ſo out of my Wits, to get her Company: 
I mean, Sir, of her own fair Sex, and Faſhion. 
Mir. Afar off, ſhe is moſt fair too. 
Fac. Near, moſt Excellent. | 
At length, I have entreated two fair Ladies, 


* And happily you know 'em, the young Daughters 


Of Monſieur Nantolet. f 28 
E 4 Mir 3 
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Mir. I know 'em well, Sir. 
What are thoſe? Jewels? 

Fac. All. 

Mir. They make a rich ſhew? 

Fac. There is a matter of ten thouſand Pounds too 
Was owing here: You ſee thoſe Merchants with her; 
'They have brought it in now. | 

Mir. How handſomly her Shape ſhews? 

Fac. Thoſeare ſtill near: Your Italians are moſt curious: 
Now ſhe looks this way. 

Mir. She has a goodly Preſence, 

How full of courteſie? Well, Sir T'll leave ye, 
And if I may be bold to bring a Friend or two; 
: Good noble Gentlemen. F 

6 Fac. No doubt, ye may, Sir. 

5 For you have moſt command. 


Mir. J have ſeen a wonder. [ Exit, f 
Oria. Is he gone? a 
Fac. Les. = | 


Oria. How ? 
Fac. Taken to the utmoſt, 

A wonder dwells about him. 
Oria. He did not gueſs at me? 
Fac. No, be ſecure; ye ſhew another Woman, 

He is gone to fetch his Friends, "8 

Oria. Where are the Gentlewomen ? 

Fac. Here, here, now they are come, 

Sit ſtill, and let them ſee ye. 

Enter Roſalure, Lillia, and Servant. [ 
Roſ. Pray ye, where's my Friend, Sir? (woman, 
Fac. She is within, Ladies, but here's another Gentle- F 

A ſtranger to this Town : So pleaſe you viſit her, 

*T will be well taken. | 
Lil. Where is ſhe? 

Fac. There, above, Ladies. 
Ser. *Bleſs me: What thing is this? Two Pinacles 

Upon her Pate! Is't not a glode to catch Wood-cocks ? 
Roſ. Peace, ye rude Knave. 4 4-5 
Ser. What a bouncing Bum ſhe has too ? 

© There's Sail enough for a Carrack. ''' ' * 
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Roſ. What is this Lady? 
For as I live, ſhe's a goodly Woman. 
Fac. Guels, guels. | 
Lil. J have not ſeen a nobler Preſence. (pence, 
Ser. 'Tisaluſty Wench : Now could I ſpend my Forty- 
With all my Heart, to have but one fling at her; 
To give her but a waſhing blow. 
Lil. Ye Raſcal. (long enough, 
Ser. Ay that's all a Man has, ſor's good Will: Twill be 
Before ye cry, Come Anthony and kiſs me. 
Lil. I'll have ye Whipt. 
Roſ. Has my p riend ſeen this Lady? 
Fac, Yes, — and is well known to her, 
Roſe. 1 much admire her Preſence. 
Lil. So dol too: 
For I proteſt, ſhe is the handſomeſt, 
The rareſt, and the neweſt to mine Eye 
That ever I ſaw yer. 
Roſ. J long to know her; 
My Friend ſhall do that kindneſs. 
Oria. So ſhe ſhall Ladies, 
Come, pray ye come u 
Roſ. 6 = E 
Lil. Hang me if I knew her: 
Were Ia Man my ſelf, I ſhould now love ye; 
Nay, I ſhould doar. 
Ro /. I dare not truſt mine Eyes; 
For as I live ye are the ſtrangeſt alter'd, 
l muſt come up to know the truth. 
der. So mult I, Lad 
For I am a kind of » too. 
Lil. Get ye gone, Sirrah; 
And what ye have ſeen, be ſecret in: You are : paid _ 
No more of your long Tongue. 
Fac. Will ye go in Ladies, 
And talk with her? Theſe Venturers will come ſtraight: 
Away with this Fellow. 


Lil. There, Sirrah, go diſport ye. (me. 
Ser, I would the trunk-hos' d Woman would 80 with 
Exit. 

SCENE 


ti 
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S OE NEV; 
Enter Mirabell, Pinac, and Belleur. 

Pin. Is ſhe ſo glorious handſome ? 

Mir. You would wonder 
Our Women look like Gipſies, like Gills to her 
Their Cloaths and Faſhions beggarly, and Bankrupt, 
Baſe, old, and ſcurvy. 

Hel. How looks her Face? 
Mir. Moſt heav'nly, 
And the becoming Motion of her Body 
So ſets her off. 
Bel. Why then we ſhall tay. 
f Mir. Pardon me, 
That's more than I know, if ſhe be that Woman, 
She appears to be. 

Bel. As tis impoſſible. 

Mir. 1 ſhall then tell ye more. 

Pin. Did ye ſpeak to her? 

Mir. No, no, I only ſaw her, ſhe was buſie; 
Now I go for that end; and mark her, Gentlemen, 

If ſhe appear not to ye one of the f weeteſt, 

The handſomeſt, the faireſt in Behaviour: 

We ſhall meet the two Wenches there too, they come to 
To wonder, as we do. (viſit hen 

Pin. Then we ſhall meet em. 

Bel. J had rather meet two Bears. 

Mir. There you may take your leaves, 1 that Bu- 
And as ye find their Humours. (nl, 
Pein. Is your Love there too? | 

Mir. No certain, ſhe has no great Heart to ſet out again 
This is the Houſe, I'Il uſher ye. 

Bel. I'll bleſs me, 

And take a good Heart if I can. | 
Air. Come, nobly. Exeunt. 


t, 
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S CEN E VI. 


Enter Factor, Roſalure, Lillia, and Oriana. 
Fac. They are come in; fit you two off as Stranger, 
There Lady: Where's the Boy? be ready, Sirrah, 
And clear your Pipes, the Muſick now, they enter. [ Muſick: 
Enter Mirabell, Pinac, and Belleur. 
Pin. What a State ſhe keeps! How far off they ſit from 
How rich ſhe is! I marry, this ſhews bravely. (her! 
Bel. She is a luſty Wench, and may allure a good Man, 
Pur if ſhe have a Tongue, I'll not give Two Pence for 
There fits my Fury, how I ſhake to ſee her! (her: 
Fac. Madam, this is the Gentleman. 
Mir, How ſweet ſhe kiſſes! 
She has a Spring dwells on her Lips, a Paradiſe; 
This is the Legacy. 


S O N G. 


From the honour'd dead ] bring 
Thus his Love and laſt Off ring. 
Take it nobly, tis your due, 
Hm a Friendſhip ever true. 
From a Faith, &c. | 


Ori. Moſt noble, Sir, 
This from my now dead Brother, as his Love, 
And grateful Memory of your great Benefit; 
From me my Thanks, my Wiſhes, and my Service, 
Till I am more acquainted I am ſilent, 
Only I dare fay this, you are truly Noble. 

Mir. What ſhould I think? 

Pin. Think ye have a handſome Fortune, 
Would I had ſuch another. 

Roſ. Ve are well met, Gentlemen, 
We hear ye are for Travel? 

Pin. Ve hear true, Lady, 


And come to take our Leaves. 


Til. We'll along with ye, 
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We ſec you are grown ſo witty by your Journey, 
We cannot chuGhur ſtep our Eo hi Lads l 
We mean to wait upon as far as Taly. 
Bel. Pl travel into Wales, amongſt the Mountains; 
I hope they cannot find me. 
Roſ. If you go further 
So good and tree Society we hold ye, 
We'll jog along too. | 
Pin. Are ye ſo valiant, Lady? 
Lil. And we'll be merry, Sir, and laugh. 
Pin. It may be | 
We'll go by Sea. 
Lil. Why 'tis the only Voyage; 
I love a Sea-voyage, ad a bluſtring Tempeſt ; 
"And let all ſplit. | 
Pin. This is a dainty Damſel : 
I think 'twill tame ye : Can ye ride Poſt? 
Lil. O excellently : I am never weary that way; 
A hundred mile a Day is nothing with me. 
Bel. T'll travel under Ground: Do you hear, ſweet 
I find it will be dangerous for a Woman. (Lady? 
Roſ. No danger, Sir, I warrant ; I love to be under, 
Bel. 1 ſee ſhe will abuſe me all the World over: 
Burt ſay we paſs through Germany, and drink hard? 
Roſ. We'll learn to drink and ſwagger too. 
Bel. She'll beat me. n 2h 
Lady, I'll live at Home. 
Roſ. And I'll live with thee; 
And we'll keep Houſe together. 
Bel. I'll keep Hounds firſt; 
And thoſe I hate right heartily. 
Pin. I go for Turky, 
And ſo it may be up into Perſia. 
Til. We cannot know too much, I'll Travel with ye, 
Pin. And you'll abuſe me? | 
Lil. Like enough. | 
Pin. Tis dainty: 
Bel. 1 will live in a Bawdy-houſe. 
Rof. 1 dare come to ye. | 


Bel. Say, I am diſpos'd to hang my ſelf? 


Ref, 
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Roſ. There I'll leave ye. 

Bel. IJ am glad I know how to avoid ye. 

Mir. May I ſpeak yet? 

Fac. She beckons to ye. 

Mir. Lady, I could wiſh, I knew to recompence, 

Even with the fervice of my Life, thoſe Pains, 
And thoſe high Favours you have thrown upon me 
Till 1 be more deſertful in your Eye, : f 
And till my Duty ſhall make known J honour ye, | 
Nobleſt of Women, do me but this Favour | 
To accept this back again, as a poor Teſtimony. 

Oria. | muſt have you too with 'em; elſe the Will, 
That ſays they muſt reſt with ye, is infring'd, Sir; 
Which pardon me, I dare not do. | 

Mir. Take me then; 

And take me with the trueſt love. 

Oria. Tis certain, | 
My Brother lov'd ye dearly, and I ought 
As dearly to preſerve that love. Bur, Sir, 

Though I were willing, theſe are but your Ceremonies. 

Mir. As J have Life, I ſpeak my Soul. 

Oria. I like ye. | 
But how you can like me, without I have Teſtimony, 
A ſtranger to ye. 

Mir. I'll Marry ye immediately, 

A fair State I dare promiſe ye. 

Bel. Yer ſhe'll cozen thee. | 

Oria. Would ſome fair Gentleman durſt promiſe for ye. 

Mir. By all that's good. 

Enter La Caſtre, Nantolet, Lugier, and de Gard. | 
All. And we'll make up the reſt, Lady. , 
Oria. Then Oriana takes ye; nay, ſhe has caught ye; 

If ye ſtart now let all the World cry ſhame on ye: 
I have out-travell'd ye. | 

Bel. Did not I ſay ſhe would cheat thee? 

Mir. I thank ye, I am pleas'd, ye have deceiy'd me; 
And willingly I ſwallow it, and joy in't; 

And yet perhaps I know ye: W hole Plot was this? 

Lug. He is not aſham'd that caſt it: He that executed, 
Followed your Father's Will. "> 
ir. 
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Mir. What a World's this, nothing but Craft and Co- 
Ori. Who begun, Sir? Woes $f (zenage? 

Mir. Well; I do take thee upon meer Compaſſion; 

And I do think, I ſhall lovethee. As a Teſtimony, 

I'll burn my Book, and turn a new Leaf over, 

But theſe fine Cloaths you ſhall wear ſtill. 9 
Ori. 1 obey you, Sir, in all. (Gentlemen? 
Nant. And how ! how, Daughters! what ſay youto theſe 

What fay ye, Gentlemen, to the Girls? 

Pin. By my troth——if ſhe can love me. 

Lil. How long ? 

Pin. Nay, if once ye love. 

Lil. Then take me, 

And take your Chance. 

Pin. Moſt willingly, ye are mine, Lady, 

And if I uſe ye not, that ye may love me. 

Lil. A Match i'faith. 

Pin. Why now ye travel with me. 

Raſ. How that thing ſtands! 

Bel. It will if ye urge it. 

Bleſs your five Wits. 

No Nay, prethee ſtay, I'll have thee. 

Bel. You muſt ask me Leave firſt. 

Roſ. Wilt thou uſe me kindly, 

And beat me but once a Week? 

Bel. If ye deſerve no more. 

- Rof. And wilt thou get me with Child? 

Bel. Doſt thou ask me ſeriouſly ? 

Roſe Yes indeed do I: | 
Bel. Yes, I will get thee with Child, come preſenitly; 
And'tbe but in Revenge, I'll do thee that Courteſie. 

Well, if thou wilt fear God; and me, have at thee. 

__ #oof. Till love ye, and I'll honour ye. 

Bel. 1 am pleas'd then. En 
Mir. This Wild-Gooſe Chaſe is done, we have won o'both 
Brother, your Love, and now to Church of all Hands; 
Ler's lole no time. 7 

Pin. Our travelling, lay by. 

Bel. No more for Itahy; fo the Low-Countries. : 

5 Exeunt —_ 


2 3330 — an 2 * — * — - — — owes ec =_ = | 
- 
. — * | 
| » 
— 
- ' 
o ; : 
_ - _— * - - & * E: | 
* 
d 7 , 
% 
% 
* 
* * 7 
b 
* * 
* 
; : — 
. 
* 
* 
=y : 
- : 
- 
| * 
. | 
N * 
| * 
- 
* 
* 
* 
x 
* 
- 
7 * 
\ 4 
*, \ 
* 
— 4 | 
- 
. 
>» 
= 
* 
% 
, . 


N "a> 


: RED 
; I ISIS SS | — FIN ˙ —ͤ— —— BY — = . 
[ 2 WG WS . 
We. III ö 
. n ö , 
Arn 1 
1 i * rr — — — — — ©, E 
% C 


— 


=zN mamma Ain 111 
S eee 
\ 1725 : | ih | i! WII "hl 00 Il 1 | 1 
= 2 il — — — 
9 =] 11 — — — = = 
£ 194 * 2 | M — — — 
84 bs T0 FT : 2 3 WS 7 
= [ = == 
REINER == |[/]]]|}= === === N 
EITTITt 1 =? | = _ 
CLITSS = | — 5 , " * * 
7257711 2255 SIT — * 2 — 
. ft 25 de = | = . A p 7 is u " 
iN 122 2 — — N 17 
21222 : — — = — ' 
$4447 1117 — — 1 n 
7221 22955 2 — f 5 Pls 
, = | 1 2 
722 4 | - — 1 | | 
þ# $3++ = — 1 * — 2 
75 1141 — = | = w _ 
it = 7 
22222 | — — 
— — N 
8 — | N 
4 : — 
= | 1 1 : 
1 . . | l | | il | 
||| FS == == += = 
. : | == = == = | 
V | - = —ñ = —= —3 — - — 
— — - wg - * IX —ͤ— = = | | - == ma 
F 2 — = — — — — — — — — 1 = 
— z — — = - 4 
: = | 1 ye : | * 
: | - 
22. 
- 
— 
F —_— Us - 
-; — 
— — _ 
- - 


— — — 
8 


—— — 
* 


DW — 


— 2 


— — 


kx 


. 
i 


—_ 


— 


_ " _— 
— 


„2 


DB 


— * 


| nl 


* 


422 


I > 


— — 4 
A. ma 4 
"I. —_ 


— 


8 
— 


* 


yo 
DA 


9 


Poe 4 
—_——— 
p_— 


S_ 


KT 7 7 
1 
27 


1 
E 


FOR A 


IT ragi- Comedy. 


1 8 


ONT H. 


* 
" 
4 
- 


= 


4 


* 
- 
* 
- 
r 
1 * — YT 
2 
. 
* . 
! 
* 
. 
S 
* 
5 - 
\ . 
3 | 5 l * 
2 f ar 4 44-4 
. 3 
. 
, 
; 
- 
8 
* 
\ 
= 
. 
= 


—— ae 
—— —— “» ˙Pẽ 
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OU are welcome, Gentlemen, and would 
. Hhaft % 
Here ſo well ſeaſon'd, to pleaſe every Gueſt ; 
Ingenuous Appetites, I hope we ſhall, | 
And their Examples may prevail in all. 
Our noble Friend, who writ this, bid me ſay, © 
He had rather dreſs, upon a Triumph Day, 
My Lord Mayor s Feaſt, and make him Sauces too, 
Sauce for each ſeveral Mouth, nay further go, 
He had rather build up thoſe invincible Pies 
And Caſtle Cuſtards that affright all Eyes, 
Nay eat em all and their Artillery, 
Than dreſs for ſuch a curious Company 


One ſingle Diſs; yet he has pleas d ye too, 7 F 
And you've confeſs d he knew well what to do; 


Be bungry as you were wont to be, and bring 
Sharp Stomachs to the Stories he ſhall fing, 
And he dare yet, he ſays, prepare a Table 


Shall make you ſay, well dreſt, and he well 
UE EE (hots 


© Dis 


Dramatis Perſons. © 


M E N. 


Ager King of Naples, elder Brother to Frederick 
Frederick. unnatural and libidinous Brother 0 Al. 
phonſo, and Uſurper of his Kingdoms. 
Sorano, 4 Lord, Brother to Evanthe, Frederick's wicked 
Inſtrument. 
Valerio, a noble young Lord, Servant to Evanthe. 
Camillo, 
Cleanthes, _ honeſt Curt Lords. 
Menallo, 5 
Ragio, an boneſt Lord, Friend to Alphonſo. 
Marco, 4 Friar, Alphonſo' s Friend. 
Podramo, @ neceſſary Creature to Sorano. . 
Tonic, King Frederick? Knaviſp Fool. | 
Caſtruccio, Captain of the Cittadel, an honeſt Man. 
Cupid, Graces, with other Maſquere. 5 
Citizens, Lawyer, Phyſician, Captain, Cut-purſe,. Fool, 
and Attendants. 


WOMEN. 


| - DOween, Wife to Frederick, 4 Virtuous Lady. 
Evanthe, Siſter zo Sorano, 7 the chaſte Wife of Valerio, # | 


a Wife for à Month. | 
Caſſandra, an old Bawd, Waiting-woman to Evanthe. N. 
Ladies. ü Th 
City Wiver. | 4 


SCENE NAPLES. N,« 
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ACT L, SCENE I. : 


Enter Kin Frederick Sorano, Valeo, Ca- 
millo, Cleanthes, Menallo, and Attendants... | 


4 = 


SORANO. 1 
III. your Grace ſpeak? 
490 Fred. Let me alone, SHrano, 
Although my Thoughts ſeem ſad, they 
are welcome to me. 
Sor. Youknow I am private as your) @ 
cret Wiſhes, | 
Ready to fling my Soul upon your Service, | 
Fer your Command be on't. | 
Fred. Bid thoſe depart. 
Sor. You mult retire, my Lords. 
Cam, What newdefignis hammering in his Head now? 
Cle. Let's pray heartily 
None of our Heads meet with it; my Wile s old, 
That's all my comfort. 
Men. Mine's ugly, that I am ſure on, <> 
And I think honeſt too, twould make me ſtart elſe. 
Cam. Mine's troubled in the Country with a Feaver, 
And ſome few Infirmities elle; he looks again, 
ome let's retire, certain 'tis ſome ſhe buſineſs, 


This new Lord 1 15 imployed. 
19 | = val. 
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Val. I'll not be far off, becauſe J doubt the Cauſe. 


. RS [Exit 
Fred. Are they all gone? a” = + 
Sor. All but your faithful Servant. 
Fred. I would tell thee, 1 ö 
But tis a thing thou canſt not like. Je, Sir: WM + 
Sor. Pray ye ſpeak it, is it my Head? I have it ready for 
Ist any Action in my Power? My Wit? 
I care not of what Nature, nor what follows. ; 
Fred. I am in Love. 
Sor, That's the leaſt thing of a thouſand, 
The eaſieſt to atchieve. 2 N | 
Fred. But with whom, Sorano? | -- (or, 
Sor. With whom you pleaſe, you muſt not be deny'd, 
Fred. Say it be with one of thy Kinſwomen. 1 
Sor. Say with all,  _—- | bY ( 
I ſhall more love your Grace, I ſhall more honour ye, 
And would I had enough to ſerve your- Pleaſure. 
Fred. Why®tis thy Siſter then, the fair Evanthe, 1 
I'll be plain with thee. | | y 
Sor. PII be as plain with you, Sir, 
She brought not her Perfections to the World, 
To lock them in a Caſe, or hang em by her, N 
The uſe is all ſhe breeds em for; ſhe is yours, Sir. 

Fred Doſt thou mean ſeriouſly? 

Sgr. I mean my Siffer ; | N 
And if I had a Dozen more, they were all yours: T 
Some Aunts I have, they have been handſome Women, 0 
My Mother's dead indeed, and ſome few Couſins T 

That are now ſhooting up, we ſhall ſee ſhortly. | T 
Hiaed. No, tis Evanthe. A 
© Sor. I have ſent my Man unto her, 
Upon ſome Buſineſs to come preſently __ W 
Hither, ſhe ſhall come; your Grace dare ſpeak unto her? I N 
Large golden Promiſes, and ſweet Language, Sir, 
You know what they work; ſhe is a compleat Courtier: | 
Beſides I'll fer in. 5 | 
Fred. She waits upon my Queen. N. 
What ſealouſie and Anger may ariſe, 1 
Incenſing her? | | 
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le. Sor. You have a good ſweet Lady, 8 
ne A Woman of ſo even and ſtill a Temper, 75 
sze knows not Anger; ſay ſhe were a Fury, 
] had thoughr you had been abſolute, the great King, 
The Fountain of all Honours, Plays and Pleaſures, 
Your Will and your Commands unbounded alfo 
Go get a Pair of Beads and learn to pray, S.r. 
Euter Servant, 
Ser. My Lord, your Servant ſtays. 
dar. Bid him come hither, and bong the Lady with him. 
Fred. I will woe her. 

And either lofe my ſel or win her Favour. 
4 Hr. She is _ in. 
JO Fred, Thy Eyes thoot through the Door, 

They are ſo piercing, that the Beams they dart 

Give new Light to the Room. 
Jes Enter Podramo and Evanthe. 

Evan. Whither doſt thou go? 

This is the King's fide, and his private Lodgings, 

What Buſineſs have 1 here? 

Pod. My Lord ſent for ye. 

Evan. His Lodgings are Rabe, you are mM 
We left them at the ſtair Foot. | 

Pod. Good ſweet Madam. 

Evan. I am no Counſellor, nor Ape e 8087 
Nor have no private Buſineſs through theſe Chambers, 
To ſeek him this way; o'my Life thou art drunk, | 
Or worſe than drunk, hir*d'to convey me hither 
To ſome baſe end; now I look on thee better, 

Thou haſt a bawdy Face, and I abhor thee, 
A beaſtly bawdy Face, [11 go no further. | 

Hr. Nay ſhrink not back, indeed you ſhall, good Siſter, 
Why do you bluſh? the good King will not hurt ye, 
He honours ye, and loves ye. , | 

Evan. ls this the Buſineſs? (wiſe. 

Her. Ves, and the beſt you ever will arrive at, if you be 

Evan. My Father was no Bawd, Sir, 

Nor of that worſhipful Stock, as I remember, , 

For, You are a Fool. Be 
97 Evan. You are that I ſhame to tell ye. 

29 Fred, Gentle Evanthe. 


Men, 


F 3 Expan. 
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Evan. The gracious Queen, Sir, 

Ts well and merry, Heav'n be thanked for it, 
And as I think ſhe waits you in the Garden. 

Fred Let her wait there, I talk not of her Garden, 
J talk of thee, ſweet Flower. | 

Evan. Your Grace is pleaſant,  - 

To miſtake a Nettle for a Roſe. 

Fred. No Role, nor Lilly, nor no glorious Hyacinth | 
Are of that ſweetneſs, whiteneſs, tenderneſs, 
Softnels, and ſatisfying Bleſſedneſs, 

As my Evantbe. 

Evan. Lour Grace ſpeaks. v feclingly ; | 
I would not be a handſome Wench in your way, Sir, 
For a new Go -n. | 

Fred. Thou art all Handſomneſs; 

Nature will be aſham'd to frame another - 
Now thou art made, thou haſtrob'd her of her cunning: 
Each ſeveral part about thee is a Beauty. 

Sor. Do you hear this, Siſter? | 

Evan. Yes, unworthy Brother, but all 05 will not do, 

Fred. Pur love Evanthe. _ (and Honours, 
Thou ſhalt have more than Words, . Eaſe, and 
My tender Wench. 

Evan. Be tender of my Credit, 
And I ſhall love you, Sir, and 1 ſhall E ye. 

Fred. ] love thee to enjoy thee, my Evantbe, 

To give thee the content of Love. | 
Evan. Hold, hold, Sir, ye are too fleet; (tent. 
I have ſome Buſineſs this way, your Grace can ne'er con- 
Sor. Vou ſtubborn Toy. 
Evan. Good my Lord Bawd I thank ye. 
Fred. Thou ſhalt not go, believe me, ſweet Evanthe, 
So high I will advance thee, for this Favour, 
So rich and potent I will raiſe thy e 
And thy Friends mighty. 
Evan. Good your Grace be patient, 
I ſhall make the worſt honourable Wench that ever r was 
Sbame your Diſcretion, and your Choice. | 
Fred. Thou ſhalt not. 


/ 


Fuan. 
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Evan. Shall I be rich do you ſay, and glorious, 
And ſhine above the reſt, and ſcorn all Beauties, 
And mighty in Command? + ** | 


Fred. Thou ſhalt be any thing. N l 
Evan. Let me be honeſt too, and then I'll thank ye. 
Have you not ſuch a Title to beſtow too 
lf I prove otherwiſe, I would know but this, Sir; 
h Can all the Power you have, or all the Riches, 


But tye Mens Tongues up from diſcourſing of me, 
Their Eyes from gazing at my glorious Folly, 
Time that ſhall come, from wondering at my Impudence, 
And they that read my wanton Life, from Curſes? 
r, Can you do this? Have ye this Magick in ye? 
This is not in your Power, though you be a Prince, Sir, 
No more than Evil is in holy Angels, | 
Nor I, I hope. Get Wantonneſs confirm'd 
ing: By Act of Parliament an Honeſty, 
And fo receiv'd by all, I'll hearken to ye. 
Heav'n guide your Grace. 


do, WF Fed. Foantbe, ſtay a little, 


urs, ll no more Wantonneſs, I'll marry thce. 
and Evan. What ſhall the Queen do? | | 
Fred, I'll be divorced: from her. (ye? 


Evan. Can you tell why? What has ſhe done againſt 
Has ſhe contriv'd a Treaſon 'gainſt your Perſon? | —— 
Abus'd your Bed? does Diſobedience urge ye ? | ö 
Fred. That's all one, 'tis my Will. 4 
ent. Evan. Tis a moſt wicked one, 3 
on · A moſt abſurd one, and will ſhow a Monſter. 1 2 | 
I had rather be a Whore, and with Jeſs Sin, (1:6; 
To your preſent Juſt, than Queen to your Injuſtice. | 
tbe, Yours is no Love, Faith and Religion fly it, = 
Nor has no Taſte of fair Affection in it. 
Some Helliſh Flame abuſes your fair Body, 
And Hellith Furies blow it; look behind ye, 
Divorce you from a Woman of her Beauty 
as, Of her Integrity, her Piety ? 
Her love to you, to all that honours ye; ' 
Her chaſte and virtuous Love, are theſe fit Cau'es? 
an. What will you do to me, when I haye cloy'd ye? 
F 4 You 


— 
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You may find time out in Eternity, , 
Deceit and Violence in heav'nly Juſtice; 

Life in the Grave, and Death —— the Bleſſed, - 
E'er Stain or Brack in her ſweet Reputation. 

Sr. You have fool'd enough, be wiſe now, and a 
You have a ſhew'd a Modeſty ſuffcient, (Woman; 
If not too much, for Court. 1 

Evan. You have ſhewd an n 
A more cxperienc'd Bawd would bluſhand ſhake at; 
You will make my Kindred mighty. 

Fred. Prithee hear me, 

Evan. I do Sir, and I count it a great Offer. 

Fred. Any of thire. 

Evan. Tis like enough you may clap Honour on them, 
But how 'twill fir, and how Men will adore it, 

Is ſtill the Queſtion. I'll tell you what they'll ſay, dir, 
What the Report will be, and 'twill be true too, 

And it muſt needs be C omfort to your Maſter, 

Theſe are the Iſſues of her Impudence. 

Pl! tell your Grace, ſo dear I hold the Queen, 

So dear that Honour that ſhe nurs'd me up in, 

J would firſt take to me, for my Luſt, a Moor, 

One of your Gallysſlaves, that Cold and Hunger, 

Decrepit Miſery, had made a mock-Man, 

Than be your Queen. 

Fred. You are bravely reſolute: 
Evan. I had rather be a Leper, and be ſhun'd, 
And dye by Pieces, rot into my Grave, 
Leaving no * behind to know me, 
Than be a high Whore to Eternity. 
| Fred. You have another Gameſter I perceive by y Ye, 

Yov durſt not flight me elſe. 

Sor. I'll find him out, 

Though he lye next thy Heart hid, Tl! diſcover him, 
And ye pound peat, I'll make you curſe your Inſolence. 
Yal. Tongue of an Aro and the truth of Heav' 91 
How am Ibleſt! [Exir v 
Sor, Podramo go in haſte tes 
To my Siſter's Gentlewoman, you know her well, 
And bid her ſend her Miſtreſs IE / © 


The 
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The leſſer Cabinet ſhe keeps her Letters in, 
And ſuch like Toys, and bring it to me inſtantly. Away. 
Pod. I am gone. Exit. 
Enter the Queen with two Ladies, 
Sr. The Queen. 1 EN © 
Fred. Let's quit the Place, ſhe may grow jealous. 
— *.,.,. [Ext Fred. Sorano,, 
Queen. So ſuddenly departed! what's the Reaſon? = 
Does my Approach diſpleaſe his Grace? are my Eyes 
So hateful to him? or my Converſation 2 
Infected, that he flies me? Fair Evantbe, 
Are you there? then I ſee his Shame. 
Evan. Tis true, Madam, | 
Thas pleas'd his Goodneſs to be pleaſant with me. 
| Queen. Tis ſtrange to find thy Modeſty in this Place, 
Sir, Does the King offer fair? Does thy Face take him? 
Ne'er bluſh Evanthe, tis a very ſweet one. 
Does he rain Gold, and precious Promiſes 
Into thy Lap? Will he advance thy Fortunes? 
Shalt thou be mighty, Wench? * | 
Evan. Never mock, Madam; 
'Tis rather on your part to be lamented, 
At leaſt reveng'd; I can be mighty, Lady, 
And glorious too, glorious and great, as you are. 
Queen. He will marry thee ? 8 
Evan. Who would not be a Queen, Madam? 
Queen. Tis true Evanthe, tis a brave Ambition, 
A golden Dream, that may delude a good Mind; 
What ſhall become of me | 
Evan. You mult learn to Prad, 


1 


, Your Age and Honour will become a Nunnery. 
2. Wilt thou remember me? | Weeps. 
Evan. She weeps. Sweet Lady | 

m, Upon my Knees I ask your ſacred Pardon, | 

ice, For my rude Boldneſs; and know, my ſweet Miſtreſs, 

n, If e' er there were Ambition in Evantbe, ©! 


It was and is to do you faithful Duries : 8 
'Tis true I have been tempted by the King, 
And with no few and potent-Charms, to wrong ye, 

To yiolate the chaſt Joys of your Bed; "a 
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And thoſe not taking hold, to uſurp your State; 
But ſhe that has been bred up under ye, 
And daily fed upon your virtuous Precepts, 
Still growing ſtrong by Example of your Goodneſs, 
Having no errant Motion from Obedience. 
Flyes from theſe Vanities, as meer Illuſions; Rs 
And arm'd with Honeſty, defies all Protniſes. 
In token of this Truth, I lay my Life down | 
Under your ſacred Foot, to do you Service. (Beauty, 
Queen. Riſe my true Friend, thou virtuous Bud of 
Thou Virgin's Honour, ſweetly blow and flouriſh, 
And that rude nipping Wind, that ſeeks to blaſt thee, 
Or taint thy Root, be curſt to all Poſterity 
To my Protection from this Hour I take ye, 
Yes, and the King ſhall know——— _ 
Evan, Give his Heat way, Madam, | 
And *twill go out again, he may forget all. [ Excum. 
Enter Camillo, Cleanthes, aud Menallo. | 
Cam. What have we todo with the Times? we cannot 
cure 'em. | 
Let 'em go on, when they are ſwoln with Surfeits 
They'llburſtand ſtink, then all the World ſhall ſmell em. 
Cle. A Man may live a Bawd, and be an honeſt Man. 
Men. Yes, and a wiſe Man too, 'tis a virtuous Calling, 
Cam. To his own Wife eſpecially, or to his Siſter, 
The nearer to his own, Blood, ſtill the honeſter: 
There want ſuch honeſt Men, would we had more of' em. 
en. To be a Villain is no ſuch rude Matter. 
Cam, No, if he be a neat one, and a perfect, 
Art makes all excellent: What is it, Gentlemen, 
In a good Cauſe to kill a Dozen Coxcombs, 
Thar blunt rude Fellows call good Patriors ? 
Nothing, nor ne'er look'd after. - _ » (clear, 
Men. *Tis een as much, as eaſie too, as honeſt, and as 
To raviſh Matrons, and deflower coy Wenches; 
Bur here they are ſo willing, tis a Complement. 
Cle. To pull down Churches with p retenſion 
To build 'em fairer, may be done with Honour, 
And all this time believe no Gods. (their Angers. 
Cam. I think ſo, tis faith enough if they name em in 
Or on their rotten Tombs ingrave an Angel; Weh, 
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Well, brave, Alphonſe, how appy bac We been, 15 
If thou had'it rei 
Men. Would P20 his Diſcaſe, Wee aw 
Ty'd like a Leproſie to my Polterity, - BER: 
So he were right gun | 
Cle. What is his Malady? | 
Cam. Nothing but fad and filent Melancholy; N 
Laden with Grieſs and Thoughts, no Man knows why 
The good Brandino Father to the Princeſs (neither ; 
Uſed all the Art and Induſtry that might be, 
Te free Alphonſo from this dull Calamury, 
And ſcat him in his rule, he was his eldeſt | 
And nobleſt too, had not fair Nature ſtopt in him, 

For which Cauſe this was choſen to inherit, 1 
Frederick the younger. 5 * | 
Cle. Does he uſe his Brother N 

With that Reſpect and Honour that befirs him? | 
Cam. He is kept privately, as they pretend. 

To give more caſe and comfort to his Sickneſs; 

But he has honeſt Servants, the grave Rugio, 

And Fryar Marco, that wait upon 1 his Perſon. 

And in a Monaſtery he lives. „0 od hentt 
Men. *Tis full of Sadneſs, | 

To ſee him when he comes to his Father 8 Tomb, | _ 

As once a Day that is his Pilgrimage, AY 

Whilſt in Devotion, the Quire ſings an Anthem; = 

How piouſly he kneels, and like a Virgin | 

That ſome croſs Fate had cozen'd of her Love, 

Weeps'till the ſtubborn Marble ſweats with Pity, 

And to his Groans the whole Quire bears a Chorus. 
Enter Frederick, Sorano with the Cabinet, and Podramo. 
Cam. So do I too. The King with his Contrivers, 
This no Place for us. | ¶Exeunt Lords. 

Fred, This is a Jewel, 
N it aſide; what Paper's that? / 
od. A Letter, ; 
But 'tis a Woman's, Sir, I know by the Hand, 
And the falſe Orthography, they write old Saxon. | 
Fred. May be her ghoſtly Mother's that inſtructs her. 


Hr. No, tis a Coun s, and came up with a great Cake. 
3 | Fred. 
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Fred. What's that? 

Sor. A pair of Gloves the Dutcheſs gave her, 
For ſo the outſide ſays. | 


Fred. That other Paper? | (Saints and Croſſes, 
Sor. A Charm for the Tooth- ach, here's nothing but 


Fred. Look in that Box,methinks that ſhould hold ſecrets, 
Pod. *Fis Paint, and curls of Hair, ſhe begins to exerciſe, 


A Glaſs of Water too, I would fain taſte it, 
But I am wickedly afraid *twill filence me, 
Never a Conduit-Pipe to convey this Water. | mento's 
Sor. Theſe are all Rings, Deaths heads, and ſuch Me- 
Her Grandmother, and Worm- eaten Aunts left to her, 
To tell her what her Beauty muſt arrive at. 
Fred. That, that. (Ladies; 
Pod. They are written Songs, Sir, to provoke young 
Lord, here's a Prayer-book, how theſe agree! 2 
Here's a ſtrange Union. (Patient. 
Sor, Ever by a ſurfeit you have a julep ſet to cool the 
Fred. Thoſe, thoſe. | 
Sor. They are Verſes to the bleſt Evanthe, 
Fred. Thoſe may diſcover, 
Read them out, Sorano. 


Tv the die Evanthe, 


Let thoſe complain that feel Loves cruelty, — 
Aud in ſad Legends write their Woes, 
With Roſes gently bas corrected me, 
My War is without rage or blows : 


My Miftreſs Eyes ſhine fair on my deſires, 


And hope ſprings up enflam'd with ber new fires. 


No more an Exile will I dwell, 
With folded Arms, and Sighs all day, 
Reckoning the Torments of my Hell, 
| Aud flinging my ſweet joys away : 
| Jam call'd home again ro quiet peace, 
My Miſtreſe ſmiles, and all my ſorrows ceaſe. 
9 is 3 lg Eye? * 5 
ein with her ſweet 
F theſe 8 2 Joys im 57 "Rog 
A Golden give, a pleaſing wrong: 
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At the firſt word commit your Perſon to him, 
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To be your own but one poor Month, 74 gu. 
. My Tourb, my Fortune, and then leave to live. 


Fred. This is my Rival, that I knew the Hand now. 

Sor. I know it, I have ſeen ir, 'tis Valerio's, - 

That hopeful Gentleman's, that was brought up with ye, 

And by your charge, nouriſh'd and fed 3 

At the ſame Table, with the ſame allowance. 
Fred. And all this courteſie to ruin me? 

Croſs my deſires? tad better have fed humblier, 

And ſtood at greater diſtance from my fury : 

Go for him quickly, find him inſtantly, 

Whilſt my impatient Heart ſwells high with choler; 

Better have lov'd deſpair, and ſafer kils'd her. [ Ex. Lords. 

Enter Evanthe, and Caſſandra. - 7 

Evan. Thou old weak fool, doſt thou know to what end, 

To what betraying end he got this Casket? 

Durſt thou deliver him without my Ring, 8 

Or a Command from mine own Mouth, that Cabinet 

That holds my Heart? you unconfiderate Aſs, 

You brainleſs Ideot. 

caſ. 1 ſaw you go with him, 


* 


And make no ſcruple, he is your Brother's Gentleman, 

And for any thing I know, an honeſt Man; 

And might notT upon the ſame ſecurity deliver him a Box? 
Evan. A Bottle-head. 8 ; 
Fred. You ſhall have cauſe to chafe, as Iwill handle it. 
Evan. I had rather thou hadſt delivered me to Pirats, 

Betray'd me to uncurable Diſcaſes, 3 

Hung up my Picture in a Market- place, 

And fold me to wild Bawds. | 
Caſ. As I take it, Madam, 1 

Your Maiden- head lies not in that Cabinet, 

You have a cloſer, and you keep the Key too, 

Why are you vex'd thus? : | 
Evan. I could curſe thee wickedly, | 

And wiſh thee more deformed than Age can make thee, 

Perpetual Hunger, and no Teeth to {atisfie it, 

Wait on thee ſtill, nor ſleep be found to caſe it; | 

| _— 
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Thoſe Hands that gave the Casket, may the Palſic 
_ . For ever make unuictul, even to feed thee. F 
Long Winters, that thy Bones may turn to Iſicles, 
No Hell can thaw again, inhabit by thee. 

Is thy Care like thy Body, all one crookedneſs? 
How -ſcurvily thou cryeſt now? like a Drunkard, 
III have as pure Tears from a dirty Spout ; 
Do, {wear thou didit this ignorantly, ſwear it, 
Syear and be damn'd, thou half Witch. 

Caſ. Theſe are fine words, well Madam, Madam. 
Evan. Tis not well, thou Mummy, 
'Tis impudently, baſely done, thou durty 

Fred. Has your young Sanctity done railing, Madam, 
Againſt your innocent Squire? Do you ſee this Sonnet, 
This loving Script? Do you know from whence it came 
too? | 

Evan, I do, and dare avouch it pure, and honeſt. 

Fred. You have private Viſitants, my noble Lady, 
That in ſweet numbers court your goodly Virtues, 

And to the height of Adoration. 
Ean. Well, Sir, | | 
There's neither Hereſie nor Treaſon in it. (with ye; 

Fred. APrince may beg at the Door, whilft theſe Feaſt 
A Favour or a Grace, from ſuch as I am, | 

Enter Valerio, and Podramo. 

Courſe common things. You are welcome; Pray come 
Do you know this Paper? | (near, Sir, 
Ful. I am betray'd; I do Sir, 

*Tis mine, my Hand and Heart, if I dye for her, 

I am thy Martyr, Love, and Time ſhall honour me. 

Caf. You ſawcy Sir, that came in my Lady's Name 
For her gilt Cabiner, you cheating Sir too, 

You ſcurvy Uther, with as ſcurvy Legs, 2 
And a worſe Face, thou poor baſe hanging-holder, 
How durſt thou come to me with a lye in thy Mouth? 
An impudent lye? 5 

Fod. Hollow, good Gill, you hobble. 

Caſ. A ſtinking lye, more ſtinking than the Teller, 
To play the pilfering Knave? there have been Raſcals * 
Brought up to fetch and carry, like your weng 

| | al 
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And if the Law will do me right 
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That have been bang'd for leſs, whipt they are daily, 


Pod. What then, old Maggot? (Hide, 
Caf. Thy Mother was carted younger; I'll have thy 
Thy mangy Hide, embroider'd with a Dog-whip, 
As it is now with potent Pox, and thicker, l 
Fred. Peace good Antiquity, I'll have your Bones elſe 
Ground into Gunpowder to ſhoot at Cats wit; 
One word more, and Þ ll blanch thee like an Almond, 
There's no ſuch cure for the ſhe-falling fickneſs 
As the Powder of a dryed Bawd's Skin ; be filent. 
You are very prodigal of your Service here, Sir, 
Of your Life more it ſeems. 5 
Val. 1 repent neither, 
Becauſe your Grace ſhall underſtand it comes 
From the beſt part of Love, my pure Affection, 
And kindled with chaſte flame, I will not fly from it; 
If it be error to deſire to marry, . 
And marry her that Sanctity would dote on, Bo 
I have done amiſs; if it be a Treaſon. > , 
To graft my Soul to Virtue, and to grow there, 
To love the Tree that bears ſuch happineſs; 
Conceive me, Sir, this Fruit was ne' er forbidden; 
Nay, to deſire to taſte too, I am Trayto r; 
Had you but Plants enough of this bleſt Tree, Sir, 
Set round about your Court, to beautifie it, 
Deaths twice ſo many, to diſmay the approachers, 
The Ground would ſcarce yield Graves to noble Lovers. 
Fred. Tis well maintain'd,you wiſh and pray to Fortune, 
Here in your Sonnet, and ſhe has heard your Prayers, 
So much you dote upon your own fag” 7-o | 
But one Month to enjoy her as your Wife, 
Though at the expiring of that time you dye fort. 
Val. I could wiſh many, many Ages, Sir, | 
To grow as old as Time in her Embraces, 
If Heav'n would grant it, and you ſmile upon it; 
But if my choice were two hours, and then periſh, 
I would not pull my Heart back. 
Fred, You have your wiſh, 
To Morrow I will ſee you nobly married, 


' 


. Your 
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Your Month take out in all Content and Pleaſure ; 
The firſt Day of the following Month you dye for't; 

Kneel not, not all your Prayers can divert me; 
Now mark your Sentence, mark it, ſcornful Lady, 

If when Valwio's dead, within twelve hours, 

For that's your lateſt time, you find not out 05 
Another Husband on the ſame condition | | l 
To marry vou again, you dye your ſelf too. 


Evan. Now you are merciful, I thank your Grace. Ti 
Fred. If when you are married, you but ſeek to ſcape ( 
Out of the Kingdom, you, or ſhe, or both, [ 


Or to infe&t Mens Minds with hot Commotions, 
Vou dye both inftantly; Will you love me now, Lady? 
My Tale will now be heard, but now I ſcorn ye. [ Exit. 
[ Manent Valerio, and Evanthe. W 


Evan. Is our fair Love, our honeſt, our entire, 4 
Come to this hazard? (malice for it, Is 
Tal. *Tis a noble one, and I am much in love with He 
Envy could not have ſtudied me a way, - 


Nor Fortune pointed out a path to Honour, 
-  Straighter and nobler, if the had her Eyes, : 
When I have once enjoy'd my ſweet Evanthe, 
And bleſt my Youth with her moſt dear Embraces, 
. I have done my Journey here, my day is out, 
All that the World has elſe is foolery, 
Labour, and loſs of time; what ſhould I live for? 
Think but Man's life a Month, and we are happy. 2d 


I would not have my joys grow old for any thing; 


A Paradiſe, as thou art, my Evanthe, | 1 
Is only made to wonder at a little, 
Enough for human Eyes, and then to wander from. 15 
WE: Come, do not weep, Sweet, you diſhonour me, 8 

Your Tears and Griefs but queſtion my ability, W. 
Whether I dare dye; Do you love intirely ? Th 
Evan. You know I do. Th 
1 Val. Then grudge not my felicity. 
3 Evan I'll to the Queen. h 
[ Val. Do any thing that's honeſt, _ 7 


But if you ſue to him, in Death TI hate you; [Exennt. , Bel 
2 | „ ger end 
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Euter Camillo, Cleanthes, and Menallo. ü 
Cam. WV there ever heard of ſuch a Marriage? 
Men, Marriage and Hanging go by deſtiny, 
Tis the old Proverb, now they come together. 
Cle. Put a Month married, then to loſe his life for't? 


I would have a long Month ſure, that pays the Soldiers. 
Enter Tony with an Urinal. 


) Cam, Or get all the Almanacks burnt, that were a rare 
4 And have no Month remembred. How now, Tony? (trick, 
: Whoſe Water are you caſting? 


Tony. A ſick Gentleman's, © 

Is very ſick, much troubled with the Stone, 

He ſhould not live above a Month, by his Urine, 

Abour Sr. David's Day it will go hard with him, 

He will then be troubled with a pain in his Neck too. 
Men. A peſtilent Fool; when wilt thou marry, Tony ? 
Tony. When I mean to be hang'd, and tis the ſurer 

Contract. 5 | 
Cle. What think you of this Marriage of Valerio's? 
Tony. They have given him 2 hot Cuſtard, and mean to 
burn his Mouth with it; had l known he had been given 
to dye honourably, I would have help'd him to a Wench, 

a rare one, ſhould have kill'd him in three Weeks, and - 

ſay'd the Sentence. | (too. 
Cam. There be them would have ſpared ten days of that 
Tony. It may be ſo, you have Women of all Virtues: 

There be ſome Guns that I could bring him to, 

Some Mortar- pieces that are plac'd i th* Suburbs, 

Would tear him into Quarters in two hours, 

There be alſo of the Race of the old Cockatrices, 

That would diſpatch him with once looking on him. 
Men. W hat Month wouldit thou chuſe, Tony, if thou 

hadſt the like Fortune? | 1 
Tony. 1 would chuſe a mull'd Sack Month, to comfort my 

Belly, for ſure my Back would ake for't, and at the Months 


end | would be moſt diſmally drunk, and ſcorn the Gallows- 
Vol. IV. G Men, 


me ww 
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Men. I would chuſe March, for I would come in like 
a Lion. (hanging, 
Tony. But you'd go out like a Lamb when you went io 
Cam. I would take April, take the ſweet o'th' Yea, 
And kiſs my Wench upon the tender Flowrets, 
Tumble on every Green, and as the Birds ſung, 
e, and N my Soul in pleaſure. 
ony. You would go a Maying gayly to the Gallow, 
Cle. Prithee tell any 2 News.” 127 | 
Tony. 11 tell ye all! know, 5 
You may be honeſt, and poor Fools, as 1 am, 
And blow your Fingers ends. 
Cam. That no news, Fool. (Knave, 
Tony. You may be Knaves then when you pleaſe, ſtark 
And build fair Houſes, but your Heirs ſhall have none of 
Men. Theſe are undoubted. Cem. 
Tony. Truth is not worth the hearing, | 
Pl cel you News then; there was a drunken Saylor, 
That got a Mermaid with Child as ſhe went a Milkihy, 
And now ſhe ſues him in the Bawdy-Court for it, 
The Infant-monſter is brought up in Fiſb- ſtreet. 
Cam. Ay, this is ſomething. 
Toy. I'll tell you more, there was a Fiſh taken, 
A monſtrous Fiſh, with a Sword by his fide, a long Sword, 
A Pike in's Neck, and a Gun in's Noſe, a huge Gun, 
And Letters of Mart in's Mouth, from the Duke of F. 
Cle. This is a monſtrous lye. (rence, 
Tony. I do confels it: (em! 
Do you think I would tell you truths, that dare not bear 
| Yeu are honeſt things, we Courtiers ſcorn to conveiſe 
with. 1 | Exit. 
Cam. A plaguy Fool: But let's conſider, Gentlemen, 
Why the Queen ſtrives not to oppoſe this Sentence, 
The Kingdom's Honour ſuffers in this cruelty. 
Men. No doubt the Queen, though ſhe be virtuoth 
Winks at the Marriage, for by that only means 
The King's flame leſſens to the youthful Lady, 
If not goes out; within this Month, I doubt not, 


She hopes to rock aſleep his Anger alſo; p * 


Shal 
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Shall we go ſee the preparation? 
'Tis time, for Strangers come to view the wonder. 
Cam. Come, let's away, ſend my Friends happier Wed- 
dings. [ Exennt. 
Enter Queen and Evanthe. 
Queen. Yu ſhall be merry, come, I'll have it ſo: 
Can there be any Nature fo unnoble, 
Or Anger ſo inhuman, to purſue this? 
Evan. 'I fear there is. 
ueen. Your fears are and fooliſh, 
Though he be haſty, and his anger Death, 
His Will like Torrents, not to be reſiſted, 
Yet Law and Juſtice go along to guide him; 
And what Law, or what Juſtice can he find 
To juſtifie his Will? what Act or Statute, 
By Human, or Divine Eſtabliſhment, 
Left to direct us, that makes Marriage Death? 
Honeſt fair Wedlock? 't was given for encreaſe, 
For preſervation of Mankind, I take it; 
He muft be more than Man then that dare break it. 
Come, dreſs ye handſomely, you ſhall have my Jewels, 
And put a Face on that contemns baſe Fortune, 
Twill make him more inſult to ſee you fearful, 
Outlook his anger. 
Evan. O my Valerio 
be witneſs my pure mind, tis thee I grieve for. 
een. But ſhew it not; I would fo crucifie him 
With an innocent negle& of what he can do, 
A brave ftrong pious ſcorn, that I would ſhake him; 
Put all the wanton Cupids in thine Eyes, 
And all the Graces on that Nature gave thee, 
Make up thy Beauty to that height of Excellence, 
[ll help thee, and forgive thee, as if Venus 
Were now again to catch the God of War, 
in his moſt rugged anger, when thou haſt him, 
c « us impoſſible he thould reſiſt thee) 
nd Kneeling at thy conquering Feet for mercy, þ 
Then ſhew thy We "hea . deſpiſe him, 
And all his Power, then with a look of Honour 
Mingled with noble Chaſtity, ſtrike him dead. 
— 


— -. | Evan. 
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You atm me bravely. 


| Begins with him firſt, he muſt ſuffer for it, 


Evan. Good Madam dreſs me, 
Queen. Make him know his cruelty - 


And that thy Sentence is ſo welcome to thee, 
And to thy noble Lord, you long to meet it. 
Stamp ſuch a deep impreſſion of thy Beauty 
Into his Soul, and of thy Worthineſs, 
That when Valerio and Evanthe ſleep | 
In one rich Earth, hung round about with Bleſſings, 
He may run mad, and curſe his Act; be luſty, 
F'1l teach thee how to dye too, if thou fear'ſt it. (ly 

Evan. I thank your Grace, you have prepar'd me ſtrong 
And my weak Mind. 

Queen. Death is unwelcome never, 
Unleſs it be to tortur'd Minds and ſick Souls, 
That make their own Hells; *tis ſuch a benefit 
W hen it comes crown'd with Honour, ſhews ſo ſweet too: 
Though they paint it ugly, that's but to reſtrain us, 
For every living thing would love it elſe, 
Fly boldly to their peace e' er Nature call'd em; 
The Reſt we have Kam labour, and from trouble 
Is ſome Inticement, every thing alike, | 
The poor Slave that lies private has his liberty, 
As amply as his Maſter, in that Tomb, 
The Earth as light upon him, and the Flowers 
That grow about him, ſmell as ſweet, and flouriſh, 
But when we love with Honour to our ends, 
When Memory and Virtue are our Mourners; 
What pleaſure's there! they are infinite, Evantbe; Ho 
Only, my virtuous Wench, we want our ſenſes, | 
That benefit we are barr'd, twould make us proud elle Hor 


And lazy to look up to happier life, Per 
The Bleſſings of the People would ſo ſwell us. AP 
Evan, Good Madam, dreſs me, you have dreſt my Sou, Nez 
The merrieſt Bride I'll be for all this miſery, ) F 
The proudeſt to ſome Eyes too. ' lg o 
Queen. Iwill do better, come, ſhrink no mate. al 
Evan,.1 am too confident. [LEA 


7 And 
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Enter Frederick, and Soriano. © 
Sr. You are too remiſs and wanton in your Angers, 
ou mould things handſomly, and then neglect en; 
rowerful Prince ſhould be conſtant ro his Power ſtill, 
nd hold up what he builds, then People fear him: 
Vhen he lets looſe his Hand it ſhews a weakneſs, 
and Men examine or contemn his Greatneſs: 
ſcorn of this high kind ſhould have call'd up 
Revenge equal, not a Pity in you. 
Fred, She is thy Siſter. | 
Hor. And ſhe were my Marher, 5 
Whilſt I conceive tis you the has wrong'd, I hate her, 
And ſhake her nearneſs off; I ſtudy, Sir, null 
To ſatisfie your Angers that are juſt, 
Before your Pleaſures. - *gre=h 
Fred. I have done that already, | 5.5 
fear has pulFd too many Curſes on me. FRI ' 
Sr. Curſes or Envies, on Valerio's Head, | * 
Would you take my counſel, Sir, they ſhould all light, 
And with the weight not only crack his Scull, | 
But his fair credit; the exquiſite vexation | | | 
| have devis'd, fo pleaſe you give way in't, 
And let it work, ſhall more affict his Soul, 8 
And trench upon that Honour that he brags of, 
Than fear of Death in all the frights he carries; 
If you fit down here they will both abuſe ye, 
Laugh at your poor relenti- 8 power, and ſcorn ye, 
What ſatisfaction can their Deaths bring to you, 
That are prepar'd, and proud to dye, and willingly, _ 
And at their ends will thank you for that honour? _ 
How are you nearer the deſire you aim at? 
Or if it be revenge your anger covets, 
How can their ſingle” Deaths give you content, Sir? 
petty revenges end in Blood, ſlight angere, 
A Prince's Rage ſhould find out new Diſeaſes, 
Death were a pleaſure too, to pay proud Fools with. 
Fred. What ſhould I do? as 
Hr. Add but your power unto me, 
un elake me bur ſtrong by your protection, 8 | 
Em And you ſhail ſee what joy, and what delight, + 
| G 3 What 
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What infinite pleaſure this poor Month ſhall yield him, 
Il make him wiſh he were dead on his Marriage-day, 
Or Bed-rid wich old Age, I'll make him curſe, 

And cry and curſe, give me but Power. 

Fred. You have it, : | 
Here, take my Ring, I am content he pay for't. 

Sor. It ſhall be now Revenge, as I will handle it, 
He ſhall live after this to beg his Life too: 

Twenty to one by this Thread, as III weave it, 
Evanthe ſhall be yours. 

Fred. Take all Authority, and be moſt happy. 

Sor. Good Sir, no more Pity. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Tony, three Citizens, and three Wives. 

1 Wife. Good Maſter Tony put me in. 

Tony. Where do you dwell? _. (Mutton. 

1 Wife. Forſooth, at the ſign of the great Shoulder of 

Tony. — hungry Man b hunt your Houſe out in- 

ſtantly, 
Keep the Dogs from your Door; ls this Lettice Ruff your 
Husband ? a fine ſharp Sallet to your Sign. 

2 Wife. Will you put me in too? 

3 Wife. And me, good Matter Tony. 

Tony. Put ye all in? you had beſt come twenty more; you 
Think 'tis eaſie, a trick of Legerdemain, to put ye all in, 
Twould poſe a Fellow that had twice my Body, 
Though it were all made into Chines and Fillers. 

2 Wife. Put's into th' Wedding, Sir, we would fain ce 

1 Wife. And the brave Maſque too. . _ (that 

Tony. You two are pretty Women, are you their Huſ- 

2 Cit, Yes, for want of better, (bands! 

Tony. I think fo too, you would not be ſo mad elle 
To turn 'em looſe to a company of young Courtiers, 
That ſwarm like Bees in May, when they ſee young 
You mult not ſqueak. (Wenches; 

2 Wife. No, Sir, we are better tutor'd. 

Tony Nor if a young Lord offer you the courteſic 

2 Wife. We know what 'tis, Sir. 

Tony. Nor you muſt not grumble, | 
If you be thruſt up hard, we thruſt moſt furiouſly. 

1 Wife. We know the worſt. Tay 

| n. 
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Tony. Get you two in then quietly, PM 
And ſhift for yourſelves; we muſt have no old Women, 
They are out of uſe, unleſs they have Petitions, 
Beſides they cough ſo loud they drown the Muſick. 
You would goin too, but there is no place for ye? 
I am ſorry for't, go and forget your Wives, 
Or pray they may be able to ſuffer patiently. 
You may have Heirs may prove wiſe Aldermen, 
Go, or Ill call the Guard. RAP One 
3 Git. We will get in, we'll venture broken Pateselfe, 
Tomy. Tis impoſſible, 


| 


Ex. Cit. and Women. 


You are too ſecurely Arm'd ; how they flock hither, 
And with what joy the Women run by heaps 
To fee this Marriage! They tickle to think of it, 
They hope for every Month a Huzband too; 
Still how they run, and how the wittals follow em, 
The weak things that are worn between the Leggs, 
That Bruſhing, Dreſſing, nor new Naps can mend, 
How they — ro ſee their own Confuſion? 
This is a merry World. | 
Enter Frederick. 
Fred. Look to the Door Surah, 
Thou art a Fool, and maiſt do miſchief lawfully. | 
Tony. Give me your Hand, you are my Brather Fool, 
You may both make the Law, and mar it preſently. 
Do you love a Wench? | | 
Fed. Who does not, Fool? ( marry her. 
Tony. Not I, unless vou will give mea longer leaſe co 
* What are all theſe that come, what buſineſs have 
they * FR. 14 ; 
Tony. Some come to gape, thoſe are my fellow-Fqols;. 
dme to get home their Wives, thoſe be their own; Fools; 
dome to rejoice with thee, thoſe be the times Fools; 
Aud ſome I fear to curſe thee, thoſe are poor Fools, 
Enter Caſſander, an old Lady ang over. 
A ſer People call them honeſt. 9 5 ook King, look, 
1 weather-beaten Lady new Careen d. 4 | 
\ Fred. An old one, | 


Tony. The Gl of her lenaro pe rub'd over, 
54 


ny. And | 
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And the werm-caten Records in her Face are daub'd wp 
She lays her Breaſts out too, like to poch'd Eggs (neatly; 


1 That had the Volks ſuckt out; they get new Heads alſo, 


New Teeth, new Tongues, for the old are all worn out, 
And as *tis hop'd, new Tails. Fred. For what? 
Tony. For old Courtiers, 3 
The young ones are too ſtirring for their Travels. 
Fred. Go leave your knavery, and help to keep the 
I will have no ſuch preſs. (Door well, 
Tamy. Lay thy Hand o'thy Heart, King. | 
Fred. PI have ye whipr. | 1 
Tony. The Fool and thou art parted. [ Ext, 
Fred. Sorano work, and free me from this Spell, 
T wixt love and ſcorn there's nothing felt but Hell. ¶ Exit. 
Enter Valerio, Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo, 
and Servants. 
Val. Tie on my Scarf, you are ſo long about me, 
Good my Lords help, give me my other Cloak, 
That Har and Feather, Lord what a Taylor's this, 
To make me up thus ſtraight! One Sigh would burſt me, 
I have not room to Breath, come button, button, 
Button, apace. | | 
Cam. IT am glad to ſee you merry, Sir. 
Val. *Twould make you merry had you ſuch a Wife, 
And ſuch an Age to injoy her in. 25 
Men. An Ape, Sir??? 8 
Tal. A Month's an Age to him that is contented, 
What ſhould I ſeek for more? Give me my Sword. 
Ha my good Lords, that every one of you now 
Had but a Lady of that Youth and Beauty 


o 


| To bleſs your ſelves this Night with, would ye not? 


Pray ye ſpeak uprightly. 
Cle. We confeſs ye happy, 

And we could well wiſh ſuch another Banquet, 
But on that price, my Lordd——— = 
Val. Twere nothing elſe, ws 

No Man can ever come to aim at Heay'n, 

But by the knowledge of a Hell. Theſe Shoos are heavy, 
And if I ſhould be call'd to Dance they'll clog me, 
Get me ſome Pumps; 1'1I tell ye brave Camill, 


And 
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And you dear Friends, the King has honour'd me, 
Out of his gracious Favour has much honour'd me, 
To limit me my time, for who would live long? 
Who would be old? 'tis ſuch a wearineſs, 
Such a Diſcaſe, that hangs like lead upon us. 
As it increaſes, ſo Vexations, 3 
Griefs of the Mind, pains of the feeble Body, fins; 
Rheums, Coughs, Catarrhs, we are but our living Cote, 
Beſides, the fair Soul's old too, it grows covetous, 
Which ſhews all Honour is departed from us, 
And we are Earth again. | 

Cle. You make fair uſe, Sir. 

Val. I would not live to learn to lie, Cleanthes, 


For all the World, old Men are prone to that too; 


Thou that haſt been a Soldier, Menallo, 
A noble Soldier, and defied all Danger, 
Adopted thy brave Arm the Heir to Victory, 
Would'{t thou live ſo long till Strength forſook thee? 
Till thou grew'ſt only along tedious Stor h 
Of what thou hadſt been? till thy Sword hang by, 
And lazy Spiders filFd the Hilt with Cobwebs? © 
Men. No ſure, I would not. 
Val. Tis not fit ye ſhould, 
To die a young Man 1s to be an Angel, 
Our great good Parts put Wings unto our Souls: 
We'll have a rouſe before we go to Bed, Friends, 
Pray ye tell me, is't a handſome Musk we have? 
Cam. We underſtand fo. 
Val. And the young Gentlemen dance? 
Cle. They do Sir, and ſome dance well. 
Val. They muſt before the Ladies, 
We'll have a rouſe before we go to Bed, Friends, 


| Aluſtyone, "twill make my Blood dance too. | Act. 


Cam. Ten, if you pleaſe. 
Val. And we'll be wondrous merry. 
They ſtay ſure, come, I hear the Muſick forward, 
You ſhall have all Gloves preſently. D. 
Men. We attend Sir, but firſt we muſt look to th' 
ehen [Knocking wirbin. 
The King has charged us. | Evert. 
3 Enter 
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Euter two Servants. 

1 Ser. What a Noiſe do you keep there? call my Fellows 
O' the Guard; you mult ceaſe now until the King be 
Enter'd; he is gone to th' Temple now. 

2 Ser. Look to that back Door, and keep it faſt; 
They ſwarm like Bees about it. | | 

Enter Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo, Tony following. 
Cam. Keep back thoſe Citizens, and let their Wives in, 
Their handſome Wives. 
Tony. They have crowded me to Verjuicc, 
I ſweat like a Butter-Box. | 

1 Serv. Stand further off there, (private; 

Men. Take the Women aſide, and talk with em in 

Give 'em that they came for. 
Tom. The whole Court cannot do it; 
Beſides, the next Mask, if we uſe em ſo, 
They'll come by Millions to expect our largeſs: 
We have broke a hundred Heads. | 

Cle. Are they ſo tender? 


Tony. But twas behind, before they haveall Murrions. | 


Cam. Let in thoſe Ladies, make em room tor ſhame 
there. | 
Tony. They are no Ladies, there's one bald before 'em, 
A Gent. bald, they are curtail'd Queans in hircd Clothes, 
They come out of Spain. I think, they are very ſultry. 
Men. Keep 'em in Breath for an Ambaſlador. | 
| {Knocks within, 
Methinks my Noſe ſhakes at their Memories. 
What bouncing's that? | 
* Within. I am one of the Muſick, Sir. 
Within. 1 have Sweet-meats for the Banquet. 
Cam. Let em in. 
Tamy They lye my Lord, they come to ſeek their Wives, 
Two broken Citizens. 
Cam. Break em more, they are but bruſled yet. 
Bold Raſcals, offer to diſturb your Wives? (comes. 
Cle. Lock the Doors faft, the Muſick, hark the King 
| A-Curtgin drawn. | & 
The King, Queen, Valerio, Evanthe, Ladies, Attendants, 
Camillo, Cleanthes, Sorano, Menallo. 
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Cupid deſcends, the Graces ſitting by kim, Cupid being 
bound the Ggaces uubind bim, he ſpeaks. 
Cupid. Unbind me, my Delight, this Night is mine; 
Now let me look upon what Stars here ſhine, 
Let me behold the Beauties, then clap high 
My colour'd Wings, proud of my Deity; 
I am farisfy'd, bind me again, and faſt, 
My angry Bow will make too great a waſte 
Of Beauty elſe; now call my Maskers in, 
Call with a Song, and let the Sparts begin; 
Call all my Servants the Effects of Love, 
And to a Meaſure let them nobly move. 
Come you Servants of proud Love, 
e away: 
Fairly, nobly, gently move. 
Too long, too long you make us ſtay; 
Fancy, Deſire, Delight, Hope, Fear, 
Diſtruſt and Jealouſie, be you too here; 
Conſuming Care, and raging Ire, 
And Poverty in poor Attire, 
March fairly in, and laſt Deſpair z 
Proc = * wa {trike the Air. heb | 
nter the Maskers, Fancy, Defire, Delight, Hope, Fear, 
Diſtro Fealoufie, Care, Ire, Deſpair; they dance, af- 
ter which Cupid. ſpeaks. | o 
Cupid. Away, I have done, the Day begins to light, 
Lovers, you know your Fate, good night, good Night. 
Cupid and the Graces aſcend in the Chariot. 
Ning. Come to the Banquet, when that's ended, Sir, 
Il ſee you i'bed, and fo good night; be merry; 
You have a ſweet Bed-Fellow. 
Val. I thank your Grace, 118 
And ever ſhall be bound unto your Nobleneſs. 
Ling. I pray I may deſerve your Thanks, fet forward. 
Exeunt. 


Set him down gently. 


tho Fr OO OOO ECR —— I rea — 


7 36 4 Wife for 4 Month. 


"ACT III. SCENE PW 


Enter 3 Aale Alphonſs going 10 the Ti el, Ruglo 
and Frier Marco Moder the Tomb and a Chair. | 


Mar. HE Ni ght grows on, lead ſoftly to the Tomb, 
And — 8 "raj bid ye; let the Muſick 
Play gently as he | 

Rug. O fair Pi =o 
That wert the living Hope of all our Honours; 
How are we baniſht from the Joy we dreamt of? 
"_ 13 ne er ſpeak more? 

r. Tis full three Months, Lord Rugio, | 
Since 7 articulate Sound came from his 'Tongue. 
At 7 in @ Chair. 

Rug. What ſhould the Reaſon be, Sir? 

Mar. As tis in Nature with thoſe loving Husbands, 
Thar ſympathize their Wives Pains, and their Thos 
When they are breeding, and tis uſual too, 

We have it by Experience; ſo in him, Sir, 

In this moſt noble Spirit that now ſuffers; 
For.when his honour'd Father, good Branding 
Fell ſick, he felt the Griefs, and labour'd with them, 
His Fits, and his Diſeaſe he {ſtill inherited, 

Grew the ſame thing, and had not Nature check'd bim, 
Strength and Ability, he had dy'd that Hour too. 

Rug. Emblem of noble Love! 

Mar. That very Minute 
His Father's Breath forſook him, that ſame Inſtant 
A rare Example of his Piety, „ 

And Love paternal, the Organ of his Tongue 
Was never heard to ſound again; fo near Death 
He ſeeks to wait upon his worthy Father, 

But that we force his Meat, he were one Body. 

Rug. He points to th Tomb. 

Mar. That is the Place he honours, 

A Houſe I fear he will not be long out of. 


He will to th* Tomb, good my Lord lend your Hands 
o 


F 
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Now ſing the Funeral Song, and let him kneel, . 
For then he 1s pleas'd. | [4 £ og. 

Rug. Heav'n lend thy poweriud Hand, : 
And caſe this Prince. | 

Mar. He will paſs back again. x: (enen, 

Enter Valerio. 

val. They drink abundantly, Lam hot with r todo, 
Luſtily warm, PII ſteal now to my Happineſss, 
'Tis Midnight, and the ſilent Hour invites me, 
But ſhe is up ſtill, and attends the Queen; 
Thou Dew of Wige and Sleep hang on their AN 
Steep their dull Senſes in the Healths they drink, 
That I way quickly find my lov d Evantbe. 
The King is merry too, and drank unto me, 
Sign of fair Peace. O this Night's Bleſſedneſs! 
If I had forty Heads I would give all for t. . 
Is not the end of our Ambitions, 2— 5 
Of all our human Studies, and our Travels, 
Of our Deſires, the obtaining of our Wiſhes? 
Certain it is, and there Man makes his Center. 
I have obtain'd Evanthe, I have marricd her, 
Can any Fortune keep me from enjoying her? 

Enter Sorano. 


1 have my Wiſh, what's left me to accuſe now ? TY 


I am Friends with all the World, but thy bale Malice; 
Go glory in thy Miſchiefs thou proud Man, 
And cry it to the World thou haſt rund Virtue; 
How I contemn thee, and thy petty Malice! 
And with what Scorn-I look down on thy practice! 
Sor. You'll ſing me a new Song anon Valeris, 
And wiſh theſe hot Words 
Val. 1 deſpiſe thee Fellow, 
Thy Threats, or Flatteries, all 1 fling behind me; 
I have my end, I have thy noble Siſter, 


A Nama too worthy of thy Blood. 3 I have married her 1 


And will enjoy her too. 

Sor. Tis very likely. 

Val. And that ſhort Month Ihave to bleſs me . 
I'll make an Age, I'll reckon each Embrace 
A Year of Pleaſure, and each Night aj ubile, 


Every 
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Every quick Kils a Spring; and when I mean 


To loſe my ſelf in all Deſightfulneſs, 


Twenty ſweet Summers 1 will tye together 
In ſpight of thee, and thy malignant Maſter ; 


I will die old in Love, though young in Pleaſure. 


Sor. But that I hate thee deadly, I could pity thee, 
Thou art the pooreſt miſerable. thing 
This Day on Earth; I'll tell thee why, Yaler:o, 
All thou eſteemeſt, and build'ſt upon for Happineſs, 
For Joy, for Pleaſure, for Delight, is paſt thee, 
And like a wanton Dream already vaniiht. | 
Val. Is my Love falſe? 
Sor. No, ſhe is conſtant to thee, 
Conſtant to all thy Miſery ſhe ſhall be, 
And curſe thee too. | | 
Val. Is my ſtrong Body weaken'd, 
Charm'd or abus'd with ſubtle Drink? Speak, Villain. 
Spor. Neither, I dare ſpeak, thou art fill as luſty 
As when thou lov'dſt her firſt, as ſtrong and hopeful, 
The Month thou haſt given thee is a Month of Miſery, 
And where thou think'ſt each Hour ſnall yield a Pleaſure, 
Look for a killing Pain, for thou ſhalt find it 


Before thou dyeſt, each Minute ſhall prepare it, 


And ring ſo many Knells to ſad Afflictions; 
The King has given thee a long Month to die in, 
And miſerably die. | 

Val. Undo thy Riddle, 
Lam prepar'd what ever Fate ſhall follow. 

Ser. Doſt thou ſee this Ring? 

Val. I know it too. 

Sor. Then mark me, 
By Vertue of this Ring, this I pronounce to thee, 
*Tis the King's Will. 

al. Let me know it ſuddenly. 


For. If thou doſt offer to touch Evantbe's Body 


Beyond a Kiſs, though thou art marry'd to her, 
And lawtully as thou think'ſt may'ſt enjoy her, 
That Minute ſhe ſhall die. 

Val. O Devil | 


Sor. If thou diſcover this Command unto her, 


Or 
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Or to a Friend that ſhall importune thee, (periſh; 
And why thou abſtaineſt, and from whoſe will, ye all 
Upon the ſelf-ſame Forfeit: Are ye fitted, Sir? 
Now if ye love her, ye may prelerve her Life ſtill, 

If not, you know the worlt : how falls your Month out? 

Val. This Tyranny could never be invented 
But in the School of Hell, Earth is too innocent; 
Not to enjoy her when ſhe is my Wife? 
When the is willing too? 

Sor. She is moſt willing, 
And will run mad to mils; but if you hit her, 
Be ſure you hit her home, and kill her with it; 
There are ſuch Women that will die with Pleaſure - 
The Axe will follow elſe, that will not fail 
To fetch her Maiden-Head, and diſpatch her quickly; 
Then ſhall the World know you are the cauſe of Murther, 
And as 'tis requiſite your Life ſhall pay for't. 

Val. Thou doſt but jeſt, thou canſt not be ſo monſtrous 
As thou proclaim'ſt thy ſelf; thou art her Brother, 
And there mult be a _— Heart within thee 
Of her Afflictions; wert thou a Stranger to us, 

And bred amongſt wild Rocks, thy Nature wild too, 
Affection in thee as thy breeding, cold, 

And unrelenting as the Rocks that nouriſh'd thee, 
Vet thou mult ſhake to tell me this; they tremble | 
When the rude Sea threatens Divorce amongſt 'tm, 
They that are ſenſeleſs things ſhake at a Tempeſt ; 
Thou art a Man 

Sor. Be thou too then, *twill try thee, 

And Patience now will beſt become thy Nobleneſs. 

Val. Invent ſome other Torment to afflict me, 

All, if thou pleaſe, put all AMiCtions on me, 
Study thy Brains out for 'em, ſo this be none 
care not of what Nature, nor what Cruelty, 
Nor of what length. 

Hr. This is enough to vex ye. 

Val. The Tale of Tautalus is now prov'd true, 
And from me ſhall be regiſtred Authentick ; 


* To have my Joys within my Arms, and lawful, 


Mine own Delights, yet dare not touch. 0 
Even 
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Even as thou hateſt me Brother, let no young Man know 
T this, 774 
As thou ſhalt hope for Peace when thou moſt need'ſt it, 
Peace in thy Soul, deſire the King to kill me, \ 
Make me a Traitor, any thing, I'll yield to it, 1 
And give thee caule, ſo I may die immediately; 8 
Lock me in Priſon where no Sun may ſee me, / 
In Walls ſo thick no hope may &'er come at me; A 
Keep me from Meat, and Drink, and Sleep, I'll bleſs thee; 
Give me ſome damned Portion to deiiver me, I 
That I may never know my ſelf again, forget 8 
My Country, Kindred, Name and Fortune; laſt, 
That my chaſte Love may never appear before me, 
This were ſome Comfort. | | 
Sor. All I bave I have brought ye, 
| And much. good may it do ye, my dear Brother, 
| See ye obſerve it well; you will find about ye 
Many Eyes ſer, that ſhall o'er-look your Actions, 
If you tranſgreſs, ye know, and ſo I leave ye, [Exit 
Val. Heav'n be not angry, and I have ſome hope yet. 
| [ Extt 
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Enter Frederick, and Sorano. 
Fed. Haſt thou been with him? 
Sar. Yes, and given him that, Sir, | 
Will make him curſe his Birth; I told ye which way. 
Did you but fee him Sr, but look upon him, 
With what a troubled and dejected Nature 
He walks now in a Miſt, with what a ſilence, 
4 As if he were the Shrowd he wrapt himſelf in, 
0 And no more of Valerio but his Shadow, 
4 He ſeeks Obſcurity to hide his Thoughts in, 
You would wonder and admire for all you know it, 
His jollity is down, valed to the Ground, Sir, 
And his high hopes of full Delights and Pleaſures 
Are turn'd Tormentors to him, {ſtrong Diſeaſes. 
Fred. But is there hope of her? | 
Sor. It muſt fall neceſſary, wg 
She muſt diſlike him, quarrel with his Perſon, 
For Women once deluded are next Devils ; 
And in the height of that Opinion, Sir, 
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You ſhall put on again, and ſhe muſt meet ye. 
Fred, 1 am glad of this. 
Sor. I'll tell ye all the Circumſtance 
Within this hour; but ſure I heard your Grace, 
To day as I attended, make ſome ſtops, 
Some broken Speeches, and ſome ſighs between, 
And then your Brother's Name I heard difſtin&ly, 
And ſome ſad Wiſhes after. 
Fred. Le are i'th' right, Sir, 
I would he were as fad as I could wiſh him, 
Sad as the Earth. 
Sor, Would ye have it ſo? 
Fred, 'Thou heareſt me, 
Though he be ſick with ſmall hope of Recovery, 
That hope ſtill lives, and Mens Eyes live upon it, 
And in their Eye their Wiſhes ; my Sorano, 
Were he but cold once in the Tomb he dotes on, 
As 'tis the fitteſt place for Melancholy, 
My Court ſhould be another Paradiſe, 
And flow with all Delights. ; 
Hr. Go to your Pleaſures, let me alone with this, 
my ſhall nct trouble ye, nor he three Days. 
red. I ſhall be bound unto thee. 


cam. Chear up my noble Lord, the Minute's come, 
You ſhall injoy the abſtract of all Sweetneſs; 
We did you wrong, you need noWine to warm ye, 


Deſire ſhoots through your Eyes like ſudden Wild-fires. 
Val. Beſhrew me ' 


lam I know not what. 
Fred. Good Pleaſure to ye, 


Good Night and long too, as you find your Appetite 
You may tall to. 


Val. Ido beſeech your Grace, 


þor which of all my Loves and Services 
Have I deſerved this? 


Vo. TVS H 


Enter Valerio, Camillo, Cleanthes, and Menallo. | 
Sor. I'll doit neatly too, no doubt ſhall catch me. (to em. 
Fred. Be gone, they are going to Bed, Ill bid good Night 
Sor. And mark the Man, you'll ſcarce know tis Valerio. 


ords, the Wine has made me cull, 
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| Fred. I am not bound to anſwer ye. 

8 Val. Nor I bound to obey in unjuft Actions. 

4 Fred. Do as you pleaſe, you know the Penalty, 
And as I have a Soul it ſhall be executed; 
Nay look not pale, J am not uſed to fear, Sir, | 

| If you reſpect your Lady, good Night to ye. [ Exit, 

1 Val. But for reſpect to her, and to my Duty, 

| That reverend Duty that I owe my Soveraign, 

| Which anger has no power to ſnatch me from, 

The good Night ſhould be thine; good Night for ever. 

The King is wanton, Lords, he would needs know of me 

How many nick Chaſes I would make to Night. (ter. 

Men. My Lord, no doubt you'll prove a perfect Game- 
Val. Faith no, I am unacquainted with the Pleaſure, 

Bung'e a Set I may: How my Heart trembles, 

And beats my Breaſt as it would break his way out! 

Good Night, my noble Friends. 

Cle. Nay we muſt ſee you toward your Bed, my Lord. 
Val. Good faith it needs not, | 
* 31s late, and I ſhall trouble you. 
Cam. No, no, till the Bride come, Sir. 
Pal. ] beſeech you leave me, 

You will make me baſhful elſe, I am ſo fooliſh, 
Beſides, I have ſome few Devotions, Lords, 

=- And he that can pray with ſuch a Book in's Arms (ye. 

14 Cam. We'll leave ye then, and a ſweet Night wait upon 

Men. And a ſweet Iflue of this ſweet Night crown ye. 
Cle. All Nights and Days be ſuch till you grow old, Sit. 
[ Exeunt Lord. 

| Tal. | thank ye, 'tis a Curſe ſufficient for me, 

1 A labour'd one too, though you mean a Bleſſing. 

'1F What ſhall I do? I am like a wretched Debtor, 

| That has a ſum to tender on the Forfeit 

| Of all he is worth, yet dare not offer it. 
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Other Men ſce the Sun, yet I muſt wink at it; 
And though I know 'tis perfect Day, deny it: 
| My Veins are all on Fire, and burn like Ana, 
$ Louth and Deſire beat larums to my Blood, 
And add freſh Fuel to my warm Affections. a 
I muſt injoy her, yet when I conſider, wha 
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When J collect my ſelf, and weigh her danger, 
The Tyrant's Will, and his Power taught to Murther, 
My tender care controlls my Blood within me, 
And like a cold fit of a peeviſh Ague 
Creeps to my Soul, and flings an Ice upon 
Enter Queen, Evanthe, Ladies, and Fool. 
That locks all powers of Youth up: But prevention---- 
O what a bleſſedneſs *twere to be old now, 
To be unable, Bed-rid with Diſeaſes, 
Or halt on Crutches to meet holy Hymey; 
W hat a rare benefit! But I am curſt, | 
That that ſpeaks other Men moſt freely happy, 
And makes all Eyes hang on their Expectations, 
Muſt prove the bane of me, Youth, and Ability. 
She comes'to Bed, how ſhall I entertain her ? 
Tony. Nay I come after roo, take the Fool with ye, 
For lightly he is ever one at Weddings. | 
Queen. — make ye unready, your Lord ſtays for 
And prethee be merry. (ye, 
Tony. Be very merry, Chicken, 
| Thy Lord will Pipe tothee anon, and make thee Dancetoo. 
Lady. Will he fo, good-man Aſs? 
Tony. Yes good Filly, | 
And you had ſuch a Pipe, that piped fo ſweetly, (a pace. 
You would dance to Death, you have learnt your ſinque 
Evan. Your Grace defires that that is too free in me, 
am merry at the Heart. 
Tomy. Thou wilt be anon, the young ſmug Boy will 
give thee a ſweet Cordial. | 
Evan. I am fo taken up in all my Thoughts, 
So poſſeſt Madam with the lawful ſweets 
[ ſhall this Night partake of with my Lord, 
So far tranſported (pardon my Immodeſty.) | 
Lal. Alas poor Wench, how ſhall I recompence thee? 
Evan, That though they muſt be ſhort, and ſnatcht away 
Fer they grow ripe, yet I ſhall far prefer em (too 
Before a tedious Pleaſure with Repentance. 


% 


Val. O how my Heart akes! 
Evan. Take off my Jewels, Ladies, 


And let my Ruff looſe, I ſhall bid good Night to ye, 
| H 2 M 
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My Lord ſtays herc. | 
Queen. My Wench, I thank thee heartily, 
For learning how to uſe thy few hours handſomly, : 
They will be years I hope; off with your Gown now, | 
Lay down the Bed there? 
4 Shall I get into it and warm it for thee? a Fool's 

And V1l ſo buls thee. (Fire 1s a fine thing, \ 


uten. I'll have ye whipt, ye Raſcal. 
7 ony. That will provoke me more, I'll talk with th 
He's a wiſe Man I hope, (Husband, 
Evan. Good night dear Madam, 
Ladies, no further Service, I am well, 
I do beſcech your Grace to give us this leave, 
My Lord and I to one another freely, 
And privately, may do all other Ceremonies, 
Women and Page we'll be to one another, 
Ard trouble you no farther. 
Jony. Art thou a wiſe Man? 
Tal. I cannot tell thee Tony, ask my Neighbours. 
Tony. If thou beeſt fo, go lye with me to Night, 
The old Fool will lie quicter than the young one, 
And give thee more Sleep, thou wilt look to morrow elle 
Worſe than the prodigal Fool the Ballad ſpeaks of, 
That was {quecz'd through a Horn. 
Lal I ſhall take thy Counſel. (vanthe, 
Queen. Why then good night, good night my beſt E 
My worthy Maid, and as that Nameſhall vaniſh, 
A worthy Wife, a long and happy; follow Sirrah. 
Evan. That ſhall be my care, a 
Goodneſs reſt with your Grace. 
Queen. Be luſty Lord, and take your Lady to ye, 
And that Power that ſhall part ye be unhappy. 
Val. Sweet reſt unto ye, to ye all ſweet Ladies; 
Tony good night. 
Tony. Shall not the Fool ſtay with thee? 
een. Come away Sirrah. | Exeunt Queen and Ladits 
Tony. How the Fool is ſought for! Sweet Malt is made 


of eaſie Fire, | x Pray 
A haſty Horſe will quickly tire, a ſudden Leaper ſtich, And 
1th' Mire, Com 
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Phicbotomy and the word lie nigher, take heed of 
Friend, I thee require 
This from an Almanack I ftole, and learn this Leſſon 
from a Fool. | 
Good night my Bird. [Exit Tony. 
Evan. Good night wiſe Maſter Tony ; 
Will ye to Bed, my Lord? Come, let me help ye. 
Val. To Bed Evanthe, art thou ſleepy ? 
Evan. No, I ſhall be worſe if you look ſad upon me, 
Pray ye let's to Bed. > 
Val. I am not well, my Love. 
Even, I'll make ye well, thcre's no ſuch Phyſick for ye 
As your warm Miſtreſs's Arms. 
Val. Art thou ſo cunning ? 
Evan. I ſpeak not by experience, pray ye miſtakeot 
But if you love me 
Val. I do love fo dearly, 
So much above the baſe bent of Deſire, 
| know not how to anſwer thee. 
Evan. To Bed then, 
There I ſhall better credit ye; fie my Lord, 


Il Will ye put a Maid to't, to teach ye what to do? 
An innocent Maid? Are ye fo cold a Lover? 

* In truth you make me bluſh, tis Midnight too, 

| E. 8 And tis no ſtoln Love, but authoriſed openly, 


No Sin we covet; pray let me undreſs ye, 
You ſhall help me; prethee ſwect Valerio 
be not ſo ſad, the King will be more merciful. - 
Val. May not I love thy Mind? 
Evan. And I yours too, 
Tis a moſt noble one, adorn'd with Virtue; 
but if we love not one another really, 
And put our Bodies and our Mind together, 
And ſo make up the concord of Affection, 
Our love will prove but a blind Superſtition: 
This is no School to argue in, my Lord, 
Nor have we time to talk away allow'd us, 
ck Pray let's diſpatch, if any one ſhould come : 
= Pd find us at this diſtance, what would they think ? 
ple Come, kiſs me, and to Bed. 
H 3 Val. 
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Val. That I dare do, and kiſs again. 
Evan. Spare not, they are your own, Sir. 
Val. But to injoy thee is to be luxurious; 


Too ſenſual in my Love, and too ambitious; 
O how I burn! to pluck thee from the Stalk, 


Where now thou grow'ſt a ſweet Bud and a beauteous, 


And bear'ſt the prime and honour of the Garden, 
Is but to violate thy Spring, and ſpoil thee. 


Evan. To let me blow, and fall alone, would anger ye. 


Val. Ler's fit together thus, and as we fit 
Feed on the ſweets of one another's Souls. 
The happineſs of Love is Contemplation, 
The bleſſedneſs of Love is pure Affection, 
Where no allay of actual dull Deſires, 
Of Pleaſure that partakes with Wantonneſs, 
Of human Fire that burns out as it kindles, 
And leaves the Body but a poor Repentance, 
Can ever mix; let's fix on that, Evanthe, 
That's Everlaſting, the other Caſual; 
Eternity breeds one, the other Fortune, 
Blind as her ſelf, and full of all Afflictions. 
Shall we love virtuouſly? 
Evan. I ever loved ſo. | | 
Val. And only think our Love; the rareſt Pleaſure, 
And that we molt deſire, let it be - Human, 
If once injoy'd grows ſtale, and cloys our Appetites; 
I would not leſſen in my Love for any thing, 
Nor find thee but the ſame in my ſhort Journey, 
For my Love's ſafety. | 
Evan. Now I ſee I am old, Sir, 
Old and ill-favour'd too, poor and deſpis'd, 
And am not worth your noble Fellowſhip, 
Your fellowſhip in Love, you would not elſe - 
Thus cunningly ſeek to betray a Maid, 
A Maid that honours you thus piouſly ; 
Strive to abuſe the pious Love ſhe brings ye. 
Farewel my Lord, ſince ye have a better Miſtreſs, 
For it mutt ſeem fo, or ye are no Man, 
A younger, happier, I ſhall give her room, 


So much I love ye ſtill, | 
| To 2 


A Wife for a Month, 1747 


Val. Stay my Evantbe, 
Heav*n bear me Witneſs, thou art all I love, 
All I d-fire, and now have Pity on me, 
E 1 never lyed before; forgive me Juſtice, 
Youth and Affection ſtop your Ears unto me. 
Evan. Why do you weep? If I have ſpoke too harſhly, 
And unbeſceming, my beloved Lord, | | 
My Care and Duty, pardon me. 
Val. O hear me, 
Hear me Evanthe; I am all on Torture, 
And this Lie tears my Conſcience as I vent it; 
am no Man. 
Evan. How, Sir? 
Val. No Man for Pleaſure, no Woman's Man. (ſelf, 
Evan. Goodneſs forbid my Lord, ſure you abule your 
Val. "Tis true, Evanthe KEY 
I ſhame to ſay you will find it. [Weeps. 
Evan. He weeps bitterly, 
is my hard Fortune, bleſs all young Maids from it; 
ls there no help, my Lord, in Art will comfort ye? 
Val. I hope there is. | 
Evan. How long have you been deſtitute ? 
Val. Since I was young. 
Evan. Tis hard to die for nothing 
Now you ſhall know 'tis not the Pleaſure, Sir, 
(For Jam compelbd to love you ſpiritually) 
Thar Women aim at, I affect ye for, 
Tis for your Worth; and kiſs me, be at Peace, 
Becauſe ] ever lov'd ye, 1 ſtill honour ye, 
And with all Duty to my Husband follow ye; 
Will ye to Bed now? ye are aſham'd it ſeems; 
"y2malion pray'd, and his cold Stone took Life; 
You do not know with what Zeal I ſhall ask, Sir, 
And what rare Miracle that may work upon ye; 
ill bluſh? preſcribe your Law. 
Val. ] prithee pardon me, 


To Bed, and I'l r by thee, and mourn with thee, 
ourn both our Fortunes, our unhappy ones: 
o not deſpiſe me, make me not mote wretched. 


pray to Heav'n, when! 5 gone, Evanthe, 
4 | 
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As my poor Date is but a Span of time now, 
To recompence thy noble Patience, 
Thy Love and Virtue with a fruitful Husband, 
Honeſt and honourable. 

Evan. Come, you have made me weep now, 
All fond deſire die here, and welcome Chaſtity, 
Honour and Chaſtity ; do what you pleaſe, Sir. ¶ Exeum. 


ACTIV.-SCENEY 


Enter at one Door Rugio and Friar Marco, at the 
other Door Sorano, with a little Glaſs Viol. 


Rug.\ 1 THAT ails this Piece of Miſchief to look fad? 
He ſeems to weep too. 
Mar. Something is a hatching, 
And of ſome bloody Nature too, Lord Rugio, 
This Crocodile mourns thus cunningly. 
Sor. Hail holy Father, 
And good Day to the good Lord Rugio; 
How fares the ſad Prince, I beſeech ye, Sir? 

Rig. Tis like you know, you need not ask that Queſtion, 
You have your Eyes and Watches on his Miſeries 
As near as ours, I would they were as tender. 

Mar. Can you do him good? as the King and you 

appointed him, h 
So he is ſtill, as you deſir'd I think too, A 
For every Day he is worſe (Heav'n pardon all) T 
Put off your Sorrow, you may laugh now, Lord, A 
He cannot laſt long to diſturb your Maſter, 
You have done worthy Service to his Brother, 
And he moſt memorable Love. [I 

Syr. You do not know, Sir, Ar 
With what Remorſe 1 ask, nor with what Wearineß 
I groan and bow under this Load of Honour, 

And how my Soul ſighs for the beaſtly Services 
I have done his Pleaſures, theſe be witneſs with me, 
And from your Piety believe me Father, | 
I would as willingly uncloath my ſelf 4 
Of Title, that becomes me not, I know; Gee 

| 0 
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Good Men and great Names beſt agree together; 
Caſt off the glorious Favours, and the Trappings 

Of Sound wy Honour, Wealth and Promiles, 

His wanton Pleaſures have flung on my Weakneſs, 
And chuſe to ſerve my Country's Cauſe and Virtu:s, ? 
Poorly and honeſtly, and redeem my Ruins, 

As I would hope Remiſhon of my Miſchiefs. 

Rug. Old and experienc'd Men, my Lord Srans, 
Are not ſo quickly caught with gilt Hypocriſie; 
You pull your Claws in now and fawn upon us, 

As Lions do to entice poor fooliſh Bealts 


And Beaſts we ſhould be too if we belicy'd ye; 


Go exerciſe your Art. 

Hr. For Heav'ns fake ſcorn me not, 

Nor add more Hell ro my afflicted Soul 

Than I feel here; as you are honourable, 

As you are chatitable, look gently on me: 

I will no more to Court, be no more Devil, 

I know I muſt be hated even of him 

That was my Love now, and the more he loves me 

For his foul Ends, when they ſhall once appear to him, 

Muſter before his Conſcience and accuſe him, 

The fouler and the more falls his Diſpleaſure, 

Princes are fading things, ſo are their Favours. (morſe. 
Maur. He weeps again, his Heart is toucht ſure with re- 
Sor. See this, and give me fair Attention, good my 

And worthy Father ſee, within this Viol (Lord, 

The Remedy and Cure of all my Honour, 

And of the fd Prince, lyes. 

Rug. What new Trick's this? 
Sor, Tis true, I have done Offices abundantly 

Ill and prodigious to the Prince Alphonſo, 

And whilſt I was a Knave I ſought his Death too. 
Rug. You are too late convicted to be good yer. 
Sr, But Father, when I felt ths part afflict ine, 

This inward part, and call'd me to an audit 

Of my Miſdeeds and Miſchiefs ——— 
Mar. Well, go on Sir. (Father? 
Hor. O then, then, then, what was my Glory then, 

The Favour of the King, what did that caſe me? 

9 „ What 


2 
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What was it to be bow'd to by all Creatures? 
Worſhip, and courted, what did this avail me? 
I was a Wretch, a poor loſt Wretch. 

Mar. Still better. 

Sor. Pill in the midſt of all, my Grief I found 
Repentance, and a learned Man to give the Means to it, 
A Jew, an honeſt and a rare Phyſician; 

Of him 1 had this Jewel; *tis a Jewel, 
And at the Price of all my Wealth I bought it: 
If the King knew it I muſt loſe my Head, 
And willingly, molt willingly I would ſuffer, 
A Child may take it, 'tis ſo ſweet in working. 
Mar. To whom would you apply it? 
Sor. To the ſick Prince, 
It will in half a Day diffolve his Melancholy. 
Rig. I do believe, and give him Sleep for ever. 
What Impudence is this, and what baſe Malice, 
To make us Inſtruments of thy Abuſes? 
Are we ſet here to poiſon him? 
Sor. Miſtake not; yet! muſt needs ſay, 'tis a noble Care, 


And worthy-virtuous Servants; if you will ſee 
A fouriſhing Eſtate again in Naples, 
And great Alpbonſ reign that's truly good, 
And lite himſelf able to make all excellent; 


Give him this Drink, and this good Health unto him. 
[Drank 


am not ſo deſperate yet to kill my ſelf; 

Never look on me as a guilty Man, 

Nor on the Water as a ſpeedy Poiſon : 

I] am not mad, nor laid out all my Treaſure, 

My Conſcience and my Credit, to abuſe ye: 

How nimbly and how chearfully it works now 

Upon my Heart and Head! Sure I am a new Man, 

There is no Sadneſs that I feel within me, 

Bur as it meets it, like a lazy Vapour 

How it flies off. Here, give it him with Speed, 

You are more guilty than | eyer was, 

And worthier of the Name of evil Subjects, 

If but an Hour you hold this from his Health. (Mam 
ERKReug. Tis ſome rare virtuous thing ſure, he is a go 


It mult be ſo, come, let's apply it preſently, And 
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And may it ſweetly work. 
Sor. Pray let me hear on't, and carry it cloſe, my Lords. 
Mar. Yes, good gorano, Exe. Rugio and Marco. 
Hr. Do my good Fools, my honeſt pious Coxcombs, 
My wary Fools too; Have I caught your Wiſdoms? 
WY ou never dreamt I knew an Antidote, 
Nor how to take it to ſecure mine own Life 
am an Aſs; go, give him the fine Cordial, 
And when you have done go dig his Grave, good Frier, 
Pome two Hours hence we ſhall have ſuch a Bawling, 
And roaring up and down for Aqua vite, _ 
Such rubbing, and ſuch nointing, and ſuch cooling, 
] have ſent him that will make a Bonfire in's Belly, 
If he recover it, there is no Heat in Hell ſure. | Exit. 
Enter Frederick, and Podramo. 
Fred, Podramo ? Pod. Sir. 
Fred. Call hither Lord Valerio, and let none trouble us. 
Pod. Tt ſhall be done, Sir. [ Exit. 
Fred, 1 know he wants no Additions to his Tortures, 
He has enough for human Blood to carry, 
et] muſt vex him further; 
do many, that I wonder his hot Vouth 
nd high-bred Spirit breaks not into Fury; 
I muſt yet torture him a little further, 
Had make my ſelf Sport with his Miſeries, 
My Anger is too poor elſe. Here he comes. 
Enter Valerio. 
Now my young marry'd Lord, how do you feel your ſelf; 
You have the Happineſs you ever aim'd at, | 
The Joy and Pleaſure. 
Val. Would you had the like, Sir. | 
fred. You tumble in Delights with your ſweet Lady, 
And draw the Minutes out in dear Embraces, 
You live a right Lord's Life. | 
Val. Would you had tryed it, 
bat you might know the Virrue but to ſuffer : 
our Anger, though it be unjuſt and inſolent, 
its handſomer upon you than your Scornz 
Lo do a willful Ill, and glory in it, 
5 to do it double, double to be damn'd too. 


it, 


Fred, 
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Fred. Haſt thou not found a loving and free Prince, | 
High in his favours too; that has confer'd 
Such hearts eaſe, and ſuch heaps of comfort on thee, 
All thou could'it ask? 

Val. You are grown a Tyrant too 
Upon ſo ſuffering, and ſo ſtill a Subject; 
You have put upon me ſuch a Puniſhment, 
That if your Youth were honeſt it would bluſh at: 
But you are a ſhame to Nature, as to Virtue. 
Pull not my Rage upon ye, 'tisſo juſt, 


It will give way to no reſpect; my Life, . 
My innocent Life, I dare maintain it, Sir, Ve 
Like a wanton Prodigal you have flung away; 

Had I a thouſand more I would allow em, y 
And be as carelels of em as your will is; Sr 


But to deny thoſe rights the Law hath given me, 
The holy Law, and make her Life the Penance, 
Is ſuch a ſtudied and unheard of Malice, 
No Heart that is not hired from Hell dare think of; 
To do it then too, when my Hopes were high, 
High as my Blood, all my Deſires upon me, 
My free AﬀeCtions ready to embrace her, 
Enter Caſſandra. 
And ſhe mine own; Do you ſmile at this? Is't done well? A; 
Is there not Heav'n above you that ſees all? | Exit Val, 
Fred. Come hither Time, how does your noble Miſtreß? Ii; 
Caf. As a Gentlewoman may do in her caſe that's newly W 
married, Sir: | 
Sickly ſometimes, and fond on't, like your Majeſty, 
Fred. She is Breeding then? FI 
Caſ. She wants much of her Colour, 
And has her qualms as Ladies uſe to have, Sir, 


And her diſguſts. If 
_ Fred. And keeps her Chamber? | M 
Caſ. Yes, Sir. WH 


Fred. And eats good Broths and Jellies. | 
Caf. 1 am ſure ſhe ſighs, Sir, and weeps, good Lady. N 
Fred. Alas, good Lady, for it, Tt 


She ſhould have one could comfort her, ane 4 ( 
| 1 
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ould turn thoſe Tears to Joys, a luſty Comforter. 
Caſ. A comfortable Man does well at all hours, 
For he brings comfortable things. (eaten Onions; 
Fred. Come hither, and hold your Fan between, you have 
Her Breath ſtinks like a Fox, her Teeth are contagious, 
Erheſe old Women are all Elder-pipesz do ye mark me? 
| Gives @ Purſe. 
Caſ. Yes, Sir, but does your Grace think 1 am fit, 
hat am both old and virtuous? 
Fred. Therefore the fitter, the older till the better, 
I know thou art as holy as an old Cope, 
Yet upon neceſlary uſe- — 
caſ. Tis true, Sir. 
Fred. Her feeling ſenſe is fierce ſtill, ſpeak unto her, 
You are familiar; ſpeak, I ſay, unto her, 
Speak to the purpoſe; tell her this, and this. 
Caſ. Alas, the is honeſt, Sir, ſhe is very honeſt, 
And would you have my Gravity 
Fred. I, I, your Gravity will become the cauſe the better, 
ll look thee out a Knight ſhall make thee a Lady too, 
A luſty Knight, and one that ſhall be ruled by thee, 
And add to theſe, I'll make em good, no mincing, 
Nor ducking out of ous good Lady, 
But do it home, we'll all be Friends too, tell her, 


ll? 
_ And ſuch a joy- - 
ofe) Caſ. That's it that ſtirs me up, Sir, 
wh | would not for the World attempt her Chaſtity, 
But that they may live lovingly hereafter. 
Fred. For that I urge it too. (good, Sir, 
Caſ. A little evil may well be ſuffered for a general 
Ill take my leave of your Majeſty. | Exit. 
Enter Valerio. (lerio, 


Fred. Go fortunately, be ſpeedy too: Here comes Ya- 
If his Affliction have allayed his Spirit i 
My work has end. Come hither, Lord Valerio, 
How do you now? N 
Val. Vour Majeſty may gueſs, 
J. Not ſo well, nor ſo fortunate as you are, 
bat can tye up Mens honeſt Wills, and Actions. 
ny Hied. 
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Fred. Vou clearly ſec now, brave Valerio, 
W hat *tis to be the Rival to a Prince, 
To interpoſe againſt a raging Lion; 
I know you have ſuff-r'd, infinitely ſuffer'd, 
And with a kind of pity I behold it, 
And if you dare be worthy of my Mercy, 
I can yet heal you, yield up your Evanzhe, 
Take off my Sentence alſo. | | 
Val. I fall thus low, Sir, 
My poor fad Heart under your Feet 1 lay, 
And all the ſervice of my life. | 
Fred. Do this then, for without this 'twill be impoſſible, 
Part with her for a while. "> Bs 
Val. You have parted us, 
What ſhould I do with that I cannot uſe, Sir? | 
Fred. * Tis well conſider'd, let me have the Lady, 
And thou ſhalt ſee how nobly PII befriend thee, 
How all this difference— — 
Val. Will ſne come, do you think, Sir? 
Fred. She muſt be wroughr, I know ſheis too model 
And gently wrought, and cunningly. a 
Val. Tis fit, Sir. 
Fred. And ſecretly it muſt be done. 
Val. As thought. 
Fred [ll warrant ye her Honour ſhall be fair (till, 
No {oil nor ſtain ſhall appear on that, Valerio, 
You ſee a thouſand that bear ſober Faces, 
And ſhew off as inimitable Modeſties; 1 
You would be ſworn too that they were pure Matrons, 
And moſt chaſte Maids; and yet to augment their Fortunes, 
And get them noble Friends ———— 
Val. They are content, Sir, | 
In private to beſtow their Beauties on em. /for't, 
Fred. They are ſo, and they are wiſe, they know no want 
Nor no Eye ſees they want their honeſties. 
Val. If it might be carried thus, 
Fred. It ſhall be, Sir. 
Val. I'Il ſee you dead firſt; with this caution, 
Why, fure I think it might be done. 74d 
Fred, Yes, eaſily. 


Val. 


ible, 


75 
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yal. For what time would your Grace deſire her Body? 
Fred. A Month or two, it ſhall be carried {till 


As if ſhe kept with you, and were a Stranger, 
Rather a hater of the Grace I offer; 
And then I will return her with ſuch honour 1 


Val. Tis very like I dote much on your Honour, 
Fred. And load her with ſuch Favour too, Valerio 
Val. She never ſhall claw off? J humbly thank ye. 
Fred. I'll make ye both the happieſt, and the richeſt, 
And the mightieſt too 
Val. But who ſhall work her, Sir? 
For on my Conſcience ſhe is very honeſt, 
And will be hard to cut as a rough Diamond. (Tongue, 
Fred. Why, you muſt work her, any thing from your 
Set off with golden and perſuaſive Language, 
Urging your dangers too. 
Val. But all this time 
Have you the Conſcience, Sir, to leave me nothing, 
Nothing to play withal ? | : | 
Fred. There be a thouſand, take where thou wilt. 
Val. May | make bold with your Queen, 
She is uſeleſs to your Grace, as it appears, Sir, 
And but a loyal Wife that may be loſt roo; 
| have a mind to her, and then 'tis equal? 
Fred. How, Sir? 
Val. Tis fo, Sir: thou moſt glorious Impudence, 
Have I not wrongs enow to fuer under, 
but thou muſt pick me out to make a Monſter ? 
A hated wonder to the World? Do you ſtart 
At my intrenching on your private liberty, 
And would ycu force a High- way through mine Honour, 
And make me pave it too ? But that thy Queen 
ls of that excellent Honeſty, 
And guarded with Divinity about her, | 
No looſe thought can come near, nor flame unhallowed, 
| would fo right my ſelf. | 
Fred, Why, take her to ye, 
am not vex d at this, thou ſhalt enjoy her, 
Til be thy Friend, if that may win thy courteſie. | 
Val. Iwill not be your Bawd, though for your * 
As 


— 
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Was I brought up, and nouriſh'd in the Court, 
With thy moſt Royal Brother, and thy ſelf, | \.. 
Upon thy Father's charge, thy happy Father's, -/ 
And ſuck'd the ſweetneſs of all human Arts, 
Learn'd Arms and Honour, to become a Raſcal 
Was this the expectation of my Youth, | 
My growth of Honour? Do you ſpeak this truly, 
Or do you try me, Sir? for I believe not, | 
Ar leaft I would not, and methinks 'tis impoſſible 
There ſhould be ſuch a Devil in a King's thape, 
Such a malignant Fiend. F 

Fred. I thank ye, Sir, "Io 
To Morrow is your laſt day, and look to it, 


Get from my fight, away. (upon ye, 
Val. Ve are----Oh, my Heart's too high and full tothink 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Evanthe, and Caſſandra. 
Evan. You think it fit then, mortified Caſſandra, 
That I ſhould be a Whore? | 
Caſ. Why a Whore, Madam? 
If every Woman that upon neceſſity 
Did a good turn, for there's the main point, mark it, 
Were term'd a Whore, who would be honeſt, Madam! 
Your Lord's Life, and your own, are now in hazard, 
Two precious lives may be redeem'd with nothing, 
Little or nothing; ſay an hour's or day's ſport, 
Or ſuch a Toy, the end to it is wantonneſs. 
(That we call Luft that Maidens loſe their Fame for) 
But a compell'd neceſſity of Honour, 
Fair as the Day, and clear as Innocence, 
Upon my Life and Conſcience, a direct way 
Evan. To be a Raſcal, 
_ Caf. Tis a kind of Rape too, 
Thar keeps you clear, for where your Will's compell'd, 
Though you yield up your Body, you are ſafe ſtill. 
Evan. Thou art grown a learned Bawd, 1 ever look'd 
Thy great ſufticiency would break out. 
Caf. You may, | 
You that are young and fair, ſcorn us old Creatures, 
But you mult know my years, c'cr you be wiſe, Lays 
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And my Experience too ; fay the King loved ye? 
Say it were nothing elſe? | 
Evan. I, marry Wench, now thou comeſt to me. 
Caſ. 3 you think Princes Fayours are ſuch flight 
Thin | . 
To fling _ when you pleaſe? There be young Ladies, 
Both fair and honourable, that would leap to reach em, 
And leap aloft too: 
Evan. Such are light enoughz' — 
am no Vaulter; Wench; but canſt thou tell me, 
WT hough he be a King, whether be be ſound or no? 


W would not give my Youth up to Infection. 
Caſ. As ſound as Honour ought to be, I think, Lady 


: 


30 to, be wiſe, I do not bid you try him; 
But if he love you well, and you neglect him, 
our Lord's Life hanging on the Hazard of it, 
If you be fo wilful proud: 1 
Evan. Thou ſpeakeſt to the Point ſtill; (woman? 
But when J have lain with him; what am I then, Gentle- 
Caſ. What are you? why, the ſame you are now, a Wo- 
\ virtuous Woman; and a noble Woman, (man, 
ouching at what is noble, you become ſo. 
ad Lucrece e' er been thought of but for Tarquin ? 
dhe was before a ſimple unknown Woman. 
hen ſhe was raviſh'd, ſhe was a reverend Saint; 
ind do you think ſhe yielded not a little? 
\nd had a kind of Will to have been re-raviſh'd? 
Believe it, yes: There are a thouſand Stories 9 F 
Of wondrous loyal Women, that have flipt;\ 1 
But it has been on the Ice of tender Honour, (are bleſt; 
hat kept em cool {till to the World. I think you 
hat have ſuch an Occaſion in your Hands to beget à 
I faithful one. 1 0 1 (Chronicle; 
1's WW Even. It muſt needs be much Honour. SHE 
Caf. As you may make it, infinite; and ſafe too; 
And when 'tis done, your Lord and you may live 
So quietly, and peaccably together; | 
And be what you pleaſe. _ | 
; Evan. But iuppoſe this, Wenchz  .  -- 21 
at The King ſhould ſo delight me with his Company; 
A [ ſhould forget my Lordi and no inore look on him. . 
Vo L; IV | 3 | Cu. 
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Caſ. That's the main Hazard, for I tell you truly, 
1 have heard Report ſpeak he is an infinite Pleaſure, 
Almoſt above Belicf; there be ſome Ladies, 
And modeſt to the World too, wondrous modeſt, 
That have had the Bleſſedneſs to try his Body, 
That I have heard proclaim him a new Hercules. 
Evan. So ſtrongly able? | + | 
Caſ. There will be the Danger | 
You being but a young and tender Lady, 
Although your Mind be good, yet your weak Body, 
At firſt Encounter too, to meet with one | 
Of his unconquer'd Strength. * ig 204 
Evan. Peace thou rude Bawd, one 5 
Thou ſtudicd old Corruptneſs, rye thy Tongue up, 
Your hired baſe Tongue; is this your timely Counſel? 
Doſt thou ſeek to make me doat on Wickedneſs? 
Becaule 'tis ten times worſe than thou deliver'ft it? 
To be a W hore, becauſe he has ſufficiency - 
To make a hundred? O thou Impudence! 
Have I reliev'd thy Age to mine own Ruin? 
And worn thee in my Boſom, to betray me? 
Can Years and Impotence win nothing on thee 
That's good and honeſt, but thou muſt go on ſtill? | 
And where thy Blood wants Heat to fin thy ſelf, 
Force thy decrepit Will to make me wickedꝰ?ꝰ 
Caſ. I did but tell YE! v9! ; | 0141 VOY: 4 
Evan, What the damnedſt Woman, 
The cunningꝰſt and the skilful'ſt Bawd comes ſhort of; 
If thou hadſt Iiv'd ten Ages to be damn'd in, 
And exercis'd this Art the Devil taught thee, 
Thou couldſt not have expreſs d it more exactly. 
Caf. I did not bid you ſin- 1007 2766 
Evan. Thou wood'lt me to it; dug 
Thou that art fit for Prayer and the Grave, 
Thy Body Earth alrendy, and Corruption 
Thou taught'ſt the way; go follow your fine Function, 
There are Houſes of Delight, that want good Matrons, 
Such grave Inſtructors, get thee thither, Monſter, 
And read varicty of Sins to Wantons, | 


And when they roar with Pains, learn to make 
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Caſ. This we have for our good Wills. 
Evan. If cer I ſee thee more, 2 

Or any thing that's like thee, to afright me, 

By this fair Light I'll ſpoil thy Bawdery, MM" Pe 

il leave thee neither Eyes nor Noſe to grace thee. 

When thou wanteſt Bread, and common Pity towards 

thee, 31 Coikia, | | S: | 
Enter Frederick. 

And art a ſtarving in a Ditch, think of me, 

Then die, and let the wandring Bawds lament thee; 

Be gone, I charge thee leave me. 1 
Caſ. You'll repent this. 17 Sadler. 
Fred. She's angry, and Y'other crying too, my ſuir's cold. 

Ill make your Heart ake, ſtubborn Wench, for this; 

Turn not ſo angry from me, I will ſpeak to you 

Are you grown ſo proud with your Delight, good Lady, 

80 pamper'd with your Sport, you ſcorn to know me? 

Evan. I ſcorn ye not, I would you ſcorn'd not me, Sir, 

\nd forc'd me to be weary of my Duty; 

I know your Grace, would I had never ſeen, xe. 
Fred. Becauſe I love you, becauſe I dote upon ye, 

Becauſe I am a Man that ſeek to pleaſe-ye:; ' 

| Evan, T have Man enough already to content me, 

\s much, as noble, and as worthy of me, 

v all the World can yield. | 

Fred. That's but your Modeſty, 61:4 

ou have no Man, nay never look upon me, 

know it, Lady, no Man to content ye, 

lo Man that can, or at the leaſt, that dares, 

Vhich is a poorer Man, and nearer nothing. 

Evan. Be nobler, Sir, inform'd. 

Fred, I'll tell thee, Wench, : 

he poor Condition of this poorer Fellow, ; 

ind make thee bluſh for ſhame at thine own, Error; 


* 


ſel? 


of; 


_ ne never tendred yet a Husband's Duty 
ro thy warm longing Bed. 
Evan. How ſhould he know that ? 7-4 
Fred. T am ſure he did not, for I charg'd him no, 
ner. bon his Life I charg'd him, but to try him; 
Ol. ould any brave or noble Spirit ſtop here? 
[ | I 2 Was 
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Was Life to be preferr'd before Affection? 


Lawful and long'd for too? Vo. 
Ex an. Did you command him? Ip 
Fred. 1 did in policy to try his Spirit. | kr 


Evan. And could he be fo dead cold to obſerve it? E 
Brought I no Beauty, nor no Love along with me? 

Fred. Why, that is it that makes me ſcorn to name him, 
I ſhould have lov'd him if he had ventur'd for't, 


Nay, doted on his Bravery. 5 
Evan. Only charg'd? E 
And with that ſpell fir down? dare Men fight bravely 
For poor ſlight dene for Drink, or Oſtentation; Ec 
And there indanger both their Lives and Fortunes? Fr 
And for their lawful Loves fly off with fear? (thee? Ad 
Fred. Tis true, and with a cunning baſe fear too to abuſt Ev 
Made thee believe, poor innocent Evantbe, Aud 
Wretched young Girl, it was his Impotency; Fre 
Was it not ſo? deny it. | (young Man! And 
Fan. Omy anger! at my Years to be cozen d with a Thou 
Fred. A ſtrong Man too, certain he lov'd ye dearly. WW"! ft 
Evan. Tohave my Shame and Love mingled together, That 
And both flung on me hke-a weight to ſink me, Woul 
I would have dyed a thouſand times. FOR Ido n 
Fred. So would any, , = 
aſt 


Any that had the Spirit of a Man; | 

I would have been kill'd in your Arms. There 
Evan. ] would he had been, 9 2 

And buried in mine Arms, that had been noble, 

And what a Monument would I have made him? 

Upon this Breaſt he ſhould have ſlept in peace, 

Honour and everlaſting Love his Mourners; 

And I ſtill weeping 'til old Time had turn'd me, 

And pitying Powers above, into pure Cry ſtal. 

Fred. Hadſt thou lov'd me, and had my way been ſtuc 

With Deaths, as thick as froſty Nights with Stars, 

I would have ventur'd. (Coward 
Evan. Sure there is ſome trick in't: Valerio ne'er Wi 
Fred. Worſe than this too, 

Tamer, and ſeaſoning of a baſer Nature, 


He ſet your Woman on ye to betray ye, yaa 
; . ; ' Ol 
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Your bawdy Woman, or your fin Sollicitor; 

I pray but think what this Man may deſerve now, 

| know he did, and did it to pleaſe me too. 

Evan. Good Sir afflièt me not too faſt, I feel 

lam a Woman, and a wrong'd one too, 

And ſenſible I am of my abuſes, 

Sir, you have loved me. (upon thy Perſon. 
Fred. And 1 love thee ſtill, pity thy wrongs, and doat 
Evan. To ſet my Woman on me *twas too baſe, Sir. 
Fred. Abominable vile, 

Evan. Burt I ſhall fit him, 
Fred. All Reaſon and all Law allows it to ye, 

And ye are a Fool, a tame Fool, if you ſpare him. 
Evan. You may ſpeak now, and happily prevail too, 
And I beſeech your Grace be angry with me. | 

Fred. 1 am at Heart. She ſtaggers in her Faith, 

And will fall off J hope, I'll ply her till. 

Thou abuſed Innocence, I ſuffer with thee, 

„ WH" | ould give him Life, he would ſtill betray thee; 

er, Wat Fool that fears to dye for ſuch a Beauty, 

Would for the ſame fear {ell thee unto Miſery. 
Ido not ſay he would have been Bawd himſelf too. 
Fran. Follow'd thus far? nay then I ſmell the Malice, 
lt taſtes too hot of praftis'd wickedneſs, 

There can be no ſuch Man, I am ſure no Gentleman; 

ſhall my Anger make me Whore, and not my Pleaſure? 

My ſudden inconſiderate Rage abuſe me? . 

ome home again, my frighred Faith, my Virtue, 

Home to my Heart again; he be a Bawd too? 

Fred. J will not ſay he offered fair, Evantbe. 

Evan, Nor do not dare, twill be an impudence, 

And not an Honour for a Prince to lie; 

je, Sir, a Perſon of your Rank to trifle, 

know you do lie. | 

Fred. How ? (but one Day, 

Evan. Lie ſhamefully, and I could wiſh wy felf a Man 

o tell you openly you lie too baſcly. F7% 

Fred. Take heed, wild Fool. 

Evan. Take thou heed, thou tame Devil, 


\ 
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Thou all Pandora's Box in'a King's Figure, 
Thou haſt almoſt whor'd my weak Belief already, 

And like an Engineer blown up mine Honour ; 

But I ſhall countermine, and catch your Miſchief. 


1 


This little Fort you ſeek, I ſhall man nobly, ( 
And ſtrongly too, with chaſte Obedience ] 
To my dear Lord, with virtuous Thoughts that ſcornye, J 
Victorious Thomyris ne er won more Honour | I 
In cutting off the Royal Head of Cyrus, [ 
Than I ſhall do in conquering thee ; farewel, F 
And if thou canſt be wiſe, learn to be good too. I 
T will give thee nobler Lights than both thine Eyes do; T 
My poor Lord and my ſelf are bound to ſuffer, 1 
And when I fee him faint under your Sentence, A 
I'll tell ye more, it may be then PII yield too. 0 
Fred. Fool unexampl'd, ſhall my Anger follow thee? v 
| Exemmt. A 
Enter Rugio, and Fryar Marco, amax'd. 
Rug. Curſt on our Sights, our fond Credulities, 
A thouſand Curſes on the Slave that cheated us, I 
The damned Slave. | 5 A; 
Mar. We have een ſham'd our Service, A; 
Brought our beſt Care and Loyalties to nothing; Ce 
"Tis the moſt fearful Poyſon, the moſt potent, | 
Heay'n give him Patience: Oh it works moſt ſtrongly, 
And tears him, Lord. | An 
Rug. That we ſhould be fo ſtupid Inf 
Lo truſt the arrant'ſt Villain that e'er flatter d, Dr: 
The bloodieſt too, to believe a few ſoft Words from hin, Cie 
And give way to his prepar'd Tears. An, 
Alpbonſo, Within. Oh, Oh, Oh. For 
Riz. Hark, Fryar Marco, hark, the poor Prince: Let 
Thar we ſhould be ſuch Block-heads, 4 
As to be taken with his drinking firſt! 4 


And never think what Antidotes are made for! (for't; I Lite 
Two Wooden Sculls we have,and we deſerve to be hang * am 


For certainly it will be laid to our Charge 3 Bet y 
As certain too, it will diſpatch him ſpeedily, | Lies 
V hich way to turn, or what to Toe 


Mar. Let's pray, Heav'n's Hand is ſtrong. 855 
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Rug. The Poiſon's 8 you would ſay. 
Enter Alphonſo, carried on a Couch by two Hyart. 
Would any thing He comes, let's give him Comfort. 
Alph. Give me more Air, Air, more Air, blow, blow, 
Open thou Eaſtern Gate, and blow upon me, 
| Diſtil thy cold Dews, O thou Icy Moon, 
e. And Rivers run thro' my afflicted Spirit. 
| am all Fire, Fire, Fire, the raging Dog- Star 
Reigns in my Blood, O which way {hall turn me? 
Aina, and all his Flames burn in my Head. - 
Fling me into the Ocean, or I periſh; | 
0; Dig, dig, dig, till the Springs fly u XL 
The cold, cold Springs, that I may Lp into *em, 
And bathe my ſcorch'd Limbs in'their purling Pleaſures. 
Or ſhoot me up into the higher Region, WILLS 
e? WH Where Treaſures of delicious Snow are nouriſh'd, 
Nt, And Banquets of ſweet Hail. 15 
Rug. Hold him faſt, Fryar, O how he burns! 
Alph. What, will ye facrifice me? 
Upon the Altar lay my willing Body, | 
And pile your Wood up, fling your holy Incenſe; 
And as I turn me you ſhall ſee all Flame, 
Conſuming Flame; ſtand off me, or you are Aſhes. 
Both. Moſt miferable Wretches. 
15 Alph. Bring hither Charity 
| And let me hug her, Fryar, they ſay ſhe's cold, 
Infinite cold, Devotion cannot warm her; 
| Draw me a River of falſe Lovers Tears 
im, Clean thro! my Breaſt, they are dull, cold, and forgetful, 
And will give Eaſe; let Virgins figh upon me, 
Forſaken Souls, the Sighs are precious, | 
Let them all figh: Oh Hell, Hell, Hell, Oh Horrour! 
Mar. To Bed, good Sir, p 
Alph. My Bed will burn about me, 
rt; i Like Phaeton, in all conſuming Flaſhes 
8 Lam incloſed, let me fly, let me fly, give room; 
Betwixt the cold Bear, and the raging Lion 
Lies my ſafe way; O for a Cake of Ice now, 
| To clap unto my Heart to comfort me; 
| Decrepit Winter hang upon my Shoulders, 
Rug. I 4 | 
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Like Jewels round about my Head, to cool me; | 


And let me wear thy frozen Iſicles 


My Eyes burn out, and fink into their Sockets, 

And my infected Brain like Brimſtone boils, 

I live in Hell, and ſeveral Furies vex me; 

O carry me where no Sun ever ſhew'd yet 

A Face of Comfort, where the Earth is chryſtal, 

Never to be diſſolv'd, where naught inhabits 

But Night and Cold, and nipping Froſts, and Wind 

That cut the ſtubborn Rocks make them ſhiver; 

Set me there, Friends, (ſweats he has? 
Rug. Hold faſt, he muſt to Bed, Frier, what ſcalding 
Mar. He'll ſcald in Hell for't, that was the Cauſe. 
Alph. Drink, Drink, a world of Drink, A 

Fill all the Cups and all the antique Veſſels, T 

And borrow Pots, let me have Drink enough ; B 

Bring all the worthy Drunkards of the Time, 1 

The experienc'd Drunkards, let me have them all, 

And let them drink their worſt, I'll make them Ideots, 

I'll lye upon my Back and ſwallow Veſſels; 7 

Have Rivers made of cooling Wine run through me, 

Not ſtay for this Man's Health, or this great Prince's, I 
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But take an Ocean, and begin to all; oh, oh. B 
Mar. He cools a little, now away with him, H 
And to his warm Bed preſently. In 
Alph. No Drink? no Wind? no cooling Air? T 
Ryg. You ſhall have any thing. T 
His hot Fir leſſens, Heav'n put in a Hand now, Fe 
And ſave his Life; there's Drink, Sir, in your Chamber, | 
And all cool things. Te 
Alth. Away, away, let's fly to 'em. [Exeunt. . 4s 

| Enter Valerio and Evanthe. - Or 
Evau. To ſay you were impotent, I am aſham'd on't, MW Ei 
To make your ſelf no Man, to a freſh Maid too, Of 


A longing Maid, upon her Wedding Night alſo, 
To give her ſuch a dor. A 165-00 4 
Val. J prithee pardon me. 
Evan. Had you been drunk, t had been excuſable, 
Or like a Gentleman! under the Surgeon's Hands, 
And ſo not able, there had been ſome Colour; Bur 
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But wretchedly to take a Weakneſs to ye, 
A fearful Weakneſs, to abuſe your Body, 
And let a Lie work like a Spell upon ye, 
A Lie to fave your Life. _ | 
Yal. Will you give me Leave, Sweet? (Leave too, 
Evan. You have taken too much Leave, and too baſs. 
To wrong your Love; haſt thou a noble Spirit? 
And canſt thou look up to the Peoples Loves, 
That call thee worthy, and not bluſh, Yalerio? 
Canſt thou behold me that thou haſt betray'd thus, 
And no Shame touch thee ? a 
Val. Shame attend the ſinful, I know my Innocence. 
Evan. Neer think to face it, that's a double Weakneſs, 
And ſhews thee falſer ſtill: The King himſelf, 
Though he be wicked, and our Enemy, 
But juſter than thou art, in pity of my Injuries, 
Told me the Truth. | 
Val. What did he tell thee, Evanthe ? 
Evan. That but to gain thy Life a Fortnight longer, 
Thy lov'd poor Life, thou gav'ſt up all my Duties. 
Val. I ſwear *tis falſe; my Life and Death are equal, 
I have weigh'd 'em both, and find *em but one Fortune; 
But Kings are Men, and live as Men, and die too. 
Have the Affections Men have, and their Falſehoods; 
Indeed they have more Power to make em good; 
The King's to blame, it was to ſave thy Life, Wench, 
Thy innocent Life, that I forbore thy Bed, 
For if I had toucht thee thou hadſt dyed, he ſwore it. 
Evan. And was not I as worthy to die nobly? 
To make a Story for the time that follows, 
As he that married me? What Weakneſs, Sir, 2 
Or Diſability, do you ſee in me, 
Either in Mind or Body, to defraud me 
Of ſuch an Opportunity? Do you think I marry'd you 
Only for Pleaſure, or —.— in Luſt? | 
To lull you in my Arms, and kiſs you hourly ? 
Was this my end? I might have been a Queen, Sir, 
f that had caught me, and have known all Delicates z 
There's few that would have ſhun'd ſo fair an Offer. 
O thou unfaithful fearful Man, thou haſt kil'd me, 
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In ſaving me this way, thou haſt deſtroy'd me, 
Robb'd me of that thy Love can never give more z . 
To be unable to fave me? O Miſery! 
Had I been my Yalerio, thou Evanthe, | 
I would have lain with thee under a Gallows, _ 
We: the Hangman had been my Hymen, and the Furies 
ith Iron Whips and Forks, ready to torture me. 
I would have hug'd thee too, tho Hell had gap'd at me; 
Save my Life ! that expected to die bravely, 
That would have woo'd it too: Would I had married 
An Emuch, that had truly no Ability, | 
Than ſuch a fearful Lyar; thou haſt done me 
A ſcurvy Courteſie, that has undone me. | 
Val. T'lldo no more, ſince you are ſo nobly faſhion'd, 
Made up fo ſtrongly, I'll take my Share with ye, 
Nay, Dear, I'Il learn of you. 
Evan. He weeps too tenderly ; 
My Anger's gone, good my Lord pardon me 
And if I have offended, be more angry, | 
It was a Woman's Flaſh, a ſudden Valour, 
That could not lie conceal'd. 
Val. J honour ye, by all the Rites of holy Marriage, 
And Pleaſures of chaſte Love, I wonder at ye, 
You appear the Viſion of a Heav'n unto me 
Stuck all with Stars of Honour ſhining clearly, 
And all the Motions of your Mind Celeſtial; T 
Man is a Lump of Earth, the beſt Man ſpiritleſs, T 
To ſuch a Woman; all our Lives and Actions 
But Counterfeits in Arras to this Virtue; 
Chide me again, you have ſo brave an Anger, A: 
And flows 10 nobly from you, thus deliver'd, | 
That I could ſuffer like a Child to hear ye, Ir 
Nay, make my ſelf guilty of ſome Faults to honour ye. Tc 
Evan. Vl chide no more, you have robb'd me of my | 
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Courage, 
And with a cunning Patience check'd my Impudence; 
Once more Forgiveneſs? | [ She kneels. 
Val. Will this ſerve, Evantbe? [Kiſſes ber. 


And this my Love? Heav'n's Mercy be upon us; 
But did he tell no more? 


Evan. 
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Evan. Only this Trifle : You ſer my Woman on me, to 
betray, me; 2 
Tis true, ſhe did her beſt, a bad old Woman, 
It ſtirr'd me, Sir. 
val. I cannot blame thee, Jewel. (that way 
Evan. And methought when your Name was ſounded 
Val. He that will ſpare no Fame, will ſpare no Name, 
Tho'as I am a Man, I am full of Weakneſs, (Sweet; 
And may lip happily into ſome Ignorance, 
Yet at my Years to be a Bawd, and cozen 
Mine own Hopes with my Doctrine (Morrow. 
Evan. I believe not, nor ever ſhall ; our time is out to 
Val. Let's be to Night then full of Fruitfulneſs, 
Now we are both of one Mind, let's be happy, 
I am no more a wanting Man, Evanthe, 
Thy warm Embraces ſhall diſſolve that Impotence, 
And my cold Lye ſhall vaniſh with thy Kiſſes: 
You Hours of Night be long, is when Alcmena 
Lay by the luſty Side of Jupiter; 
Keep back the Day, and hide ais Golden Beams, 
Where the chaſte watchful Morning may not find em; 
Old doating Tytbon hold Auro faſt, 
And tho' ſhe bluſh the Day-break from her Checks, 
Conceal her ſtill; thou heavy Wain ſtand firm, 
And ſtop the quicker Revolutions; 
Or if the Day muſt come, to ſpoil our Happineſs, 
Thou envious Sun peep not upon our Pleaſurc, 
Thou that all Lovers curſe, be far off from us. 
Eiter Caſtruchio with Guard. 
Evan. Then let's to Bed, and this Night in all Jo 
And chaſte Delights 
Caſt. Stay, I muſt part ye both ; 
It is the King's Command, who bids me tell ye, 
To Morrow is your laſt Hour. 
Val. 1 obey, Sir, 
In Heav'n we ſhall meet, Captain, where King Frederick 
Dare not appear to part us. (my Office, 
Caſt. Miſtake me not, though I am rough in doing of 


Lou ſhall find, Sir, you have a Friend to honour ye. 


Val. I thank ye, Sir. 
| Evan. 
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ACT v. SCENE IL | 


Enter Fryar Marco, and Rugio. 


Rug. H you writ to the Captain of the Caſtle? 


Mar. Yes, and charged him, 
Upon his Soul's health, that he be not cruel, 
Told him Yalerio's worth among the People, 
And how it muſt be puniſh'd in Poſterity, 


* 


Though he ſcape now. 
Rug. But will not he, Fryar Aſarco, betray this to the 


King? (yet he is honeſt, 
aer. Though he be ſtubborn, and of a rugged Nature, 
And honours much Valerio. 
Rug. How does Alphonſo? 
For now methinks my Heart is light again, 
And pale Fear fled, * 
Mar. He is as well as Tim; 
The Rogue againſt his wil has ſaved his Life, 
A deſperate Poiſon has re-cur'd the Prince. 
Rug. To me *tis moſt mzzaculous, 2 
Mar. To me too, till T conſider why it ſhould do ſo, 
And now I have found it a moſt excellent Phyſick, 
It wrought upon the dull cold miſty Parts, | 
That clog'd his Soul, which was another Poiſon, 
A deſperate too, and found ſuch matter there, 
And ſuch abundance alſo to reſiſt it, 
And wear away the dangerous heat it brought with it, 
The pure Blood and the Spirits ſcap'd untainted. (Pity. 


Rug. Twas Heav'n's high Hand, none of Soraw's 


Mar. Moſt certain *twas ; had the malicious Villain , 
Enter Caſtruchio 
Given him a cooling Poiſon, he had paid him. 
Rug. The Captain of the Caſtle, 
Mar. O ye are welcome, how does your Priſoner} 
Caſ. He muſt go for dead; 5 
But when I do a Deed of fo much VNlany, 
Ill have my Skin pull'd o'er mine Ears, my Lord, Bu 
| ; Ht 6 
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99 Enter Alphonſo, and Fryar.. . | 
Though I am the King's, I am none of his A buſes; 
How does your Royal Charge? That I might ſee once. 4 

Mar. I pray ſec now, you are a truſty Gentleman. 1 

Alph. Good Fathers, I thank Heav'n, I feel no Sickneſs. 

Caſ. He ſpeaks again. 

Aiph. Nothing that bars the free uſe of my Spirit, 
Methinks the Air's ſweet to me, and Company 
A thing I covet now: Caſtruchio. 

Caf. Sir; he ſpeaks, and knows; for Heav'n ſake break 
That I may be ſure I ſleep not. (my pate, Lord, 

Alph. Thou wert honeſt, 

Ever among the Rank of good Men counted, 
have been abſent long out of the World, 
| A Dream I have lived, how does it look Caſtruchio? 
What wonders are abroad? (in Goodneſs, 
Caſ. Tfling off Duty to your dead Brother, for he is dead 
And to the iving hope of brave Alphonſo, * 
The noble Heir of Nature, and of Honour, 
I faſten my Allegiance. Il.,this bleſt ſecret. 
Mar. Softly Captain, we dare not truſt the Air with 
Good! ir, be cloſe again, Heav'n has reſtor'd ye, 
And by miraculous Means, to your fair Health, 
And made the inſtrument n Malice, | | 
, Which does prognoſticate your noble Fortune; | 1 
Let not our careleſs joy loſe you again, Sir, 
Help to deliver ye to a further Danger : Ts” 
| pray you pals in, and reſt a while forgotten, | 1 
For if your Brother come to know you are well again, 
And ready to inherit as your Right, 
Before we have ſtrength enough to aſſure your Life, 1 
What will become of you? and what ſhall we é 
Deſerve in all Opinions that are honeſt, | 
For our loſs of Judgment, Care, and Loyalty? 
© Ryg. Dear Sir, paſs in: Heav'n has begun the Work, 1 
And bleſt us all, let our Endeavours follow, er n 
To preſerve this bleſſing to our timely Uſes, il 
And bring it to the noble End we aim at; Wy 1 

t our Cares work now, and our Eyes pick out | 1 
An hour to ſhew ye ſafely to your Subjects, . in 
Aſccore'bouy, | Alb. 
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Alph. I am counſel'd; ye are faithful. | (it. Sul 
Caſ. Which hour ſhall not be long, as we ſhall handle I II 
Once more the tender of my Duty. An 
Alph. Thank ye. He 

| Caf. Keep you the Monaſtery. Mo 
Rug. Strong enough I']l warrant ye. [ Exeunt. 4 
Eurer the Fool, and Podrano. des 

Pod Who are all theſe that erowd about the Cour: He 
Thoſe ſtrange new Faces ? (Fool! An 


Fool. They are Suitors, Coxcomb, 
Dainty fine Suitors to the Widow Lady, (handfomly Ha 
Thou hadit beſt make one of em, thou wilt be hangedas An 
At the Months end, and as much joy follow'd, (thee, 
And 'twere to morrow; as many mourning Bay for e 
And holy Nuns, whoſe veſtal Fire ne'er vaniſhes, . 
In fickcloth Smocks, as if thou wert Heir bent 
To all the impious Suburbs, and the ene 

Pod. Out you baſe Rogue. 

Fool. Why doſt abuſe thy ſelf? 1 
Thou art to blame, I take thee for a n 
But why does not thy Lord and ae N b 

Pod. Why, ine is his Siſter. 1 „ 1 c b. 

Fool. Tis the better, Fool, | 
He may make bold with his own blech od Blood, 

For o my Conſcience there's none elſe will truſt bim; 
Then he may pleaſure the King at a dead pinch too, Ind 
Without a Mepheſtophilus, ſuch as thou art, 
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And ingroſs the Royal Diſeaſe like a true Subje@t, 77 
Pod. Thou wilt be whipt. r 01 viz b And 
Fool. I am ſure thou wilt be hang d. | _ (ture 


I have loſt a Ducket elſe, which I would beloath to ven- B 
Without certainty. They appear. (en paſs by. 
Pod. Why theſe are Raſcals. (ſerve etter kindred? 
Fool. They were meant to be ſo, 85 thy Maſter de- 
Pod. There's an old Lawyer, f 
Trim*d up like a Gally Foiſt, what oat he do with het? 
Fool. As Uſurers do with their Gold, he would look on 
And read her over once a Day, like a hand Report, her, 
Feed his dull Eye, and keep his Fingers itching; 
For any thing ny ſhe may appeal to a Parliament, 


Sub 
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8 Frna's and Poſt Kaes have ſpoil'd his Codpiece; 
There's a Phyſician too older than he, 
And Gallen Gallinacius, but he has loſt his Spurs, 
He would be nibling too. 
pod. J marked the Man, if he be a Man. 
Fool. H' as much ado to be ſo, 
Searcloths and Sirrups glew him cloſe rogerher, 
He would fall a pieces elſes mending of ſſie Patients, 
And then trying whether they be right or no 
In his own Perſon, there's the honeſt care on't, 
Has mollify'd the Man; if he do marry her, 
And come but to warm him well at Cupid's Bonfire, 
He will bulge ſo ſubtilly and ſuddenly, 
Yon may ſnatch him up by Parcels, like a Sea Rack: 
Will your Worſhip go, and look upon the reſt, Sir? 
And hear what they can fay for themſelves. [Exeunt. 
Pod. T'll follow thee. ' | 
Enter. Camillo, Menallo, Cleanthes, and Caſtruchio. 
Cam. You tell us wonders. 
Caf. But 1 tell you truths, they are both well. 
Men. Why are not we in Arms then? * 
And all the Iſland given to know—— (miſs elſe, 
Caſ. Diſcreetly and privately it muſt be done, twill 
And prove our Ruins ; molt of the noble Citizens 
Know it by me, and ſtay the hour to attend it, 
Prepare your Hearts and Friends, let theirs be right too, 
And keep about the King to avoid ſuſpicion; 
Enter Frederick and Sorano. | 
When you ſhall hear the Caſtle Bell, take Courage, 
And land like Men; * che King i is coming. 
| Exeunt Lordi. 
Bel Now Captain, What have you done with your. 
Prifoner ? 
Caſ. He is dead, Sir, and his Body flung into the Sea, 
0 teed the Fiſhes, * twas your will, I take it, 
did it from a ſtrong ' Commiſſion, | 
ind ſtood not to Capitulate, 
Fred. Tis well done, 
ind I ſhall love you for your Faith: What anger 
Vr 2 did he utter at his — 
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Caſ. Faith little, Sir, that I gave any ear to, 
He would have ſpoke, but I had no Commiſſion 
To argue with him, ſo I flung him off; 


His Lady would have ſeen, bur I lock'd her up, 
For fear her Womans Tears ſhould hinder us. 
Fred. Twas truſty ſtill, I wonder, my Sorans, 
We hear not from the Monaſtery; I believe 
They gave it not, or elſe it wrought not fully. 

Caſ. Did you name the Monaſtery ? | 

Fred. Yes, I did, Captaan. 

. Caſ. I ſaw the Fryar this Morning, and Lord Regis 
Bitterly weeping, and wringing of their Hands, 
And all the holy Men hung down their Heads. 

Sor. Tis done I'll warrant ye. 

Caf. 1 ask'd the Reaſon. 

Fred. What anſwer hadſt thou? 

Caſ. This in few Words, Sir, | 
Your Brother's dead, this Morning he deceaſed ;  ; 
I was your Servant, and I wept not, Sir, 

I knew 'twas for your good. 
Fred. It ſhall be for thine too, 
Captain, indeed it ſhall. O my Soran, 
Now we ſhall live. | 
Sor. Ay, now there's none to trouble ye. 
Fred. Captain, bring out the Woman, and give way 

To any: Suitor that ſhall come to marry her, 

Of what degree ſocyer. 

Caf. It ſhall be done, Sir. [Exit Cal 

Fred. O let me have a luſty Banquet after it, 
Enter Evanthe, Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo, and Fool. 

I will be high and merry. | 

Sor. There be ſome Lords 

That I could counſel ye to fling from Court, Sir; 

They pry into our Actions, they are ſuch 

The fooliſh People call their Countries Honour 

Honeſt brave things, and ſtile them with ſuch Titles, 

As if they were the patterns of the Kingdom); 

Which makes them proud, and prone to look into u, 

And talk at random of our Actions. | 

They ſhould be lovers of your Commands, And 


* 


And 
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And followers of your will; Bridles and Curbs 
To the hard-headed Commons that malign us, 
They come here to do honour to my Siſter, 
To laugh at your ſeverity, and fright us; 
If they had power, what would theſe Men do? 
Do you hear, Sir, how privily they whiſper? 
Fred. I ſhall filence em, 
And to their ſhames, within this Week Sorans ; 
In the mean time have Patience. (ſter ? 
Sor. How they jeer, and look upon me as I were a Mon- 
And talk and jeer ? How I ſhall pull your Plumes, Lords, 
How I ſhall humble you within theſe two Days? 
Your great Names, nor your Country cannot fave ye. 
Fred. Let in the Suitors. Vet ſubmit, Vl pardon ye, 
You are half undone already, do not wind 
My Anger to that height, it may conſume ye, 
Enter Lawyer, Phyſician, Captain, and Cut- purſe. 
And utterly deſtroy thee, fair Evanthe : Vet have Mercy. 
Evan. Uſe it to your Bawds, | 
To me uſe Cruelty, it beſt becomes ye, 
And ſhews more Kingly : I contemn your Mercy, 
lt is a cozening, and a bawdy Mercy 
Canany thing be hoped for, to relieve me? 


| Or is it fit? I thank you for a Pity, when you have kill d 


Fred. Who will have her? (my Lord. 
Evan. My Tears are gone, 
My tears of Love to my dear Valerio, 
But I have fill'd mine Eyes again with Anger; 
() were it but ſo powerful to conſume ye. 
My Tongue with Curſes I have arm'd againſt. ye, 
With Maiden Curſes, that Heay'n crowns with Horrors, 
My Heart ſet round with hate againſt thy Tyranny; 
O would my Hands could hold the fire of Heav'n, 
Wrapt in the Thunder that the Gods revenge with, 
That like ſtern Juſtice I might fling it on thee; 
hou art a King of Monſters, not of Men, 
And ſhortly thou wilt turn this Land to Devils. 
Fred. I'll make you one firſt, and a wretched Devil. 
Come, who will have her ? 
I, an't like your Majeſty, I am a Lawyer, 


I can make her a Jointure of any Man's Land in Naples, 
Vol. IV. FI K . — And 
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And ſhe ſhall keep it too, I have a trick for it. 
Forl. Canſt thou make her a Jointure of thine Honeſty, 
Or thy Ability, thou lewd Abridgement ? 
Thoſe are Non- ſuited and flung o'er the Bar. 
Phy. An't pleaſe your Majeſty to give me leave, 
I dare accept her; and though old I ſeem, __ 
Like Aſon, by my Art I can renew Youth and Ability. 
Fool. In a powdering Tub | 
Stew thy ſelf tender again, like a Cock Chicken; (ſure. 
The Broth may be good, but theFleſh is not fit for Dog 
Capt. Lady, take me, and I'll maintain thine Honour, 
I am a poor Captain, as poor People call me, 
Very poor People, for my Soldiers 
They are Quartered in the outſide of the City, 
Men of Ability ro make good a high Way; 
We have but two grand Enemies that oppoſe us, 
The Don Gout, and the Gallows. 
Fosl. I believe ye, and both theſe you will bind her for 
Now Signior Fi. | (a Jointute 
Cut pur ſe. Madam, take me and be wiſe, 
I am rich and nimble, and thoſe are rare in one Man; 
Every Man's Pocket is my Treaſury, 
And no Man wears a Sute but fits me neatly; 
Cloaths you ſhall have, and wear the pureſt Linnen, 
I have a tribute out of every Shop, Lady, 
Meat you thall eat, I have my Caters out too, 
The beſt and luſtieſt, and drink good Wine, good Lady, 
Good quickening Wine, Wine that will make you capei 
And at the 10 — 
Fool. It is but capering ſhort, Sir, 
You ſeldom ſtay for Agues or for Surfeits, 
A ſhaking fit of a Whip ſometimes o'ertakes ye, 
Marry you die moſt commonly of Choakings, 
Obſtructions of the Halter are your ends ever; 
Pray leave your Horn and your Knife for her to live on. 
Evan. Poor wretched People, why do you wrong 
your ſelves? 3 
Though I fear'd Death, Tſhould fear you ten times more, 
You are every one a new Death, and an odious, 0 
The Earth will purifie corrupted Bodies, you 
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You'll make us worſe, and ſtink eternally. 
Go home, go home and get good Nurſes for you, 
ſy, Dream not of Wives. ds (ye. 
Fred. Y ou ſhall have one of em, if they dare venture tor 
Evan. They are dead already, | 
Crawling diſeaſes that muſt creep into 
The next Grave they find open; are theſe fit Husbands 


2 For her you have loved, Sir? Though you hate me now. 


And hate me mortally, as I hate you, 
ure. WH Your Noblencfs, in that you have done otherwiſe, 
og And named Evanthe once as your poor Miſtreſs, 
ur, Might offer worthier choice. 
Fred. Speak, who dare take her for one Month, and 
Phy. Die, Sir? | | (then Die? 
Fred. Ay, die Sir, that's the condition. 5 
Phy. One Month is too little | 
For me to repent in for my former Pleaſure, 
To go ſtill on, unleſs I were ſure ſhe would kill me, 
for And” kill me delicately before my Day; 
ure ; Make it up a Year, for by that time I muſt Die, 
My Body will hold out no longer 
5 Fred. No Sir, it muſt be but a Month. 
Law, Then farewel Madam, 
This is like to be a great year of Diſſention 
: Among good People, a®, I dare not loſe it, 
There il be Mony got. T7 8 
Capt. Bleſs your good Ladiſhip, there's nothing in 
adh, the Grave but Bones and Aſhes, 
er. In Taverns there's good Wine, and excellent Wenches, 
And Surgeons while we live. 1 | 
Cut-purſe. Adieu ſweet Lady, 
Lay me when Iam dead near a rich Alderman, 
| cannot pick his Purſez no, Il no Dying, _ 
Though I fteal Linnen, T'll not ſteal my Shrowd yet. 
All. Send ye a happy Match. ' Exeunt 
As Fool. And you all Halters, you have deſerved em r chly. 
10% Theſe do al Villanies, and Miſchiefs of all ſorts, yet 


thoſe they fear nor, 
To flinch where a fair Wench is at the Stake. | 
Evan. Come, your Sentence, let me Die: You ſee, Sir, 


You'll a 


more, 
9931 
None 
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None of your valiant Men dare venture on me, L 
A Month's a dangerous thing. A 
_ Enter Valerio diſguis'd. F 
Fred. Away with her, let her die inſtantly. 1 
Evan. Will you then be willin 6] 
To die at the time prefixt? That | muſt know too, A 
And know it beyond doubt. T 
Fred. What if I did, Wench ?. T 
Evan. On that condition if I had it certain, A 

I would be your any thing, and you ſhould injoy me, 
Ho ever in my Nature I abhor you, Fe 


Yer as | live I would be obedient to you; | 
But when your Time came how I ſhould rejoice, 
How then I ſhould beſtir my ſelf to thank ye 
To ſee your Throat cut, how my Heart would leap, Sir! 
I would die with you, but firſt I would fo torture ye, 
And cow you in your End, fo deſpiſe you, 
For n weak and wretched Coward, Jon muſt end ſure; 
Still make ye fear, and ſhake, deſpiſed, ſtill laugh at ye. 
Fred. Away with her, let her die inſtantly. 
Cam. Stay, there's another, and a Gentleman, 
His Habit ſhews no leſs, may be his buſineſs 
Is for this Lady's Love. | 
Fred. Say why ye come, Sir, and what you are. 
Val. lam deſcended nobly, a Prince by Birth, and by 
my Trade a Soldier, er 
Prince's Fellow, Abidos brought me forth, 
My Parents Duke Agenor and fair Egla, 
My buſineſs hither to renew my Love 
With a young noble Spirit, call'd Valerio; 
Our firſt acquaintance was at Sea, in fight 
Againſt a Turkiſh Man of War, a ſtout one, 
Where Lion-like 1 ſaw him ſhew his Valour, 
And as he had been made of compleat Virtue, 5 
Spirit, and Fire, no dreggs of dull Earth in hin. (him. 
Evan Theouart a brave Gentleman, and bravely ſpeakeſt 
Val. The Veſſel dancing under him for joy, 
And the rough whiſtling Winds becalm'd ro view him; 
ſaw the Child of Honour, for he was young, 0 | 
Leal ſuch an Alms amongſt the ſpightful Pagans, His 
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His towring Sword flew like an eager Falcon, 
And round about his reach invade the Turks, 
He had intrench'd himſelf in his dead Quarries ; 
The filver Creſcents on the Tops they carried 
Shrunk in their Heads to ſee his Rage fo bloody, _ 
And from his Fury ſuffered fad Ecliples 
The game of Death was never plaid more nobly, 
The meager Thief grew wanton 1n his Miſchiets, 
And his ſhrunk hollow Eyes ſmil'd on his Ruins. 
Evan. Heav'n keep this Gentleman from being a Suitor, 
For I ſhall ne'er deny him he's ſo Noble. 
Val. But what can laſt long? Strength and Spirit waſted, 
And freſh ſupplies flew on upon this Gentleman, 
„ breathleſs and weary with Oppreſſion, 
And almoſt kill'd with killing, 'twas my chance 
In a tall Ship I had to view the Fight; 
| ſet into him, entertain'd the Trrk, 
7 And for an hour gave him ſo hot a Breakfaft, 
G He clapt all Linnen up he had to fave him, 
Aud like a Lover's Thought he fled our Fury; 
There firſt I ſaw the Man I lov'd, Valerio, 
There was acquainted, there my Soul grew to him, 
And his to me, we were the twins of Friendſhip. 
6 Evan. Fortune protect this Man, or I ſhall ruin him. 
J Val. I made this Voyage to behold my Friend, 
To warm my Love anew at his Affection; 
But ſince I landed, I have heard his Fate, 
My Father's had not been to me more cruel, 
| bave lamented too, and yet I keep 4 
The treaſure of a few Tears for you Lady, * 
For by deſcription you were his Evanths.. 
Evan, Can he weep that's a Sage to my Story, 
And 1 ſtand ſtill and look on? Sir, I thank ye; 


: It noble Spirits af ir d Ire 
* le Spirits aſter their departur 


wo Can know, and wiſh, certain his Soul gives thanks too 
here are your Tears again, and when yours fail, Sir. 
im; Pray ye call to me, I have ſome ſtore to lend ye. 
Val. Urbim. (Nan 
"WP Even. That I may remember, 
That little time I have to live, your Friend{hips, 
His | K z p My 
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My Tongue ſhall ſtudy both. POD (Urbino? 
Fred. Do you come hither only to tell this ſtory, Prince 
Val. My buſineſs now is, Sir, to woo this Lady. 
Evan. Bleſſing defend ye; do you know the danger? 

Val. Yes, and 1 fear it not, danger's my Play-fellow, 
Since I was Man t has been my beſt Companion, 
I know your Doom, tis for a Month you give her, 
And then his Life you take that marries her. 
Fred. Tis true, nor can your being born a Prince, 


if you accept the Offer, free you from it. = 
Val. I not defire it, I have caſt the worſt, 
And even that worſt to me is many Bleſlings; T 
T lov'd my Friend, not meaſur'd out by time, 
Nor hired by circumſtance of Place and Honour, Bi 
But for his wealthy ſelf and worth I lov'd him, A 
His Mind and noble Mold he ever mov'd in, I 
And woo his Friend becauſe ſhe, was worthy of him, 4 
The only Relick rhat he left behind, Sir, H 
To give his Aſhes Honour; Lady take me, p. 
And in me keep Valerio's Love alive ſtill; Y 
When I am gone, take thoſe that ſhall ſucceed me, IM 
Heav*n muſt want Light, before you want a Husband, 80 
To raiſe up Heirs of Love and noble Memory, It 
To your unfortunateꝛay L. Affliction? Bu 
Evan. Am Iſtill hated? haſt thou no end, O fate, of my W 
Was I ordain'd the common Murdreſs? + An 
And of the beſ.i e Good Sir But 
Val. Peace ek on my Hand. [ 
Evan. I 48 eentleman, I faint with Joy. 80 
Fred. I ſto pi N ave her, convey this Stranger F 
hence. r | = Id 
Val. I am no Sen —-Flart to the Bell that rings, Se 
Hark, hark, proud Frederick, that was King of Miſchief, Wl Hie 
Hark, thou abhorred Man, doſt thou hear thy Sentence! The 
Does not this Bell ring in thine Ears thy Ruin? Let 


Fred. What Bell is this? e 7 

Cam. The Caſtle Bell: Stand ſure, Sir, and move not, if 
you do you periſh. Py t 

Men, It rings your Knell. Alphonſo, King Alphonſo: 

All. Alphonſo, King Alphonſp. 

Fred, I am betray'd, lock faſt the Palace. Cam. 
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cam. We have all the Keys, Sir, 

And no Door here ſhall ſhur withour our Licence. 

Cle. Do you ſhake now, Lord Sorano? no new Trick? 
Nor ſpeedy Poiſon to prevent this buſinels ? | 
No bawdy Meditation now to fly to? 

Fred. Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon. 

Cam. Yes, we hear ye, 

Enter Alphonſo, Rugio, Marco, Caſtruchio, and 

Queen, with Guard. 
And we have found the Traitor in your thape, Sir, 
We'll keep him faſt roo. 

Fred. Recover'd! then I am gone, 

The Sun of all my Pomp is ſer and vaniſh'd. (deriet? 

Alph. Have you not forgot this Face of mine, King He- 
Brother, I am come to ſee you, and have brought 
A Banquet to be merry with your Grace; 

I pray fit down, I do beſeech your Majeſty, 

And cat, eat freely, Sir; why do you tart ? 

Have you no Stomach to the Meat I bring you? 

Dare you not taſte? Have ye no Antidotes ? 

| You need not fear; Sorano's a good Apothecary. 
Methinks you look not well, ſome freſh Wine tor hun, 
Some of the ſame he ſent me by Sorano; 

I thank you for't, it ſav'd my Life, 1 am bound to ye, 
But how *rwill work on you [ hope your Lordſhip 
Will pledge him too, methiuks you look bur ſcurvily, 
And would be pur into a better colour, 

But I have a candy'd Toad for yout Lordſhip. 0 

Hr. Would I had any thing that would diſpatch me, 
So it were down, and J out of this fear once. 

Fred. Sir, Thus low, as my Duty now compells me, 
do confeſs my unbounded Sins, my Errors, 
And feel within my Soul the ſmarts already 
Hide not the noble Nature of a Brother, 
The Pity of a Friend, from my Afflictions; 
Let me a while lament my Miſery, 
10 And caſt the load off of my Wantonneſs, 
) Before I find your Fury; then ſtrike home, 
. l do deſerve the dope blow of Juſtice, 
And then how willingly, O Death, I'll meet thee .! 


n. 13 K 4 Alph 
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Alph. Riſe, Madam, thoſe ſweet Tears are potent ſpeak- 

And Brother live, but in the Monaſtery, (ers, 
Where I lived, with the ſelf- ſame ſilence too; 

I'll teach you to be good againſt your will, Brother, 
Your Tongue has done much harm, that muſt be Dumb 
The daily Pilgrimage to my Father's Tomb, (now; 
Tears, Sighs, and Groans, you ſhall wear out your days 
And true ones too, you ſhall perform dear Brother; (with, 
Your Diet ſhall be flender to inforce theſe; too light a 

Fred. ] do confeſs it. Cpenance, Sir. 

Alph. Sorano, you ſhall — : 

Sor. How he ſtudies for it! 

Hanging's the leaſt part of my Penance certain. 
[Evanthe Kneel:. 

Alph. What Lady's that that kneels ? 

Caf. The chaſte Evanthe. 

Alph. Sweet, your Petition? 

Evan. Tis for this bad Man, Sir, 

Abominable bad, but yet my Brother.- 

Alpb. The bad Man ſhall attend as bad a Maſter, 
And both ſhall be confin'd within the Monaſtery ; 
His rank Fleſh ſhall be pull'd with daily faſting, 

But once a Week he ſhall ſmell Meat, he will ſurfe it elſe, \ 
And his immodeſt Mind compell'd to Prayer; 

On the bare Boards he ſha!l lye, to remember T 
The wantonneſs he did commit in Beds A 
And drink fair Water, that will ne'er inflame him; 2 


He ſav'd my Life, though he purpos'd to deſtroy me, I 
For which III fave his, though I make it miſerable: 2 
Madam, at Court I ſhall deſire your Company, U 


You are Wiſe and Virtuous, when you pleaſe to viſit 
My Brother Frederick, vou ſhall have our Licence, 
My dear beſt Friend, Valerio. 
Pal. Save Alpbouſo. 
On. Long live Alphonſo, King of us, and Naples. 
Alph. Js this the Lady that the wonder goes on? 
Honour'd ſweet Maid, here take her my Valeria, 
he King now gives her, ſhe is thine own without fear: 
Brother, have you ſo much Proviſion that is good, 6 
Not ſcaſon d by $@x0 and his Cooks, 


That 


t. 


lſe, 
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That we may venture on with honeſt ſafety, 
We and our Friends? 

Fred. All that I have is yours, Sir. 

Alph. Come then, let's in, and end this Nuptial, 
Then to our Coronation with all ſpeed: | 
My virtuous Maid, this Day Ill be your Bride-man, 
And ſee you bedded to your own deſires too; 

Beſhrew me, Lords, who is not merry hates me, 
Only Sorano ſhall not bear my Cup : 
Come, now forget ol Pains and Injuries, 
As I muſt do, and drown all in fair Healths ; 
That Kingdom's bleſſed, where the King begins 
His true Love firſt, for there all Loves are Twins. 
[ Exeunt Omnes. 


E PESO G UE 


W E bave your Favours, Gentlemen, and you 


Have our Endeavvurs, (dear Friends, grudge not now) 


There's none of you, but when you pleaſe can ſell 
Many a lame Horſe, and many a fair Tale rell; 
Can put off many a Maid unto a Friend, 

That was not ſo fince th' Action at Mile-end; 
Ours is a Virgin yet, and they that love 
Untainted Fleſh, we hope our Friends will prove. 
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PROLOGUE 


Story, and 4 known ones long ſince writ, 
A Truth muſt take Place, and by an able Wit 


Foul-mouth'd Detrattion daring not deny 
To give ſo much to Fletcher's Memory; 

If ſo, ſome may object, why then do you 

Preſent an old Piece to us for anew? 

Or wherefore will your profeſt Writer be 

(Not tax'd of Theft before) a Plagary ? 

Jo this he anſwers in his juſt Defence, 

And to maintain to all our Innocence, 

Thus much though he hath trauell d the ſame Way, 
Demanding, and receiving too the Pay 
Tor a new Poem, you may find it due, 

He having neither cheated us, nor you: 

He vows, and deeply, that he did not ſpare 

The urmoſt of his Strengths, and his beſt Care 
In the reuiuing it, and though his Pow'rs 

Could not as he defir'd, in three ſhort Hours 
Contract the Subject, and much leſs expreſs 

The Changes, and the various Paſſages 

That will be look'd for, you may hear this Day 
Some Scenes that will confirm it is a Play, 

He being ambitious that it ſhould be known 

What's good was Fletcher's, and what Il his own. 
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Dra- 


| 
| 
= 
| 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


K. NG of France. 

Irander, Husband to Caliſta. | 

Lidian, Brother to Caliſta, I Both in Love wit 

Clarange, Rival to Lidian, J Olinda. 

Dorilaus, Father to Lidian and Caliſta, a mem 
old Man. | | | 

Liſander, a noble Gentleman, in Love with 
Caliſta. 

Alcidon, 4 Friend and Second to Lidian. 

Beronte, Brother to Cleander. 

Lemeor, 4 noble Courtier. 

Leon, 4 Villain, Lover of Clarinda. 

Malfort, à foohifp Steward of Cleander. 

Lancelot, Seruent to Liſander. 


o 


W O ME N. 


Caliſta, a uirtuous Lady, Wife to Cleander. 
Olinda, à noble Maid, and rich Heir, Miſtreſs i 
Lidian and Clarange. L 8 
Clarinda, a luſtful Wench, Califta's Waiting · N. 
Friar, Hoſt's Ghoſt, Chamberlain, and Servants. 
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Lover's Progreſs. 


n 


ACTI SCENE I. 
Enter Leon and Malfort. 


MALFORT. 


ND as I told you, Sir. 
Loon. I underſtand you, 
Beal Clarinda's {till perverſe. 
MMI. She's worſe, obdurate, 
SY. m1 Flinty, relentleſs, my Love-Paſſions 
jeer'd at, 
My Preſents ſcorn'd. 
Leon. *Tis ſtrange, a Waiting-Woman 
. ln her Condition, apt to yield, ſhould hold out. 
A Man of your Place, reverend Beard and Shape, 
Deſieging her. 
115. Mal. You' might add too my Wealth, 
| Which ſhe contemns, five hundred Cum per Annum, 
For which J have ventur d hard, my Conſcience knows it, 
Not thought upon, though offer d for a Jointure : 
This Chain, which my Lord's Peaſants worſhip, flouted; 
My ſolemn hums and ha's, the Servants quake at, 
"No Rhetorick with her; every hour ſhe hangs = 
ome 
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Some new Flag of Defiance to torment me: 
Laſt Lent my Lady call'd me her poor John, 
But now I am grown a walking Skelleton, 
You may ſee through and through me. 
Leon. Indeed you are much fall'n away. 
Mal. Lam a kind of nothing, | 
As ſhe hath made me: Love's a terrible Gliſter, 
And if ſome'Cordial of her Favours help not, 
I ſhall, like an Italian, die backward, 
And breath my laſt the wrong way. 
Leon. As I live you have my Pity ; but this is cold 
Comfort, 
And in a Friend Lip-Phyſick; and now 1 think on't, 
J ſhould do more, and will, fo you deny not 
Your ſelf the Means of Comfort. 
Mal. I'll be hang'd firſt: One Dram oP, I beſeech you. 
Leon. You are not jealous of any Man's Acceſs to her? 
Mal. 1 would not receive the Dor, but as a Boſome 
(Friend | 
You ſhall direct me, ſtill provided that 
I underſtand who is the Man, and what 
His Purpoſe that pleads for me. 
Leon. By all Means. | 
Firſt, for the Undertaker I am he: 
The Means that I will praCtiſe, thus 
Mal. Pray you forward. 
Leon. You know your Lady chaſte Caliſta loves her. 
Mal. Too well, that makes her proud. 
Len. Nay, give me Leave. . 
This beauteous Lady, I may ſtile her fo, 
Being the Paragon of France for Feature, 
Is not alone contented in her ſelf ict 
To ſeem, and be good, but deſires to make 
All ſuch as have Dependance on her like her; 
For this Clarinda's Liberty is reſtrain'd; 
And though her Kinſman, the Gare's ſhut againſt me; 
Now if you pleaſe to make your ſelf the Door, 
For my Conveyance to her, though you run 
The Hazard of a check for't, tis no matter. 
Mal. It being for mine own Ends. 


AH Wd end 


„ 


e; 


The Lovers Progreſs. 1789 2 


Leon. Tl give it o er, os 
If that you make the leaſt Doubt otherwile: 
Studying upon't? good morrow. 13 
Mal. Pray you ſtay, Sir; 
You are my Friend; yer as the Proverb ſays, 
When Love puts in, Friendſhip is gone: Suppoſe 
You ſhould your ſelf affect her? 
Leon. Do you think I'll commit Inceſt ; for it is noleſs, 
She being my Couſin German, Fare you well, Sir. 
Mal. I had forgot that; for this once forgive me. 
Only to eaſe the throbbing of my Heart, 
For I do feel ſtrange Pangs, inſtruct me what 
You will ſay for me. 
Leon. Firſt, I'll tell her that ; 
She hath ſo far beſotted you, that you have 
Almoſt forgot to caſt Account: 
Mal. Meer Truth, Sir. 
Leon. That of a wiſe and provident Steward, 
You are turn'd ſtark Aſs. | 
Mal. Urge that Point home, I am ſo. | 
Leon. That you adore the Ground ſhe treads upon, 


| And kiſs her Foot-ſteps. 


Mal. As I do when I find their Print in the Snow, 

Leon. A loving Fool, I know it, | 
By your bloodleſs froſty Lips. Then having related 
How much you ſuffer for her, and how well 
You do deſerve it 

Mal. How! to ſuffer? | 

Leon. No, Sir, to have your Love return'd. 

Mal. That's good, I thank you. 

Leon. I will deliver her an Inventory 
Of your good Parts; as this your precious Noſe, 
Dropping Affection; your high Forehead, reaching 
Almoſt to the Crown of your Head; your ſlender Waſte, 
And a Back not like a Threſhers, but a bending | 
And Court-like Back, and ſo forth, for your Body. 
But when I touch your Mind, for that muſt take her, 
(Since your Out- ſide promiſes little) I'll enlarge it, 


Though ne'er ſo narrow, as your Arts to thrive; 
Vol. IV. | 


Your 
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Your Compoſition with the Cook, and Butler, 
For Coney-Skins and Chippings, and half a Share 
With all the under-Officers of the Houſe, 
In Strangers Bounties, that ſhe ſhall have all, 
And you as 'twere her Bailiff. 
Mal. As I will be. | (lities, 
Leon. As you ſhall, ſo I'll promiſe. Then your Quz 
As playing on a Gyttern, or a Jews Trump. 
Mal. A little too on the Vial. 
Leon. Fear you nothing. 
Then ſinging her aſleep with curious Catches 
Of your own making: For as J have heard, 
You are Poetical. 
Mal. Something given that way: 
Yet my Works feldom thrive; and the main Reaſon 
The Poets urge for't, is, becauſe I am nor 
As poor as they are. 
Leon. Very likely ; fetch her, 
While I am in the Vein. 


— HOMO OMMmSSHP©”ﬀ 


Mal, Tis an apt time, my Lady being at her Prayers - 

Leon. Let her pray on. Ir 
Nay go, and if upon my Interceſſion 8 
She do you not ſome Favour, I'll diſclaim her; A 
I'll ruminate on't the while. 7 

Mal. A hundred Crowns is your Reward 

Leon. Without em Nay, no trifling. [Ex. Mal. g. 
That this dull Clod of Ignorance ſhould know 
How to get Mony, yet want Eyes to ſee V 
How groſly he's abus'd, and wrought upon; (pant, W 7 
When he ſhould make his Will, the Rogue's turn'd ram- 4 
As he had renew'd his Youth: A handſome Wench 
Love one a ſpittle Whore would run away from ? T 
Well, Maſter Steward, I will plead for you A 
In fuch a Method, as it ſhall appear T 
You are fit to be a Property. 

Enter Malfort and Clarinda. * 

Mal. Vonder he walks (it. Wh 

That knows my Worth and Value, though you ſcom O 
V 


Clari. If my Lady know not this | 


Mal, VII anſwer it: i 
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If you were 2 Nun, I hope your Couſin German 5 
Might talk with you through a Grate, but you are none, 
And therefore may come cloſer: Ne'er hang off, a 
As I live you ſhall bill: You may ſalute as Strangers, 
3 Cuſtom allows it. Now, now, come upon her 
ten wich all your Oratory, tickle her to the quick, 
Quzs As a young Advocate ſhould, and leave no Virtue 
Of mine unmentioned, I'Il ſtand Centinel, 
Nay keep the Door my ſelf. Exit. 
Jari. How have you work d 
This Piece of motley to your Ends? | 
Leon. Of that at Leaſure, Miſtreſs, [ Kiffng. 
Car. Lower, you are too loud, 
| Though the Fool be deaf, ſome of the Houſe may hear you. 
hs Leon. Suppole they ſhould, I am a Gentleman, 
And held your Kinſman, under that I hope 
may be free. | 
Clari, ] grant it, but with Caution; 
But be not ſeen to talk with me familiarly, 
vers But at fit diſtance, or not ſeen at all, 
It were the better; you know my Lady's humour, 
She is all Honour, and compos'd of Goodnels, 
As ſhe pretends; and you having no Buſineſs, 
How jealous may the grow ? . 
| Leon. 1 will be rul'd. 
Mal. But you have promis'd, and I muſt enjoy you. 
Clari. We ſhall find time for that; you are too haſty: 
Make your ſelf fit, and I ſhall make Occaſion, - 
ant, Deliberation makes beſt in that Buſineſs, 
And contents every way. 
: Leon. But you muſt feed | 
This fooliſh Steward with ſome Shadow of 
A future Favour, that we may preſerve him 
To be our Inſtrument. f 
Clari. Hang him. 
Leon. For my ſake, Sweet, Os 
— | undertook to ſpeak for him, atiy Bauble 
0 i Employment in the way of Service, 
Win teed him fat. s 
If Clayi, Leave him to me. ES 
| "EIT Enter 
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Euter Malfort. 
Mal. She comes. My Lady. 
Clari. I will fatisfic her. 
Mal. How far have you prevail'd ? 
Leon. Obſerve. 
Clari. Monfieur Malfort, | 15 
I muſt be brief, my Couſin hath ſpoke much 
In your behalf, and to give you ſome Proof, 
I entertain you as my Servant, 
You ſhall have the Grace. 
Leon. Upon your Knee receive it. 
| . Clari. And take it a ſpecial Favour from me, 
To tie my Shoe. 
Mal. I am o'erjoy'd. - | 
Leon. Good Reaſon. 
Clari. You may come higher in time. 
5 Enter Caliſta. 
Leon. No more, the Lady. 

Mal. She frowns. | 
Clari. I thank you for this Viſit, Couſin, 
But without Leave heieafter from my Lady, 

I dare not change Diſcourſe with you. 

Mal. Pray you take your Morning's Draught, 
Leon. I thank you: I | 
Happineſsattend your Honour. [ Exe. Leon and Malfort. 

Cal. Who gave warrant to this private Parly ? 
Clari, My Innocence; I hope | 
My Conference with a Kinſman cannor call 
Your Anger on me. | 
Cal. Kinſman? Let me have 45 
No more of this, as you deſire you may continue mine. 
Clari. Why Madam, under pardon, | 
Suppoſe him otherwiſe; yet coming in 
A lawful way it is excuſable. 
Cal. How's this? . TY 
 Clari. I grant you are made of pureneſs, 
And that your Tenderneſs of Honour holds 
'The Soveraignty o'er your Paſſions. Yet you have 
A noble Husband, with allow'd Embraces, _ 
To quench laſcivious Fires, ſhould ſuch flame in yo 
As I muſt ne'er believe; Were I the Wife 
Of one that could but zany brave Cleander, Eve 
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Even in his leaſt Perfections, (excuſe . _ 
My o'er-bold Inference) I ſhould deſire 
To meet no other Object. | 
Cal. You grow ſaucy. Do I look further ? 
Clari. No, dear Madam; and | | 
It is my Wonder or A ſtoniſhment rather, 
You could deny the Service of Liſander ; | 
A Man without a Rival, one the King 
And Kingdom gazes on with Admiration, 
For all the Excellencies a Mother cou'd 
Wiſh in her only Son. 
Cal. Did not mine Honour 5 
And Obligation to Cleander, force me 
To be deat to his Complaints ? 
Clari. *Tis true; but yet | 
Your Rigour to command him from your Preſence, 
Argu'd but ſmall Gompaſſon ; the Groves 
Witneſs his grievous Sufferings, your fair Name 
Upon the rind of every gentle Poplar, 
And amorous Myrtle, Trees to Venus ſacred; 
With Adoration carv'd, and kneel'd unto. 
This you, unſeen of him, both ſaw and heard 
Without Compaſſion; and what receiv'd he 
For his true Sorrows? But the heavy Knowledge, 
That *rwas your peremptory Will and Pleaſure, 
How-e'cr my Lord liv'd in him, he ſhould quit 
Your Sight and Houſe for ever. / 
Cal. I confeſs I gave him a ſtrong Potion to work 
Upon his hot Blood, and 1 hope 'twill cure him: 
Yet I cyu'd wiſh the Cauſe had concern'd others, 
| might have met his Sorrows with more Pity; 
At leaſt have lent ſome Counſel to his Miſeries, 
Though now for Honour ſake, I muſt forget him, 
And never know the Name more of Liſander: 
Yet in my Juſtice I am bound to grant him, 
Laying his Love aſide, moſt truly noble. 
but mention him no more, this inſtant Hour 1 
My Brother Lidian, new return'd from Travel ; 
And his brave Friend Clarange, long ſince Rivals 


L z Her 
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Her abſolute Determination, whom 
She pleaſes to elect. See all things ready 
To entertain 'em, and on my Diſpleaſure 
No more Words of Liſander. (but her own; 
Clari. She endures to hear him nam'd by no T 
- How-e'er ſhe carries it, I know ſhe loves him. [Exit 
Cal. Hard Nature, hard condition of poor Women! 
That where we are moſt ſu'd to, we muſt flye moſt! 
The Trees grow up, and mix together freely, 
The Oak not envious of the ſailing Cedar: 
The luſty Vine not jealous of the Ivy, 
Becauſe ſhe clips the Elm; the Flower#Hhoot up, 
And wanton kiſs one another hoarly, 
This Bloſſom glorying in the other's Beauty, 
And yet they ſmell as ſweet, and look as lovely : 
But we are ty'd to grow alone. O Honour, 
Thou hard Law to our Lives, chain to our Freedoms! 
He that invented thee had many Curſes. 
How is my Soul divided? O Cleander, 
My beſt deſerving Husband ! O Liſander ! 
The trueſt Lover that cer facrific'd 
To Cupid againſt Hymen:, O mine Honour; 
A Tyrant, yet to be obey'd, and 'ris 
But Juſtice we ſhould thy ſtrict Laws endure, 
Since our Obedience to thee keeps us pure. 
Euter Cleander, Lidian, and Clarange. 
Cle. How inſupportable the difference 
Of dear Friends is, the Sorrow that I feel 
- For my Liſander's abſence, one that ſtamps 
A reverend Print on Friendſhip, does aſſure me. 
You are Rivals for a Lady, a ar Lady, ; 
And in the acquiſition of her Favours, 
Hazard the cutting of that Gordion Knot 
From your firſt Childhood to this preſent Hour, 
By all the Ties of Love and Amity faſten d. 
I am bleſt in a Wife, Heay'n make me thankful, 
Inferiour to none, ſans Pride J ſpeak it; 
Vet if I were a Freeman, and conld purchaſe 
At any rate the certainty to enjoy - | 
Liſander's Converſation while I liv'd, 
— 1 Forgive 
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Forgive me my Califia and the Sex, | 
| never wou'd ſeek change. 
Lid. My Lord and Brother, 
dare not blame your choice, Liſander's wort | 
nou: Being a Miſtreſs to be ever courted ; f 
Er Nor ſhall our equal Suit to fair Olinda 
Weaken, but add ſtrength to our true Affection, 
With Zeal fo long continued. 
Clara. When we know | | 
Whom ſhe prefers, as ſhe can chuſe but one, 
By our ſo long-try'd Friendſhip we have vow'd 
The other ſhalVdefift, 
Cle. Tis yet your purpoſe, 
But how this — an hold - 
In _— +: refus'd, is not alone 
Doubttul, but dangerous. 
Enter Malfort. 
Mal. The rich Heir is come, Sir. Tl 
Cle. Madam Olinds ? F 
Mal. Yes, Sir, and makes choice, 
After ſome little Conference with my Lady, 
Of this Room to give Arſwer to her Suitors. 
| Cle. Already both look pale, between your hopes 
To win the Prize, and your deſpair to loſe EG 
Pri, What you contended for. {EM | 
Lid. No, Sir, I am arm'd. 
Clara, I confident of my Intereſt. 
de. I'll believe ye when you have endur'd the Teſt, 
Enter Caliſta, Olinda, and Clarinda. 
Mal. Is not your Garter | | 
Unty'd? You promis'd that I ſhould grow higher 
ln doing you Service. 
Clari. Fall off, or you loſe me. Exit Mal. 
de. Nay take your place, no Paris now fits Judge 
On the contending Goddeſſes. You are 
The Deity that muſt make curſt or happy, 
One of your languiſhing Servants. | (ſerves 
Olin. I thus look with equal Eyes on both; either de- 
A fairer Fortune than they can in reaſon 
Hope for from me; from Lidian I expect, | 
ire . s L 4 When 
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When I have made him mine, all pleaſures that 
The ſwectneſs of his Manners, Youth, and Virtues 
Can give aſſurance of: But turning this way 

To brave Clarange, in his Face appears 

A kind of Majeity which ſhou'd command, 

Not ſue for favour. If the faireſt Lady 

Of France, ſet forth with Nature's beſt Endowments, 

Nay ſhould I add a Princels of the Blood, 

Did now lay claim to either for a Husband, 

So vehement my Affection is to both, 

My envy at her Happineſs would kill me. 

Cle. The ſtrangeſt Love I ever heard. 

Cal. You can enjoy but one. 

Clari. The more, I ſay, the merrier. 
Olin. Witneſs theſe Tears I love both, as I know 

You burn with equal Flames, and ſo affect me; 

Abundance makes me poor; ſuch is the hard 

Condition of my fortune, be your own Judges; 

If I ſhould favour both, 'twill taint my Honour, 

And that before my Lite I muſt prefer: 

If one I lean to, the other is diſvalued; 

You are fiery buth, and Love will make you warmer. 
Clari, Ihe warmer ſtill the fitter. Youare a fool, Lady. I 
Olin. To what may Love, and the Devil Jealouſie, ſpur 

Is too apparent; my Name's call'd in queſtion; (you, 

Your Swords fly our, your Angers range at large : A 

Then what a Murther of my Modeſty follows? 

Clari. Take heed of that by any means. O innocent F 

That will deny a Bleſſing when 'tis offer'd, 

Wou'd I were murther'd fo, I wou'd thank my Modeſty. Y 

Cle, What pauſe you on? Oli. Itisatlen2threſolv'd. A 


1 — -* 


Clara. We are on the Rack, uncertain expectation, * 
The greateſt Torture. — 

Lid. Command what you pleaſe, Ir 

And you ſhall ſee how willingly we will execute. T 


Olin. Then hear what for your ſatisfaction, 
And to preſcrve your Friendſhip, 1 reſolve - 
Againſt my ſelf, and 'tis not to be alter'd : A 
You are both brave Gentlemen, I'Il ſtill profeſs it, MW 
Both noble Servants, for whoſe gentle offers 1 


he 
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The undeſerving and the poor Olinda 
Is ever bound; you love both, fair, and virtuouſly; 
Would 1 could be ſo happy to content both; 
Which ſince I cannot, = this reſolute Anſwer ; 
Go from me both contentedly, and he 
That laſt makes his return, and comes to viſit, 
Comes to my Bed. You know my will, farewel: 
My Heart's too big to utter more: Come, Friend. 
Cal. I'll wait on you to your Coach. | 
| [ Exeunt Olin. Cal. and Clari. 
Cle. You both look blank, I cannot blame you, 
Lid. We have cur diſpatches. 
Clara. I'll home. 
Lid. And I'll abroad again, Fare wel. 
Clara, Fare wel to ye. Exe. Clara. and Lid. 
Cle. Their blunted departure troubles me: I fear 
A ſudden and a dangerous diviſion . | 
Of their long Love will follow : Have you took 
Your leave of fair O/inda? 
Enter Caliſta with a Purſe. 
Cal. She is gone, Sir. 
Cle. Had you brought news Liſander were return'd too, 
I were molt happy. | 4 
Cal. Still upon Liſauder? 
Cle. I know he loves me, as he loves his Health; 
And Heav'n knows | love him. 
Cal. I find it ſo; | 
For me you have forgot, and what I am to you. 
Cle. O think not ſo. If you had loſt a Sitter, 
You lock'd all your delights in, it would grieve you: 
A little you wou'd wander from the fondneſs 
You ow d your Husband: | have loſt a Friend, 
A noble Friend, all that was excellent | 
In Man, or Mankind, was contain'd within him. 
That loſs, my Wife———— | 
Enter Malfort. 
Mal. Madam, your noble Father 
A Fee for my good News. 
of» Cal. Why, what of him, Sir? 


| 
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Mal. Is lighted at the Door, and longs to ſee you. 
Cal. Attend him hither. | 
Cle. O my dear Liſander. | 

But I'll be merry: let's meet him, my Califta. 
Cal. J hope Liſander's Love will now be buried; 

My Father will bring Joy enough for one Month, 1 

To put him out of his Memory. 

Enter Dorilaus, his Arm in a Scarf. 

Dor. How do you, Son? | / 
Bleſs my fair Child, I am come to viſit ye, ] 
To ſee what Houſe you keep, they ſay you are bountiful, 
I like the noiſe well, and I come try it. ( 
Ne'er a great Belly yet? How have you trifl'd ? I 

8 


NY 
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If I had done ſo, Son, I ſhou'd have heard on't 

On both fades, by Saint Dennis. 
Cle. You are nobly welcome, Sir: 

We have time enough for that. I 
Dor. See how ſhe bluthes | 


Tis a good ſign, you'll mend your fault; how doſt thou, 8 
My good Califtai | ] 
Cal. Well, now I ſee you, Sir; J 
I hope you bring a fruitfulneſs along with ye. ( 
Dor. Good luck, I never miſs, I was ever good at it: R 
Your Mother groan'd for't, Wench, fo did — other, A 


But I durſt never tell. 
Cal. How does your Arm, Sir ? 


4 Cle. Have you been let Blood of late? C 
1 Dor. Againſt my will, Sir. | A 
| 7 Cal. A fall, dear Father? A 
Dor. No, a Gun, dear Daughter; | 
Two or three Guns; I have one here in my Buttock, 
'T would trouble a Surgeon's Teeth to pull it our. © 
Cal. O me! O me! 80 
Dor. Nay, if you fall to fainting, Se 
Tis time for me to trudge: Art ſuch a Coward, 
At the meer Name of Hurt to change thy colour? M 
I have been ſhot that Men might ſee clean through me, 
And yet 1 fainted not: Beſides my ſelf, A: 
Here are an Hoſpital of hurt Men for ye. — 


Enter 
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He came to execute, and not to argue. 
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Enter Servants wonnded in ſeveral places. 
Cle. What ſhould this wonder be? | 
Cal. I am amar'd at it. | (ſoundly, 
Dor. What think ye of theſe? they are every one hurt 
Hurt to the proof, they are thro” and thro' I aſſure ye; 
And that's good game, they ſcorn your puling ſcratches, 
Cal. Who did this, Sir? 
Dor. Leave crying, and PI! tell you, & 
And get your Plaiſters, and your warm ſtupes ready: 
Have you ne'er a Shepherd that can Tar us over? * 
'Twill prove a buſineſs elſe, we are ſo many. 
Coming to ſee you, I was ſet upon, 
I and my Men, as we were ſinging frolickly, 
Not dreaming of an Ambuſh of baſe Rogues, 
Set on iꝗch' Forreſt, I have forgot the Name 
Cle. Twixt this and Fonntarme-Blein? - - 
In the wild Foreſt ? 
Dor. The ſame, the ſame, in that accurſed Foreſt, 
Set on by Villains, that make boot of all Men. a 
The Peers of Fance are Pillage there, they ſhot at us, 
Hurt us, un-hors'd us, came to the Sword, there ply'd us, 
Oppreſs'd us with freſh Multitudes, freſh ſhot ſtill, 
Rogues that would hang themſelves for a freſh Doublet, 
And for a Scarlet Caſſock kill their Fathers. 
Cle. Lighted you among theſe? 
Dor. Among theſe Murtherers, 
Our poor Bloods were ingag d; yet we ſtruck bravely, 
And more than once or twice we made them ſhun us, 
And ſhrink their rugged Heads; but we were hart all. 
Cle. How came you off? For I ev*n long to hear that. 
Dor. After our Prayers made to Heav'n to help us, 
Or to be merciful unto our Souls, | 
So near we were. Alas, poor Wench, wipe, wipe. 
See Heav'n ſends Remedy. ( 
Cal. I am glad 'tis come, Sir, 
My Heart was even a bleeding in my Body. 
Dor. A curl'd Hair Gentleman ftep'd in, a Stranger, 
As he rod by, belike he heard our bickering, : 
Saw our diſtreſſes, drew his Sword, and proy'd es 


Lord 
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Lord what a lightning methought flew about him, 


When he once toſs'd his blade; in Face Adonis, A 
While Peace inhabited between his Eye-brows: 4 
But when his noble Anger ſtirr'd his Mettle, 1 
And blew his fiery Parts into a Flame, 
Like Pallas, when ſhe fits between two Armies, A 


Viewing with horrid Brows their ſad Event, 
Such then he look'd; and as her Shield had arm'd him. 
Cal. This Man, Sir, were a Friend to give an Age for. 
This Gentleman I muſt love naturally; | | 
Nothing can keep me off. I pray you goon, Sir. 
Dor. Iwill, for now you pleaſe me: This brave Youth, 
This bud of Mars, for yet he is no riper, 
W hen once he had drawn Blood, and fleth'd his Sword, 
Fitted his manly Mettle to his Spirit, | 
How he beſtirr'd him? What a Lane he made? V 
And through their fiery Bullets thruſt ſecurely, 
The hardned Villains wondring at his Confidence. 
Lame as I was I follow'd, and admir'd too, 
And ſtir'd, and laid about me with new Spirit, 1 
My Men too with new Hearts thruſt into Action, 1 
And down the Rogues went. 
Cle. I am ſtruck, with wonder. 
Dir. Remember but the Story of ſtrong Hector, 
W hen like to Lightning he broke through his Van-guard, 
How the Greeks trighted ran away by I roops, 
And trod down Troops to ſave their Lives : So this Man, 
Diſpers'd theſe Slaves: Had they been more and mightier, 
He had come off the greater, and more wonder. 
Cle. Where is the Man, good Sir, that we may honour 
Cal. That we may fall in ſuperſtition to him. (him? 
Dor. I know not that, from me he late departed, 
But not without that pious care to ſee ſafe 
Me. and my weak Men lodg'd, and dreſs'd ; I urg'd him A 
Firſt hither, that I might more freely thank him: 
He told me he had buſineſs, crav'd my Pardon, 
Buſineſs of much imporr. 11 
| Cle. Know you his Name? 
Dor. "That he deny'd me too: a Vow had bar'd him. * 
Cal. In that he was not noble to be nameleſs. * 
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Dor. Daughter, you muſt remember him when I am 
And in a noble ſort requite his Piety, (dead, 
'Twas his defire to dedicate this Service S tg 
Toyour fair Thoughts. Cal. He knows me then? 

Dor. I nam'd you, | 
And nam'd you mine: I think that's all his Knowledge. 

Cle. No Name, no Being ? 

Cal. Now I am mad to know him: 

Saving mine Honour, any thing I had now 
But to enjoy his ſight, but his bare Picture; 
Make me his Saint, I muſt needs honour him. 

Ser. I know his Name. 

Cal. There's thy Reward for't; __ it. $M 

Ser. His Man told me, but hedefir'd my ſilence. 

Cal. O Jaſper ſpeak, tis thy good Maſter's Cauſe too: 
We all are bound in gratitude to compel thee. 

Ser. Liſander, Yes, I am ſure it was Liſander. 

Cal. Liſander? Twas Liſander. F 
Cle. Tis Liſander. O my baſe Thoughts? my wicked? 

To make queſtion this act cou'd be another Man's: 
'Tis Liſander, a handſom timber'd Man. 3, 

Ser. Ves. | (mourn'd? 

Cle. My Liſander ! Was this Friend's abſence to be 

Cal. I grant it: $85 | 
Ill mourn his going now, and mourn it ſeriouſly - 

When you weep for him, Sir, ll bear you Company. 
That ſo much Honour, ſo much Hone . 
Shou'd be in one Man, to do things thus bravely, 

Make me his Saint, to me give this brave Service: 
What may I do to recompence his Goodneſs? 

I cannot tell. ape . 

Cle. Come, Sir, I know you are ſickly, ſo are your Men. 

Dor. T muſt confeſs I am weak, | 
And fitter for a Bed, than long Diſcourſes. | 

Cle. You ſhall hear to Morrow, to Morrow provide 
Dor. Liſander 5 | (Surgeons. 

Cal. What new Fire is this? Liſander—— [Exennt. 
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E uter Ie and Lancelot. 
Liſ. Pur 


ethee good Lancelot remember that 
Thy Maſter 5 Lifeis in thy truſt, and therefore 
Be very careful. 
Lan. I will loſe mine own, rather than hazard your; 
Liſ Take what diſguiſe , 
You in your own diſcretion ſhall think fitteſt, 
To keep your ſelf unknown. 
Lan. I warrant ye; 
"Tis not the firſt time I have gone inviſible: 
J am as fine a Fairy in a buſineſs 
Concerning Night-work ———— 
Liſ. Leave your Vanities: 
With this Purſe (which deliver'd, 
You may ſpare your Oratory) convey this Letter to 
Caliſta's Woman. | 
Lan. Tis a handſom Girl, Miſtreſs Clarinds: 
Liſ. T have made her mine. You know your work; 
Lan. And ifI ſweat not in it, | 
At my return diſcard me. [ Exit, 
Lil. O Caliſta! The faireſt ! cruelleſt! 
Enter Clarange. 
Clarg. So early ſtirring? A good Day to you. 
Li. I was viewing, Sit, 


I The ſite of your Houſe, and the bandſomneſs about it! 


Believe me it ſtands healthfully and ſweetly. 
Clara. The Houſe and Maſter of it really 
Are ever at your Service. Lf. I return it: 
Now if you pleaſe go forward in your Story 
Of your dear Friend and Miſtreſs. 
Clare. I will tell it, 
And tell it ſhort, becauſe tis Breakfaſt time, 
(And Lovea tedious thing to a quick Stomach) | 
Lou eat not Yeſter-ni mh 


Li/. 1 ſhall endure, 
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Clara. My ſelf and (as I then deliver'd to you) 

A Gentleman of noble hope, one Lidien, 

Both brought up from our Infancy together, 

One Company, one Friendſhip, and one Exerciſe, 

Ever affecting, one Bed holding us, 

One Grief, and one Joy parted ftill between us, 

ore than Companions, Twins in all our Actions, 
e grew up till we were Men, held our Heart till: 

ime call'd us on to Arms, we were one Soldier, 

Alike we ſought our Dangers and our Honours, 

loried alike one in anothers Nobleneſs - 

hen Arms had made us fit we were one Lover, 

Ve lov'd one Woman, lov'd without Diviſion, 

ind woo'd a long time with one fair Aﬀection 

and ſhe, as it appears, loves us, alike too. 

t length conſidering what our Love muſt grow to, 
nd cover in the end, this one was parted, 

Rivals and Honours make Men ſtand at diftance. 

e then woo'd with advantage, but were Friends ſtill, 

daluted fairly, kept the peace of Love, | 

We cou'd not both enjoy the Lady's Favour, 
ithout ſome ſcandal to her Reputation, 

e put it to her choice, this was her Sentence, 

Lo part both from her, and the laſt —_— | 

dhou'd be her Lord; we obey'd, and now you know it; 

ind for my part, (ſo truly I am rouch'd with't) 

will go far enough, and be the laſt too, 

Ur ne'er return. | 

Liſ. A ſentence of much Cruelty ; 

ut mild, compar'd with what's pronounc'd on me. 

Dur loving Youth is born to many Miſeries. , 

Vhat is that Lidian pray ye? (fair Lady: 
Clara. Califta's Brother, if ever you have heard of that 
45 I have ſeen her, Sir. | 

Clara. Then you have ſeen a wonder. 

Liſ. 1 do confeſs: Of what years is this Lidian? 
Cara. About my Years: There is not much between us. 
45 [ long to know him. | 

n. Tis a virtuous longin 


RY hopes hang on his noble Heal, 
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As bloſſoms on a Bough in May, and ſweet ones. 
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Liſ. Ve are a fair ſtory of your Friend. 
Clara. Of truth, Sir. Now, what's the matter? 
BTR Enter a Servant. | 

Ser. There is a Gentleman | 

At Door, would ſpeak with you on private Buſineſs. 
Clara. With me? | 
Ser. He ſays fo, and brings haſte about him. 
Clara. Wait on him in. [ Exit Se, 
Liſ. J will retire the while, to the next Room. 
Clara. We ſhall not long diſturb you. 


Enter Alcidon. B 
Alc. Save ye, Sir. | 
Clare. The like to you fair Sir: Pray you come near. WIT 
Alc. Pray you inſtruct me, for I know you not. 

With Monſieur Clarange I would ſpeak. T 
Clara. I am he, Sir: | A 

Ye are nobly welcome: I wait your buſineſs. 

Alc. This will inform you. | 

Clara. Will you pleaſe to fat down? [Read. WC 

He ſhall command me Sir, I'll wait upon him A: 

Within this hour. 

Ale. You're a noble Gentleman, A 

Will 't pleaſe you bring a Friend? we are two of us, | 

And pity either, Sir, ſhould be unfurniſh'd. | Ar 
Clara. I have none now, and the time is ſet ſoſhort; 

Twill not be poſſible. | 
Alc. Do me the Honour: 

I know you are ſo full of brave acquaintance, 

And worthy Friends, you cannot want a Partner: 

I would be loath to ſtand till, Sir; beſides, J 

. You know the Cuſtom and the vantage of it, 

I you come in alone. | 6.54 au 
Clara. And I muſt meet it. | a == 
Alc. Send, we'll defer an hour, let us be equal: In | 

Games won and loſt on equal Terms ſhew faireſt, | the 

| Clara. *Tis to no purpoſe to ſend any whither, + 1 
er 


Unleſs Men be at home by Revelation: BY 
So pleaſe you breath a while; when I have done with big " 
; 


En \ 


You may be exercis d too: I'll trouble no Man. 
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| + Enter Liſander. | 
Li They are very loud. Now what's the News? 
Clara. T muſt leave you, 


1805 


Leave you a while, two hours hence PII return, Friend. 


Liſ. Why, what's the matter? 
Clara. A little buſineſs. | 
Liſ. And't be but a little, you may take me with ye. 
Clara. Twill be a trouble to you. , 
Liſ. No indeed, to do you ſervice, I account a pleaſure; 
Clara, I muft alone. Liſ. Why? ; 
Clara. Tis A — | Pi 
Before you paſs the Walks, and back again, 
I will be with ye. Liſ. If it be not unmannerly 
To preſs you, I wou'd go. 
Clara IU tell you true, Sir, 
This Gentleman and I upon appointment, 
Are going to viſit a Lady. a 
Liſ. I am no Capuchin, why ſhou'd not I go? 
Alc. Take the Gentleman, * 


Come he may ſe: the Gentle woman too, 

And be moſt welcome, I do beſeech you take him: | 
Liſ. By any means, I love to ſee a Gentlewoman, 

A pretty Wench too. ID. 
Clara. Well, Sir, we'll meet you, | 

And at the Place: My Service to the Lady. 
Alc. I kiſs your Hand. T_T "> 
Clara, Prithee read o'er her Letter. . 


Liſander reads. 

Monſieur, | n 
Know you have conſider d the dark Sentence Olinda gave 
us, and that, however ſhe diſguis'd it, it pointed more at 

dux Swords Edges than our Bodies Baniſhments ; the'laſt muſt 
enjoy ber: if” we retire, our Touths, are Joſt in wandrmg, - 
in emulation we ſhall grow old Men, and feeble, which is 
the ſcorn of Love, and ruſt of Honour, and ſo return more fit 
to wed our Sepulchers, than the Saint we aim at; let us 
therefore make our Journey ſhort, and our Hearts ready, and 
2 Þ our Swords in dur Hands pur it to Fortune, which ſhall 
9 Wortby to receive that Hallig. TI tay you on the Mounr 


Vor. IV. | 


tan, 
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tain, our old bunting place, this Gentleman alone runs th 
bazard with me, and 1 505 your band. 5 
| Your Servant Lidia 


Is this your Wench? you'll find her a ſharp Miftres 
What have I thruſt my ſelf into? Is this that Lidian 
You told me of? Clara. The ſame. 

Liſ. My Lady's Brother? 

No Cauſe to heave my Sword againſt but his? 
To fave the Father Yeſterday, and this Morning 
To help to kill the Son? This is moſt courteous? 
The only way to make the Daughter doat on me, 

Clara. Why do you muſe? would ye go off? 

Liſ. No, no, I muſt on now. This will be kindly taken; 
No Life to ſacrifice, but part of hers? | 
Do you fight ſtraight? Clare. Yes, preſently. 

Liſ. To Morrow then, 7, 
The baleful Tidings of this Day will break out, 
| And this Night's Sun will ſet in Blood; I am troubl d: 
[/ If I am kill'd, I am happy. 

| Clara. Will you go, Friend? 
| Liſ. Tam ready, Sir. Fortune, thou haſt made me mot 
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{| ſtrous. ID 
1 Euter Malfort and Clarinda. 
1 Mal. Your Couſin, and my true Friend, luſty Lem, 
| Shall know how you uſe me. 
"i Clari. Be more temperate, 
= Or I will never uſe, nor know you more 
1 Tth' way of a Servant; all the Houſe takes notice 
Of your ridiculous foppery; I have no ſooner 
Perform'd my Duties in my Lady's Chamber, 
And ſhe ſcarce down the Stairs, but you appear 
1 Like my eyil Spirit ro me. | (mander 0 
ll al. CantheFiſh live out of the Water, or the Salt by 
[ Out of the Fire? or I live warm, but in N 
| | The Frying-pan of your favour ? ; 
| Clari, Pray you forget | 

| Your curious Compariſons, borrow'd from 
| The Pond, and Kitchen, and remember what 
| My Lady's pleaſure is for th* Entertaigment 
Of her noble Father. 37 Ma. 


% 
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Tis truth, but not to be confeſo d; in this 
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Mal. 1 would learn the Art of Memory in your Table- 


Book. (hend 
Clari. Very good, Sir, no more but up and ride, I appre« 
Your meaning, ſoft fire makes ſweet Malt, Sir: 7" - 


I'll anſwer you in a Proverb. 
Mal. But one kiſs from thy hony Lip. 
Clari: You fight too high, my Hand is 
A fair aſcent from my Foot. His ſlavering Kiſſes 
Spoil me more Gloves, enough for once, you'll ſurfeit 
With too much Grace. 
Mal. Have you no imployment for me? 
(Jari. Yes, yes, go ſend for Leon, and convey him 
Into the private Arbour, from his Mouth | 
] hear your Praiſes with more Faith. Door 
Mal. Iam gone. Yet one thing cerl go, there's at the 
The rareſt Fortune-teller, he hath told me 
The ftrangeſt things; he knows ye are my Miſtreſs, 
And under Seal deliver'd how many Children 
| ſhall beget on you; pray you give him hearing, 
He'll make it good to you. 
Clari, A cunning Man : 
Of your own making, howſoc'er I'll hear him 
At your intreaty. 
Mal. Now I perceive ye love me, 
At my entreaty, come in Friend remember 
To ſpeak as I directed, he knows his Leſſon, 
And the right way to pleaſe her; this it is 8 
To have a Head - piece. Exit. 
Enter Lancelot like a Fortune teller, with a Purſe, and 
two Letters in it. 
Cari, *Tis ſaid you can tell Fortunes to come, _ 
Lan. Yes, Miſtreſs, and what's paſt; _ 
Un-gloye your Hand; by this ſtraight Line I ſce 
You have lain crooked. | 
Cari. How? lain crooked? 
Lan. Yes; and in that poſture plaid at the old Game, 
(No Body hears me, and I'll be no blah) 
And at ir loſt your Maidenhead. 
Clari. A ſhrewd Fellow; 


M 2 Your 
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Your Palmeſtry deceives you; ſomething elſe, Sir. 
Lan. Ye are a great Woman with your Lady, and 

Acquainted with her Counſels. | 
Clari, Still more ſtrange. 
Lan. There is a noble Knight, Ziſander, loves her, 

W hom ſhe regards not, and the Deſtinies, | 

With whom I am familiar, have deliver'd 

That by your means alone he muſt enjoy her. 

Your Hand again, yes, yes, you have already 

Promis'd him your aſſiſtance, and what's more, 

Taſted his Bounty, for which, from the Sky 

There are two hundred Crowns drop'd in a Purſe, 

Look back, you'll find it true; nay, open it, 

| "Tis good Gold Pll aſſure you. | : 

| | Clari. How, two Letters? the firſt indors'd to me? thi 

0 Subſcrib'd Liſander. (to my Lady: 
Lan. And the Fortune-teller his Servant Lancelot. | 
C/ari. How had I loſt my Eyes, 

That I cou'd not know thee ? Not a word of the lols 

Of my Virginity, WOE: 

1 Lan. Nor who I am. | 

1 Clari. I'll uſe all ſpeedy means for your diſpatch, 

| With a welcome anſwer; but 'till you receive it, 

| Continue thus diſguis'd. Monſieur Malfort | 

(You know the way to humour him) ſhall provide 

A Lodging for you, and good Entertainment); S 

Nay, ſince we Trade both one way, thou ſhalt have | 


Some feeling with me, take that. ten A 
Lan. Bountiful Wench may ſt thou neꝰ er want imploy: Tl 
Clari. Nor ſuch ay, Boy. { Exeunt. Th 
Enter Lidian al | Alcidonat one Door, Liſander and ( 

Clarange at another. 1 

Lid. You're welcome. My 
Alc. Let us do our Office firſt, Th 
And then make choice of a new picce of Ground Ane 


To try our Fortunes. 
Lif. All's fair here. | 
Alc. Ard hete, their Swords arc equal. 2 
Liſ. If there be any odds in mine, we will exchange 
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Alc. We'll talk of that 
When we are farther off, farewel. br. 
Liſ. Farewel, Friend. Exe. Liſ. and Alc. 
er, Lid. Come, let us not be idle? 
| Clara. I will find you imployment, fear not. 
Lid. You know, Sir, the cauſe that brings us hither, 
Clara. There needs no more diſcourſing, 
No time nor place for repetition now. 
Lid. Let our Swords argue, and I wiſh, Clarange, 
The proud Olinda ſaw us. 
Cara, Wou'd the did; 
Whatever eſtimation ſhe holds of me, 
She ſhou'd behold me like a Man fight for her, 
? this BW Lid. Tis nobly ſaid; ſet on Love, and my Fortune 
Lady? Clara. The fame for me; come home brave Lidian, 
t. 'was manly thruſt, this token to the Lady, | 
Ve have it, Sir, deliver ir, take Breath, 
los WR fee ye bleed apace, ye ſhall have fair play. 
Enter Liſander. | 
Liſ. You muſt lye there a while, I cannot help you. 
Lid. Nay, then my Fortune's gone, I know I muſt dye: 
Yet dearly will I ſell my Love come on both, 
And uſe your Fortunes, I expect no favour ; 
e Weak as I am, my confidence ſhall meet ye. 
Cara. Yield up your cauſe, and live. 
ave Lid. What doit thou hold me? 
ment. A Recreant, that prefers Life before Credit? 
apl. Though I bleed hard, my Honour finds no Iſſue, 


oO 


xeunt. That's conftant to my Heart. | 
ind Clara. Have at your Life then. | 
Liſ. Hold, or Ti turn, and bend my Sword againſt ye; 
My Cauſe, Clarange too. View this brave Gentleman, 
That yet may live to kill you, he ſtands nobly, 
And has as. great a 8 of the day 
As you can tye unto your ſelf, he's ready, 
His Sword as ſharp, view him with that remembrance, 
That you deliver'd him to me, Clarange: 
angel \"d with thoſe Eyes, that clearneſs will become ye: 
iw him, as you reported him; ſurvey him, 
ix on your Friendſhip, Sir. I know you are _— 
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And ſtep but inward to your old Affection, 
Examine but that Soul grew to your Boſom, 
And try then if your Sword will bite, it cannot, 
The Edge will turn again, aſham'd and blunted 
Lidian, you are the pattern of fair Friendſhip, 
Exampled for your Love, and imitated, 
The Temple of true Hearts, ſtor'd with Affections, 
For ſweetneſs of your Spirit made a Saint: 
Can you decline this nobleneſs to anger? 
To mortal anger? *gainſt the Man ye love moſt? 
Have ye the Name of Virtuous, not the Nature? 
Lid. 1 will fit down. 
Clara. And I'll fit by you, Lidian. (things? 
Liſ. And VII go on. Can Heav'n be pleas'd with theſe 
To ſee two Hearts that have been twin'd together, 
Married in Friendſhip to the World, to wonder, 
Of one Growth, of one Nouriſhment, one Health, 
Thus mortally divorc'd for one weak Woman? 
Can Love be pleas'd? Love is a gentle Spirit, 
The Wind that blows the April Flowers not ſofter; 
She is drawn with Doves to ſhew her peacefulneſs. 
Lyons and bloody Pards are Mars's Servants. 
Would ye ſerve Love? do it with humbleneſs, 
Without a noiſe, with till Prayers, and ſoft Murmurs; 
'Upon her Altars offer your Obedience, 
And not your Brawls; ſhe's won with Tears, not Terrors: 
That fire ye kindle to her Deity, | 
Is only grateful when it blows with ſighs, 
And holy Incenſe flung with white-hand Innocence; 
| Ye wound her now; ye are too Superſtitious : 
No Sacrifice of Blood or Death ſhe longs for. 
Lid. Came he from Heay'n ? 
Clara. He tells us truth, good Lidian. 
Liſ. That part of noble Love which is moſt ſweet, 
And gives eternal Being to fair Beauty, 
Honour, you hack a pieces with your Swords: ; 
And that ye fight to crown, ye kill, fair Credit. - (ſhips 
. Clara. Thus we embrace, no more fight, but all Friend- 
And where Love pleaſes to beſtow his Benefits, 
Let us not argue, Lid. 
; F 
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Lid, Nay brave Sir, come in too; * 38 
You may love alſo, and may hope, if he do, CY , 
And not Ee _— there is no juſtice; 
Farewel, Friend, here let's part upon our Pilgrimage, 
It muſt be ſo, Cupid draws on our — | 
And where the lot lights 
cla. I ſhall count it happineſs. 
Farewel, dear Friend. 
Liſ. Firſt, let's reheve the Gentleman | 
That lies hurt in your Cauſe, and bring him off, 
And take ſome cure for your hurts; then Iwill part too, 
A third unfortunate, and willing Wanderer. | Exeunt. 4 
Enter Olinda, and Caliſta. 4 
Olin, My fears foreſaw t wou'd come to this. 
Cel. I wou'd your Sentence had been milder, 
Olin. 'Tis paſt help now. 
Cal. 1 ſhare in your deſpair, and yet my hopes 
Hare not quite left me, ſince all poſſible means 
Are praCtis'd to preyent the miſchief following 
Their mortal meeting; my Lord is coaſted one way, 
My Father, though his hurts forbad his travel, 
Hath took another; my Brother- in- Law Beronte, 
A third, and every minute we muſt look for 
85 The certain knowledge, which we muſt endure 
With that calm patience Heav'n ſhall pleaſe to lend us. 
ons: Euter Dorilaus, and Cleander ſeverally. 
Dor. Dead both? 
Cle. Such is the rumour, and 'tis general. 
3 Olin. J hear my Paſling-Bell. 
Cal, Jam in a Feaver. 's 
Cle. They ſay their Seconds too; but what they arc, 
Is not known yet, ſome worthy Fellows certain. 
Dor. Where had you knowledge? 
et, Cle. Of the Country People, tis ſpoken every where. 
Dor. 1 heard it ſo too 
And 'tis ſo common, I do half believe it. 
* You have loſt a Brother, Wench, he loy'd you well, 
_ And might have liv'd to havedone his Country Servicey 
aut he is gone, thou fell'ſt untimely Lidian, & 
Lid But by a valiant Hand, that's ſome {mall comfort, 
M4 And 


But you fear'd that. 
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ok him with thee too, thou lovꝰſt brave Company, 
g will do no good, you loſt a Servant, 


He might have liv'd to have been your Maſter, Lady, 


Olin. Good Sir, be tender to me, | 
The News is bad enough, you need not preſs it, 
I lov'd him well, I lov'd 'em both. 
Dor. It ſeems ſo. 
How many more have you to love fo, Lady? _ 
They were both Fools to fight for ſuch a Fiddle; 
Certain there was a dearth of noble Anger, 
W hen a ſlight Woman was thought worth a quarrel, 
Olin. Pray you think nobler. 
Dor. I'Iltell thee what I think, the Plague, War, Famine, 
Nay put in Dice and Drunkenneſs, and thoſe 
You'll grant are pretty helps, kill not ſo many 
(mean ſo many noble) as your Loves do, | 
Rather your Lewdneſs; | crave your mercy, Women. 
Be not off:nded if I anger ye. | 
I am ſure ye have touch'd me deep, I came to be merry, 
And with my Children, but to ſee one ruin'd 
By this fell accident—are they all dead? 
if they be, ſpeak? 
Cle. What News? 
Enter Beronte, Alcidon, and Clarinda following T 
with a Letter. 
Ber. What dead? ye poſe me; 


I underſtand you not. 
Cle. My Brother Lidian, Clarange, and their Seconds. Wl Fc 


. Ber. Here is one of *em, and ſure this Gentleman's alive. 
. Alc. 1 hope ſo, ſo is your Son, Sir, ſo is brave Clarange: | 


They fought indeed, and they were hurt ſufficiently; It 
We were all hurt, that bred the general rumour, Pit 
But Friends again all, and like Friends we parted. He 
Cle. Heard ye of Liſander ? 1 Of 
Ber. Yes, and miſs'd him narrowly ; (man, But 
He was one of the Combatants, fought with this Gentle. ( 
Second againſt your Brother; by his Wiſdom My 
(For certainly good Fortune follows him) ti 
e: 


All was made peace. I'll tell you the reſt at Dinner, 
For we are hungry. Alc. 
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'Alc. J before I eat Aci 1 tt fy 
Muſt pay a Vow I am ſworn to; my Life, Madam, 
Was at Liſander's mercy, I live by it; | 
And for the noble Favour, he deſir'd me 
To kiſs your fair Hand for him, offering 
This ſecond ſervice as a Sacrifice 
At the Altar of your Virtues. 

Dor. Come, joy on all ſides ; 

Heav'n will not ſuffer honeſt Men to periſh. 

Cle. Be proud of ſuch a Friend. 

Dor. Forgive me Madam, | | 
It was a grief might have concern'd you near too. 

Cle. No work of excellence but {ſtill Liſander, 

Go thy ways worthy. | | 

Olin. We'll be merry too: 10 
Were I to ſpeak again, I would be wiſer. . 

| [Exe. Manet Clarin. and Caliſt. 

Cal. Too much of this rare Cordial makes me Sick, 
However I obey you. He 

Cari. Now or never is an apt time to move her. Ma- 

Cal. Who's that? (dam. 

Clari, YourServant, I wouldſpeak with your Ladiſhip. 

Cal. Why doſt thou look about? 

Clari, J have private buſineſs _ ; 

; That none muſt hear but you. Liſander —— 
Cal. Where ? | Fs 1 
Cari. Nay, is not here, but wou' d entreat this favour, 
dome of your Balſome from your own Hand given, 
ond. For he is much hurt, and that he thinks wou d cure him. 
live. Cal. He ſhall have all, my Pray'rs too. | 
ange Clari. But conceive me, 1 
; t muſt be from your ſelf immediately. 
Pity ſo brave a Gentleman ſhou'd periſh, 
He is Superſtitious, and he holds your Hand 
Ot infinite Power. I won'd not urge this Madam, 
man, But only in a Man's Extreams, to help him. 
entic- Cal. Let him come, good Wench, tis that I wiſh, I am 
My Husband his true Friend, my noble Father, (happy in tz 
be fair Olinda, all defire to ſee him; i 
jer, He ſhall have many Hands. | ene 
Alc. Clari, That he delires n Nor 


— 


- 
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Nor Eyes, but yours to look upon his Miſeries, 
For then he thinks *rwou'd be no perfect cure, Madam, 
He wou'd come private. | 
Cal. How can that be here ? | 
I ſhall do Lee unto all thoſe that honour him, 
Beſides my Credit. 
Clari. Dare ye not truſt a hurt Man? 
Not ſtrain a courteſic to fave a Gentleman? 
To fave his Life, that has ſav'd all your Family? 
A Man that comes like a poor mortify'd Pilgrim 
Only to beg a bleſſing, and depart again? 
He wou'd but ſee you, that he thinks wou'd cure him, 
But fince you find fit reaſons to the contrary, | | 
And that it cannot ſtand with your clear Honour, 
Though you beſt know how well he has deſerv'd of ye; 
I'll ſend him word back, though I grieve to do it, 
Grieve at my Soul, for certainly *twill kill him, 
What your will is. 4 | 
Cal. Stay, I will think upon't; where is he, Wench? 
Clari. If you deſire to fee him, EE 
Let not that trouble you, he ſhall be with ye, 
And in that time that no Man ſhall ſuſpect ye; 
Your Honour, Madam, is in your own tree keeping; 
' Your Care in me, in him all Honeſty ; 
If ye deſire him not, let him paſs by ye: 
And all his Buſineſs reckon but a Dream. 
Cal. Go in and counſel me, I wou'd fain ſee him, 
And willingly comfort him. 
Clari. Tis in your Pow'r. 
And if you dare truſt me, you ſhall do it ſafely. 


Read that, and let that tell you, how he honours you. 
N [ eunt. 


Enter Clarinda with à Key, and Leon. 
Leon. T His happy Night. Kiſſes ber. 
EL carl. Preſerve this eagerneſs U 1 
Till we meet nearer, there is ſomething done 


— 2 TOI — 2 2 — 


— 
- 
4% * 


Will 
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ill give us opportunity. 
ell Witty Girl, the Plot? 
du. You ſhall hear that at leiſure, 
The whole Houſe reels with joy ar the report 
Of Lidian's ſafety, and that joy increas'd 
From their Affection to the brave Liſandor, 


In being made the happy Inſtrument to compound 
The bloody Difference. 


Leon. They will hear ſhortly that 

Will turn their Mirth to Mourning ; he was then 

The principal means to ſave two lives, but ſince 

There are two faln, and by his ſingle Hand, 

For which his Life muſt anſwer, if the King, 

Whoſe Arm is long, can reach him. (this Key, 
Clari. We have now no ſpare time to hear ſtories z take 


Twill make your paſſage to the Banquetting-Houſe 
Tthe Garden free. 


Leon. You will not fail ro come? | 
Clari. For mine own fake ne'er doubt it? now for Li- 
ſander. | [ Exit Leon. 
Enter Dorilaus, Cleander, and Servants with Lights, 
Dor. To Bed, to Bed, tis very late. 
Cle. To Bed all, I have drank a Health too much. 
Dor. You'll ſleep the better, 
My uſual Phyſick that way. 
Cle. Where's your Miſtreſs ? 
dari. She is above, but very ill and aguiſh - 


The late fright of her Brother has much troubl'd her; 
dhe would entreat to lye alone. 


Ce. Her pleaſure. (Health, 


Dor. Commend my love to her, and my Prayers for her 
Il ſee her e'er I go. [ Ex. Manet Clari. 
Clari. All — reſt to ye: 
Now to my watch for Liſander, when he's furniſh'd, 
For mine own Friend; fince I ſtand Centinel, 
love to laugh i'th* Evenings too, and may, 

he privilege of my place will warrant it. [Exit. 
Enter Lifander, and Lancelot. 

Liſ. You have done well hitherto; where are we now? 
Lan. Not far from the Houſe, I hear by th' Owles, 


There 


ez 


h? 
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There are many of your Welch Faulconers about it; 
Here were a Night to chuſe to run away with 
Another Man's Wife, and do the feat. | 
Liſ. Peace, Knave, | Wer | 
The Houſe is here before us, and ſome may hear us; 
The Candles are all out. | 
Lan, But one 1th? Parlor, | 
I ſee it fimper hither; pray come this way. | 
Liſ. Step to the Garden Door, and feel and't be open. 
Lan. 1am going, luck deliver me from the Saw-pits, 
Or I am buried quick: I hear a Dog, 

No, tis a Cricket, ha? here's a Cuckold buried, 
Take heed of his Horns, Sir; here's the Door, tis open, 
Clarinda at the Door. Who's there? | 

Li. Friend. 
Clari. Sir, Li ſander? 
LV. I. 
Clari. Ve are welcome, follow me, and make no noiſe. 
4 Goto your Horſe, and keep your watch with care, 
Sirrah, | | 
And be ſure ye ſleep not. [ Ex. Lif, Clati. 
Lan. Send me out the Dairy-maid 
To play at trump with me, and keep me waking. 
My fellow Horſe, and I, now muſt diſcourſe 
Like two learn'd Almanack-makers, of the Stars, 
And tell what a plentiful Year 'twill prove of Drunkards 
If 1 had but a pottle of Sack, like a ſharp prickle, 
To knock my Noſe againſt when I am nodding, 
I ſhould fing like a Nightingale, but I muſt 
Keep watch without it, I am apt to dance, 

Good fortune guide me from the Fairies Circles. [ Exit. 
Enter Clarinda with a Taper, and Liſander with a Piſtol, 
| two Chairs ſet out. | 

_ Clari, Come near, I[Cal. frting behind a Curtain. 
PI leave ye now, draw but that Curtain, 

And have your wiſhz now Leon I am for thee. 
We that are Servants muſt make uſe of ſtoln hours, . 
And be glad of ſnatch'd occaſions. Exit. 
Liſ. She is aſleep, | 


* Love hath clos'd his Lights, I may look on her, 
y | | - Within 
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And ſeal the fair Faith of a Gentleman on it. 
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Within her Eyes has lock'd his Graces up, 

I may behold and live; how ſwe-t ſhe breaths? 

The orient Morning breaking out in Odours. 

Is not ſo full of Perfumes as her Breath is; 
She is the Abſtract of all Excellence, and ſcorns a Paralel. 

Cal. Who's there? (Lady, 

Liſ. Your Servant, your moſt obedient Slave, adored 
That comes but to behold thoſe Eyes again, 

And pay ſome Vows | have to ſacred Beauty, 
And fo paſs by; I am blind as Ignorance, 

And know not where 1 wander, how live, 

Till 1 receive from their bright Influence 

Light to direct me, for Devotions ſake, 

You are the Saint I tread theſe holy Steps to, 

And holy Saints are all relenting Sweetneſs; 

Be not enrag'd, nor be not angry with me; 

The greateſt Attribute of Heay'n is Mercy; 
And 'tis the Crown of Juſtice, and the Glory, 
Where it may kill with Right, to fave with Pity. 

Cal. Why do you kneel, I know you come to mock me, 
Tupbraid me with the Benefits you've given me, 
Which are too many, and too mighty, Sir, 

For my Return; and I confeſs tis Juſtice, 

That for my Cruelty you ſhould deſpiſe me, 

And I expect, however you are calm now, 

A Foil you ſtrive to ſet your Cauſe upon, 

It will break out; Caliſta is unworthy, : . 

of proud, diſdainful, acknowledge all, 

Colder of Comfort than the frozen North is, 

And more a Stranger to Liſander's Worth, 

His Youth and Faith, than it becomes her Gratitude; 

I bluſh to grant it, yet take this along, | 

A ſoveraign Medicine to allay Diſpleaſure, 

May be an Argument to bring me off too; L 

She is marry'd, and ſhe is chaſte z how ſweet that ſounds? 

How it perfumes all Air tis ſpoken in? C 

O dear Liſander, wou'd you ak this Union? | 
Liſ. No, I adore it: Let me kiſs your Hand, 


= 


Cal. You are truly valiant, would it not afflict v0. 
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To have the horrid Name of Coward touch you? 
Such is the W hore to me. 
Liſ. I nobly thank ye; 
And may I be the ſame when I diſhonour ye; 
This I may do again. |  [iffng ber Han 
Cal. Ye may, and worthily; 5 
Such Comforts Maids may grant with Modeſty, 
And neither make her poor, nor wrong her Bounty; 
Noble Liſander, how fond now am I of ye? 
I heard you were hurt. 
Liſ. You dare not heal me, Lady? 
I am hurt here. How ſweetly now ſhe bluſhes? 
Excellent Objects kill our Sight, ſhe blinds me: 
The Roſes in the Pride of May ſhew pale to her. 
O Tyrant Cuſtom, and O coward Honour! 


How ye compel me to put on mine own Chains? 


May J not kiſs you now in Superſtition ? 

For you appear a thing that I would kneel to: 

Let me err that way. [Kiſſes ber 
Cal. Ye ſhall err for once, I have a kind of noble 

Pity on you. | 

Among your manly Sufferings, make this moſt, 

To err no farther in Deſire, for then, Sir, 

Ye add unto the Gratitudes I owe you; 

And after Death, your dear Friend's Soul ſhall bleſs you. 
Liſ. I am wondrous honeſt. | 


Cal. I dare try. | [Kiſer 
Liſ. I have taſted a Bleſſedneſs too great for dul 
Once more, and let me dic. | (Mortality 


Cal. I dare not murther ; 
How will Maids curſe me if I kill with Kiſſes? 
And young Men flie th* Embraces of fair Virgins? 
Come pray fit down, but let's talk temperately. 
Liſ. Is my dear Friend abed? | 
Cal. Yes, and aſleep; 
Secure aſleep, tis Midnight too Liſander, 


Speak not ſo loud. 


Liſ. You ſee I am a Statue, 
I cou'd not ſtand elſe, as I had eaten Ice, 


Or took into my Blood a drowſie Poiſon, ; 
And Nature's nobleſt, brighteſt Flame burn in me; 


Midnight: 


— — | 
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Midnight? and I ſtand quietly to behold ſo? 
The Alarm rung, and I fleep like a Coward? 
| am worn away, my Faith, and dull Obedience 
Like Crutches, carry my decayed Body 
Down to the Grave, I have no Youth within me, 
Yet happily you love too. | 

Cal. Love with Honour. 

Liſ. Honour? What's that? 'tis but a ſpecious Title 
We {ſhou'd not prize too high. 

Cal. Dearer than Life. | 

Liſ. The Value of it, is as Time has made it, 
And Time and Cuſtom have too far inſulted : 
We are no Gods, to be always tied to Strictneſs, 
is a Preſumption to ſhew too like em; 
March but an Hour or two under Loves Enſigus, 
We have Examples of great Memories 


That Wife that by Example fins, fins double, 
And pulls the Curtain open to her Shame too; 
Methinks to enjoy you thus 
Liſ. *Tis no Joy, Lady; 
A longing Bride, if ſhe ſtop here, wou'd cry, 
The Bridegroom too, and with juſt cauſe curſe 
But yield a little, be one Hour a Woman, 
(I do not ſpeak this to compel you, Lady) 
And give your Will but Motion, let it ſtir, 
But in the Taſte of that weak Fears call Evil, 
Try it to underſtand it, we'll do nothing, 
You'll never come to know pure good elſe. 
Cal. Fie, Sir. | 
Liſ. J have found a Way; let's {lip into this Error 
Innocents, that know not what we did; 
As we were dreaming both let us embrace; 
he Sin is none of ours then, but our Fancies; 
What have I ſaid? what Blaſphemy to Honour? 
O my baſe Thoughts! pray ye take this and ſhoot me. 


Hymen; 


My villain Thoughts! [ Noiſe within. 
Cal. I weep your Miſery, and wou'd to Heav'n —— 
J. It comes on louder. (W hat Noiſe? 


Kill me, and ſave your ſelf; ſave your fair Fen. 


— 


Cal. But foul ones too, that Greatneſs cannot cover, 


-w 
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My bale laſcivious Life, ſhoot quickly Lady. 


And lay the Fault on me, let my Life periſh, 


Cal. Not for the World; retire behind the Hangings, 
And there ſtand cloſe my Husband, cloſe Liſander. 
Enter Cleander with a Taper. 

Cle. Deareſt, are you well? 

Cal. O my fad Heart; my Head, my Head; 

Cle. Alas poor Soul ! W hat do you out of your Bed? 
You take cold my Caliſta; how do ye? (Fright —. 
| Cal. Not ſo well, Sir, to lye by ye: my Brothers 

Cle. J had a frightful Dream too, | 
A very frightful Dream, my beſt Caliſta. 
Methought there came a Dragon to your Chamber, 
A furious Dragon, Wife, 1 vet ſhake at it. "=P 
Are all things well? | 

Liſ. Shall I ſhoot him? 

Caf. No.— -All well, Sir. 

"Twas but your Care of me, your loving Care, 
Which always watches. Tho 

Cle. And methought he came | 
As if he had riſen thus out of his Den, 

As I do from theſe Hangings. | 
' Liſ. Dead. 

Cal. Hold, good Sir. 

Cle. And forc'd ye in his Arms thus. 

Cal. Twas but Fancy | 
That troubled ye, here's nothing to diſturb me, 
Good, Sir, to reſt again, and I'm now drowhie, 
And will to bed; make no Noiſe, dear Husband, (bed. 
But let me fleep; before you can call any Body I am+ 

Cls. This, and ſweet Reſt dwell with ye. [Ext 

cal. Come out again; and as you love, Liſander, . 
Make haſte away, you ſee his Mind is troubled: 
Do you know the Door ye came at? 

Liſ. Well, ſweet Lady. 

Cal. And can ye hit it readily? 

Lif. ] warrant ye; 

And muſt I go? Muſt here end all my Happineſs? 
Here in a Dream, as if it had no Subſtance? 


Cal. 
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Cal. For this time, Friend, or here begin our ruins; 
We are both miſerable. 

Liſ. This is ſome comfort 
In my Afflictions; they are fo full already, 
They can find no encreaſe. 

Cal. Dear, ſpeak no more. 

Liſ. You muſt be ſilent then. 

cal. Farewel, Liſander, thou joy of Man farewel. 

Liſ. Farewel, 1 Lady, | | 
Honour of Woman-kind, a heav'nly Bleſſing. 
Cal. Be ever honeſt. 
Liſ. 1 will be a Dog elſe; 
The Virtues of Mind FIl make my Library, 
n which I'll ſtudy the celeſtial Beauty: 
Y our Conſtancy, my Armour that I'll fight in: 
ind on my Sword your Chaſtity ſhall fir, 
Terror to Rebel Blood. 
Cal. Once more farewel : [ Noiſewithin. 
D that my Modeſty cou'd hold you ſtill, Sir,---he comes 
Liſ. Heav'n keep my Hand from Murther, (again. 
urther of him I love. 
Cal. Away dear Friend, 
Down to the Garden Stairs, that way, Liſander, 

e are betray'd elſe. | 
Liſ. Honour guard the Innocent. [Exit Liſ. 

Enter Cleander. 
Cle. Still up? I fear d your Health 
. Has miſs'd him happily; _ 
(bed. Yam going now, I have done my Meditations, 
am + Wy Heart's almoſt at peace. 
Exit. . LL, 2 warm Bed then. Piſtol foe with 
4 I will, pray ye lead. A Piſtol ſhot within. 
Cle. A Piſtol mot ith Houſe ? 
t theſe hours? ſure ſome Thief, ſome Murtherer : 
iſe ho, riſe all, I am betray'd. 
2 Fortune 
giddy thing! he has met ſome oppoſition, 
nd killd; I am confounded, loft for ever. vv 
Enter Dorilaus. 

Dor. Now, what's the matter ? | 2&8 
Ce. Thieves, my noble Father, Villains and Rogues. 
Vor. IV. 1 N Dor. 


ks 
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4 5 You muſt ſit up; and they had come to your Cham. 
7 er | 


* 


Dor. Indeed I heard a Piſtol, let's ſearch about. 
Euter Malfort, Clarinda, and Servants. 
Mal. To Bed again, they are gone, Sir, 
I will not bid you thank my Valour for't; 
Gone at the Garden-door, there were a dozen 


And bravely arm'd, I ſaw 'em. . 


Clari, 1 am glad, glad at the Heart. 

Ser. One ſhot at me, and miſs'd me. 

Mal. No, 'twas at me, the Bullet flew cloſe by me, 
Cloſe by my Ear; another had a huge Sword, | 
Flouriſh'd it thus; but at the point I met him, 

But the Rogue taking me to be your Lordſhip, 

(As ſure your Name is terrible, and we 

Not much unlike in the dark) roar'd out aloud, 

"Tis the kill Cow Dorilaus, and away | 
They ran as they had flown: Now you muſt love me, 
Or fear me for my Courage, Wench. 

Clari. O Rogue | 
O lying Rogue! Liſander ſtumbled, Madam 
At the Stairs head, and in the fall the ſnot went off; 
Was gone before they roſe. | | 

Cal. I thank Heav'n for't. . | 

Clari. I was frighted too, it ſpoil'd my Game with Len. 


Door open 
What pranks would they have plaid: How came the 
Mal. 1 heard 'em when they forc'd it; up J roſe, 

Took Durindana in my Hand, and like 
Orlando, iſſu'd forth. 
Clari. J know you are valiant. 
Cle. To bed again, N 
And be you henceforth provident; at Sun-rifing 
We muſt part for a while. 
Dor. When you are a-bed, 
Take leave of her, there 'twill be worth the taking, 


Here *tis but a cold Ceremony; e er long M 
We'll find Liſander, or we have ill fortune. T 
Cle. Lock all the Doors faſt. | | 
Mal. Though they all ſtood open, | (Eee Fe 


My Name writ on the Door, they dare not enter. Erne 
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Enter Glarange, and Friar with a Letter, 
Clara. Turn'd Hermit ? | 
Friar. Yes, and a devour one too; I heard him preach: 
Clara. That leſſens my belief, 6 
For though I grant my Lidian a Scholar 
As far as fits a Gentleman, he hath ſtudied 
Humanity, and in that he is a Maſter, 
Civility of Manners, Courtſhip, Arms; 
me, But rever aim'd at, as I could perceive, 
The deep Points of Divinity. 
Friar. That confirms his 
Devotion to be real, no way tainted 
With Oſtentation or Hypocrifie, 
The cankers of Religion; his Sermon 
So full of Gravity, and with ſuch ſweetneſs 
me, Deliver'd, that it drew the admiration 
Of all the hearers on him; his own Letters 
To you, which witneſs he will leave the World, 5 
And theſe to fair Olinda, his late Miſtreſs, 
ﬀf; In which he hath with all the moving Language 
That cver expreſs'd Rhetorick, ſollicited 
The Lady to forget him, and make you 
Leun. Bleſſed in her Embraces, may remove 
ham. All ſcrupulous doubts. 


open! Clara, It ſtrikes a ſadneſs in me, 
1 the WF 1 know not what to think of t. 
05 Friar, E'er he entred 


His ſollitary Cell, he pen'd a Ditty, 
His long and laſt fare wel to Love, and Women, 
So feelingly, that I confeſs however 
It ſtands not with my Order to be taken 
With ſuch Poetical Raptures; I was mov'd, 
And ſtrangely with it. 
Clara. Have you the Copy? | 
8 Friar. Ves, Sir : I 
My Novice too can ſing it, if you pleaſe | 
To give him hearing. 
Clara. And it will come timely, 


I T0 
[ Exe. For I am full of melancholy — 7 


Ent: 


Againſt, 
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Againſt which I have heard, with reaſon, Muſick 
To be the ſpeedieſt cure, pray you apply it. 


A SONG by the Novice. 


Adien fond Love, farewel you wanton Pow'rs, 
I am free again; | 5 
Thou dull Diſeaſe of Blood and Idle Hours. 
Bewitching pain, | 
Fly to the Fools that ſigh away their time. 
My nobler Love to Heav'n climb, 
And there bebold Beauty ſtill young, 
That Time can ne er corrupt, nor Death deſtroy ; 
Immortal Sweetneſs by fair Angels ſung, 
And honour'd by Eternity and Joy: fy 
There lives my Love, thither my Hopes aſpire; 
Fond Love declines, this beav'nly Love grows higher. 


Fri, How do ye approve it? 
Clara. To its due deſert, 
It is a heav'nly Hymn, no Ditty, Father, 
It paſſes through my Ears unto my Soul, 
And works divinely on it; give me leave 
A little to conſider; ſhall Ide 
Out- done in all things? nor good of my ſelf, 
Nor by Example? ſhall my looſe hopes ſtill, 


P 


The viands of a fond Affection, feed me H 
As I were a ſenſual Beaſt, ſpiritual Food \ 
Refus d by my ſick Pallat? tis reſoly'd. *s 
How far off, Father, doth this new-made Hermit M 
Make his abode? x 
Fri. Some two days Journey, Son. | 
Clara. Having reveal d my fair intentions to ye, n 
1 hope your Piety will not deny me 0 
Your aids to further 'em? | p 
Fri. That were againſt a good Man's Charity. 7 
Clara. My firſt Requeſt is, 0 
You wou'd ſome time, for reaſons I will ſhew you, 7 


Defer delivery of Lidian's Letters 
To fair Olinda. | 

Fre. Well, Sir. 

Clara. For what follows, 


- — — — ww 
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You ſhall direct me; ſomething I will do, 
A new born Zeal and Friendſhip prompts me to. [Ex. 
Enter Dorilaus, Cleander, Chamberlain, a Table, 
Tapers and Chairs. 
Cle. We have ſupp d well, Friend; let our Beds be read Ys 
We muſt be ſtirring e.rly. | 
Cham. They are made, Sir. 
Dor. I cannot ſleep yet, where's the jovial Hoſt 
You told me off? thas been my cuſtom ever 
To parly with mine Hoſt. 
Cle. He's a good Fellow, 
And ſuch a one I know you love to laugh with ; 
Go call your Maſter up. | 
Cham. He cannot come, Sir. 
Dor. Is he a-bed with his Wife? 
am. No certainly. 
Dor. Or with ſome other Gueſts? 
Cham. Neither, and't like ye. 
Cle, Why then he ſhall come by your leave my Friend, 
Pl fetch him up my ſelf. 
Cham. Indeed you'll fail, Sir. 
Dor. Is he i'th Houſe? 
Cham. No, but he is hard by, Sir; | 
Heis faſt in's Grave, he has been dead theſe three Weeks. 
Dor. Then o' my Conſcience he will come but lamely, 
And diſcourſe worſe. | + 
Cle. Farewel mine honeſt Hoſt then, 
ine honeſt merry Hoſt; will you to Bed yet? 
Dor. No, not this hour, I prithee fit and chat by me. 
de. Give us a Quart of Wine then, we'll be merry. 
Dor. A match, my Son; pray let your Wine be living, 
Or lay it by your Maſter. 
am. It ſhall be quick, Sir. Exit. 
Dor. Has not mine Hoſt a Wife? : 


8 Ce. A good old Woman. | 
Dor. Another Coffin, that is not ſo handſome; = 
Your Hoſteſſes in Inns ſhould be Blith things, 

retty and young, to draw in Paſſengers 


vou e 'lI never fill her Beds well, if ſhe be not beauteous. 
| N 3 Eure; 
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Enter Chamberlain with Mine. 

Cle. And courteous too. 

Dor. I, I, and a good Fellow, 

That will miſtake ſometimes a Gentleman 
For her good Man, Well done; here's to Liſander. 

Cle. My full Love meets it; make fire in our Lodging, 
We'll trouble thee no farther ; to your Son. | Ex. Cham, 

Dor. Put in Clarange too; off with't, I thank ye; 
This Wine drinks merrier ſtill. O for mine Hoſt now, 
Were he alive again, and well diſpos'd, 
I would fo claw his Pate. 

Cle. You're a hard drinker. 

Dor. Tlove to make mine Hoſt drunk, he will lye then 
The rareſt, and the roundeſt, ot his Friends, (too 
His Quarrels, and his Gueſts, and they are the beſt Bauds 
Take 'em in that Tune. 


Cle. You know all. | N 

Dor. I did Son, but Time and Arms have worn me out. 

Cle. Tis late, Sir, Ihear none ſtirring. [A Lute is ſtruck. | 

Dor. Hark, what's that, a Lute? | M 
*Tis at the Door, I think. 

Cle. The Doors are ſhut faſt. + 
Dor. *Tis Morning ſure, the Fidlers are got up | 
To fright Mens ſleeps; have we ne'er a Pils-pot ready? 


. Cle. Now I remember, I have heard mine Hoſt that's 
Touch a Lute rarely, and as rarely ſing too, (dead, 
A brave {till mean. 
Dor. I wou'd give a brace of French Crowns | 
To ſee him riſe and fiddle. : | 
Cle. Hark, a Song; now as I live it is his Voice. J 


A SONG. > 

Ii late and cold, ſtir up the Fire; Mis 
Sit cloſe, and draw the Table nigber; F 
Be merry, and drink Wine that's old, C 
A hearty Medicine gainſt a Cold. . 
Tour Beds of wanton Down the beſt, _ | 5 
Where you ſhall tumble to your reſt; fe; 
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I cou'd wiſh you Wenches roo, 
But I am dead, and cannot do; 
Call for the beſt the Houſe may ring, 
Sack, White, and Claret, let them bring, 
And drink apace, while Breath you have, 
Tow'll find but cold Drink in the Grave; 
_ Plover, Partridge, for your Dinner, 
And @ Capon 2 the Sinner, 
Ton ſball find ready when you're up, 
And your Horſe foal have his ſup : 
Welcome ſhall fly round, 
And T ſhall ſmile though under Ground. 


Dor. He Sings well, the Devil has a pleaſant Pipe. 
Cle, The fellow 1y'd ſure, | 
Enter Hoſt, 
He is not dead, he's here: how pale he looks? 
Dor. Is this he? * 
Cle. Yes. 
Hit. You are welcome noble Gentlemen, 
My brave old Gueſt moſt welcome. 
Cle. Lying Knaves, | 
To tell us you were dead; come fit down by us, 
We thank ye for your Song. | 
Heſft. Wou'd 't had been better. 
Dor. Speak, are ye dead ? 
Ht. Yes indeed am I Gentlemen, 
| have been dead theſe three Weeks. OR | 
Dor. Then here's to ye, to comfort your cold Body. 
Cle. What do you mean? Stand further off. 
Dor. I will ſtand nearer to him, 
Shall he come out on's Coffin, to bear us Company, 
And we not bid him welcome? Come mine Hoſt, 
Mine honeſt Hoſt, here's to ye. 
Hoſt. Spirits, Sir, drink not ? 
Cle. Why do ye appear? 
Hoſt. To wait upon ye Gentlemen, 
'Thas been my Duty living, now my Farewel ; 
fear ye are not us d accordingly.” ö 
1 Dor, I cou'd with you warmer company, mine ons 


N 4 How 
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However we are us'd ? 
Hut. Next to entreat a courteſie, 
And then I go to peace. 
Cie. Is't in our Power? | 
Hoſt. Yes, and tis this, to ſee my Body buried 
In holy Ground, for now I lie unhallow'd, 
By the Clark's fault; let my new Grave be made 
Amongſt good Fellows, that have dicd before me, 
And merry Hoſts of my kind. 
Cle. Ir ſhall be done. | 
Dor. And forty Stoops of Wine drank at thy Funeral, 
Cle. Do you know our Travel? | 
. Hoſt. Ves, to ſeek your Friends, 
That in Afflictions wander now. 
Cle. Alas! ; 
Hoſt. Seck 'em no farther, but be confident 
They ſhallreturn in peace. 
Dor. There's comfort yet. a (Hokt, 
Cle. Pray ye one word more; is't in your Pow'r, mine 
Anſwer me ſoftly, ſome hours before my Death, 
To give me warning ? | 
Hoſt. 1 cannot tell ye truly, 
But if I can, ſo much alive I loy'd ye, | 
I will appear again; adieu. Err 
Dor. Adieu, Sir. | 
Cle. I am troubled; theſe ſtrange Apparitions are 
For the moſt part fatal. . 
Dor. This, if told, will not | 
Find credit; the Light breaks apace, let's lye down 
And take ſome little Reſt, an hour or two, 
Then do mine Hoſt's deſire, and ſo return; 
I do belieye him. | 
Ce. So do TI; to reſt, Sir. [ Exe, 
Enter Caliſta, and Clarinda. | 
Cal. Clarinda? © 
Clari. Madam. 
Cal. Is the Houſe well order'd? 
The Doors look'd to now in your Maſter's abſence? 
Your Care, and Diligence amongſt the Servants? 
Clari. I am ſtirring, Madam, 


- 


Cal. 
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Cal. So thou art Clarinda, 8 g 
More than thou oughtꝰ ſt I am ſure; why doſt thou bluſh ? 
| Clari, I do not bluſh. | 
Cal. Why doſt thou hang thy head, Wench? | 
Clari. Madam, ye are deceiv'd, I look upright, 
| underſtand ye not: She has ſpied Leon. [ Afide. 
Shame of his want of caution. | ; 
Cal. Look on me; what, bluſh again ? 
Clari. Tis more than I know, Madam; 
[ have no cauſe that J find yet. 
Cal. Examine then. | 
Clari. Your Ladiſhip is ſet, T think; to ſhame me. 
Cal. Do notdeſerve*t. Who lay with you laſt Night? 
What Bedfellow had ye? None of the Maids came near 
Clari. Madam, they did. (ye. 
Cal. Twas one in your Couſin's Cloaths then, 
And wore a Sword; and ſure I keep no Amazons, 
Wench do not lie, *twill but proclaim thee Guilty; 
Lies hid our Sins like Nets; like PerſpeQtives, 
They draw Offences nearer ſtill, and greater: 
Come tell the truth. 
Clari. You are the ſtrangeſt Lady | 
To have theſe doubts of me; how have liv'd, Madam? 
it. And which of all my careful Services deſerves theſe 


Cal. Leave facing, *twill not ſerve ye: (Shames? _ | 


This impudence becomes thee worſe than Lying. 
thought ye had liv'd well, and I was proud of t; 

But you are pleas'd to abuſe my Thoughts; who was't? | 
Honeſt Repentance yet will make the fault leſs. | 
Cari. Do ye compel me? Do you ſtand fo ftrift too? 

Nay, then have at ye; I ſhall rub that Sore, Madam, 

Since ye provoke me, will but vex your Ladiſhip; 
Let me alone. 
Cal. J will know. 
Ulari, For your own peace, 
The peace of your own Conſcience, ask no farther 
alk in, and let me alone. 
Cal. No, I will know all. 


uni. 


„ Clari, Why, then I'll tell ye, twas a Man I lay with, 
And 


4 ever admire, 'tis eaſie to be done, Madam, 
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And uſual too, a proper Man I lay with; 
Why ſhou'd you vex at that? Young as Liſander, 
And able too; I grudge not at your Pleaſure, _ 

Why ſhou'd you ſtir at mine? I ſteal none from ye. 
Cal. And doſt thou glory in this Sin? 1 
Clari. Jam glad on't, to glory in't is for a mighty Lady 

That may command. EGS As | | 
Cal. Why didſt thou name Liſander? 

Clari. Does it anger ye? Does it a little gall ye? 

I know it does; why would ye urge me, Lady 

Why wou'd ye be ſo curious to compel me? 

I nam'd Liſander as my Prefident, 7% 

The rulc I err'd by; you love him, I know it, 

I grudg'd not at it, but am pleas'd it is ſo; | 

And by my care and diligence you enjoy'd him. 

Shall I for keeping — have no comfort? 

Will you have all your ſelf? Ingroſs all Pleaſure? | 

Are ye ſo hard-hearted ? Why do ye bluſh now, Madam? 
Cal. My Anger bluthes, not my Shame, baſe Woman. 
Clari. I'il make your Shame bluſh, ſince you put me tot; 

Who lay with you t'other Night? f 
Cal. With me? ye Monſter. (Husband's; 
Clari. Whoſe ſweet Embraces circled ye? Not your 

I wonder ye dare touch me in this point, Madam? 

Stir her againſt ye in whoſe hand your Life lies? 

More than your Life, your Honour? What ſmug Amazm 

Was that I brought you? that Maid had neꝰ er a Petticoat? 
Cal. Shell half perſwade me anon, I am a Beaſt too, 

And 1 miſtruſt my ſelf, though I am honeſt, 

For giving her the Helm. 'Thou knoweſt Clarinda, 

Ev'n in thy Conſcience, I was ever Virtuous ; 

As far from Luſt in meeting with Liſander, 

As the pure Wind in welcoming the Morning 

In all the converſation I had with him, 

As free, and innocent, as yon fair Heay'n ; 

Didſt not thou perſwade me too? 

Clari. Yes, I had reaſon for't, | 

And now you are perſwaded I'll make uſe ont. 

Cal. If I had fin'd thus, and my Youth entic'd me, 

The nobleneſs and beauty of his Perſon, 


Beſide 
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reſide the mighty benefits I am bound to, 
I; this ſufficient warrant for thy Weakneſs ? 
If] had been a W hore, and cray'd thy counſel 
In the conveyance of my Fault, and Faithfulneſs, 
Thy ſecreſie, and truth in hiding of it; 
sit thy juſtice to repay me thus? 
fo be the Maſter Sinner to compel me? 4 
And build thy Luſt's ſecurity on mine Honour? 
Clart. They that love this Sin, love their ſecurity 
Prevention Madam is the Nail I knock'd at, 
And I have hit it home, and ſo I'll hold it, 
And you muſt pardon me, and be filent too, 
And ſuffer what ye ſee, and ſuffer patiently; 
I ſnall do worſe elſe. 
Cal. Thou canſt not touch my credit, | 
Truth will not ſuffer me to be abus'd thus. (Madam, 
| Clari. Do not you ſtick to truth, ſhe is ſeldom heard, 
n! A poor weak Tongue ſhe has, and that is hoarſe too 
m. Wich pleading at the Bars, none underſtands her, 
t; Or if you had her, what can.ſhe ſay for ye? 
* WH Muſt ihe not ſwear he came at Midnight to ye, i 
$3 Wh The Door left open, and your Husband cozen'd || 
ur With a feign'd. Sickneſs? (honeſt. - 
Cal. But by my Soul I was honeſt, thou know'{t I was 
Cari. That's all one what I know, s 
What 1 will teſtify is that ſhall vex ye; 
it? WF Truſt not a guilty Rage with Likelihoods, 
And on apparent proof, take heed of that, Madam; 
If you were innocent, as it may be ye are, | 
| do not know, I leave it to your Conſcience, 
t were the weakeſt and the pooreſt part of ye, 
Men being ſo willing to believe the worſt, 
So open- ey d in this Age to all Infamy, 
To put your fame in this weak Bark to the venture. 
Cal. What do I ſuffer? O my precious Honour, 
into what box of Evils have | lock'd thee ? 
Let rather then be thus outbrav'd, and by | 
ily Drudge, my Footſtool, one that ſu'd to be ſoz 
'Periſh both Life, and Honour; Devil thus | 
| [ dare thy worſt, defie thee, ſpit at thee, 
de | And 
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And in my virtuous Rage, thus trample on thee; 

Awe me, thy Miſtreſs, Whore, to be thy Bawd? 

Out of my Houſe, proclaim all that thou knowꝰſt, 

Or Malice can invent, fetch Jealouſie 

From Hell, and like a Fury breath it in 

The Boſom of my Lord; and to thy utmoſt 

Blaſt my fair Fame, yet thou ſhalt feel with Horrox 

To thy ſear'd Conſcience, my Truth is built 

On ſuch a firm baſe, that if e'er it can 

Be forc'd, or undermin'd by thy baſe Scandals, 

Heav'n keeps no guard on Innocence. [ Exit, 
Clars. J am loſt, 

In my own Hopes forſaken, and muſt fall, 

The greateſt Torment to a guilty Woman, 

Without Revenge; till I can faſhion it 

I muſt ſubmit, at leaſt appear as if 

I did repent, and would offend no farther. 

Monſieur Beronte, my Lord's Brother, is 

Oblig'd unto me for a private Favour - 

Tis 4 muſt mediate for me; but when Time 

And Opportunity bids me ſtrike, my wreak 

Shall pour it ſelf on her nice chaſtit 

Like to atorrent, Deeds, not Words fall ſpeak me. ¶ Exit. 


—— 


ACTIV. SCENE I. 


Enter Alcidon and Beronte, ſeverally. 


Ale. VE are opportunely met. (ſome fear. 
| Y: Ber. Von, Countenance expreſſes haſte mixt with 


Alc. You'll ſhare with me in both, as ſoon as you are 
Acquainted with the Cauſe, if you love Virtue, made 
In Danger not ſecure; I have no time i 
For Circumſtance; inſtruct me if Liſander 
Be in your Father's Houſe? 

Ber. Upon my Knowledge he is not there. 

Alc, I am glad on' t. | 


Ber. 


it. 


are 
de 
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Ber. Why, good Sir? 

Without Offence I ſpeak it, there's no Place 
In which he is more honour'd, or more ſafe, 
Than with his Friend Cleander. 

Alc. In your Vores 
| grant it true, but as it now ſtands with him, 
| can give Reaſon to make Satisfaction 
For what I ſpeak; you cannot but remember 
The ancient Difference between Liſander 
And Coridon, a Man in Grace at Court? 

Ber. 1 do; and the foul Plot of Goridon's Kinſmen 
Upon Liſander's Life, for a Fall given to Cloridon 
Fore the King, as they encountred at a ſolemn Tilting. 

Alc. It is now reveng'd. 

In brief a Challenge was brought to Liſander 

By one Chryſantesz and as far as Valour _ 
Would give him Leave, declin'd by bold Liſander - 
But Peace refus'd, and Braves on Braves heap'd on him, 
Alone he met the Oppoſites, ending the Quarrel 
With both their Lives. 

Ber. 1 am truly ſorry for't. 

Alc. The King incenſed for his Favourite's Death 
Hath ſet a Price upon Liſander's Head, | 
lsa Reward to any Man that brings it 
Alive or dead; to gain this, every where 
He is purſu'd, and fad for, and the Friendſhip 
between him and your noble Brother known, 

His Houſe in reaſon cannot paſs unſcarcht, 

And that's the principal Cauſe that drew me hither, 
To haſten his remove, if he had choſen | 
This Caſtle for his Sanctuary. 

Ber. Twas done nobly, 
And you moſt welcome; this Night pray you take 
Lodging with us; and at my Entreaty 
Conceal this from my Brother, he is grown 
Exceeding ſad of late; and the hard Fortune 
Of one he values at ſo high a rate, 
Will much increaſe his Melancholy. | 

Alc. 1 am turor'd : Pray you lead the way. 


: 


Ber. To ſerve you I will ſhew it. [ Exeunt. - 


Enter 
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Enter Cleander with a Book. 

Cle. Nothing more certain than to die, but when 
Is moſt uncertain : If fo, every Hour | 
We ſhould prepare us for the Journey, which 
Is nor to be put off. I muſt ſubmit 
To the divine Decree, not argue it, 

And chearfully 1 welcome it: I have | 
Diſpos'd of my Eſtate, confeſs'd my Sins, 

And have Remiſſion from my Ghoſtly Father, 

Being at Peace too hear. The Apparition | 

Proceeded not from Fancy, Dorilaus 

Saw it, and heard it with me, it made anſwer - 

To our Demands, and promis'd, if 'twere not 

Deny'd to him by Fate, he wou'd forewarn me 

Of my approaching end. I feel no Symptom 
Of Sickneſs; yet I know not how, a Dulneſs 

Invades me all over. Ha? 

5 Enter Hoſt. 
ant. come, Sir, 

To keep my Promiſe ; and as far as Spirits 

Are ſenſible of Sorrow for the Living, 

I grieve to be the Meſſenger to tell you, 

E'er many Hours paſs, you muſt reſolve 

To fill a Grave. 

Cle. And feaſt the Worms? 

Hoſt. E'en ſo, Sir. 

Cle. I hear it like a Man. 

Hoft. It well becomes you, there's no evading it. 

Cie. Can you diſcover by whoſe Means 1 mult dic? 

Hoſt. That is deny'd me: 

But my Prediction is too ſure; prepare 
To make your Peace with Heav'n, fo farewel, Sir. LE. Ty, 


Cle. I ſce no Enemy near; and yet I tremblc C 
Like a pale Coward z my fad Doom pronounc'd And 
By this aerial Voice, as in a Glaſs To! 

 Shews me my Death in its moſt dreadful Shape. | D 
What Rampire can my human Frailty raiſe B 
Againſt the Aſſault of Fate? I do begin C, 
To fear my ſelf, my inward Strengths forſake me, Into 


T muſt call out for help. Within there? haſte 


And break into my Reſcue. Enter 
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Euter Dorilaus, Caliſta, Olinda, Beronte, Alcidon, 


Servants, and Clarinda, at ſeveral Doors. 

Dor. Reſcue? where? Shew me your Danger. 

Cal. I will interpoſe | A 
My Loyal Breaſt between you and all Hazard. 

Ber. Your Brother's Sword ſecures you. 

Alc. A true Friend will die in your Defence. 

Cle. I thank ye, ; | | 
To all my Thanks. Encompaſs'd thus with Fricnds 
How can I fear? and yet I do, I am wounded, 
Mortally wounded ; nay it is within, 

[am hurt in my Mind: One Word 

Dor. A thouſand. | 85 

Cle. I ſhall not live to ſpeak ſo many to you. 

Dor. Why? What forbids you? | 

Cle. But e' en now the Spirit 
Of my dead Hoſt appear'd, and told me, that 
This Night I ſhould be with him; Did you not meet it? 
t went out at that Door. | 

Dor, A vain Chimera 
Of your Imagination - Can you think 1 
Mine Hoſt wou'd not as well have ſpoke to me now, 
As he did in the Inn? Theſe waking Dreams, 
Not alone trouble you, but ſtrike a ſtrange 
Diſtraction in your Family. See the Tears 
Of my poor Daughter, fair Olinda's Sadneſs. 

Your Brother's and your Friends grief, Servants ſorrow. 
„ Good Son bear up, you have many Years to live 
IC: A Comfort to us all; let's in to Supper; 

Ghoſts never walk till after Mid-night, if 

may believe my Grannam. We will waſh (lins. 
E. Theſe Thoughts away with Wine, in ſpight of Hobgob- 

Cle. You reprehend me juſtly; gentle Madam, 

And all the reſt, forgive me; v1l endeavour 

To be merry with you. 

Dor. That's well faid. 

Ber, I have procur'd your pardon. 

Cal. Once more I receive you 
Into my Service; but take ſpecial Care 
You fall no further, 
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Clari. Never Madam. Sir, 


When you ſhall find fit time to call me to it, 
Iwill make good what I have faid. | 

Ber. Till when, upon your Life be ſilent. 

Dor. We will have a Health unto Liſander. 

Cle. His Name, Sir, 
Somewhat revives me; but his Sight wou'd cure me. 
However let's to Supper. 

Olin. Would Clarange 
And Lidian were here too, as they ſhou'd be, 
If Wiſhes cou'd prevail. 

Cal. They are fruitleſs, Madam. [ Ex; 

| Futter Leon. 5 f 

Leon. If that Report ſpeak Truth, Clarinda is 
Diſcharg'd her Lady's Service, and what burthen 
I then have drawn upon me is apparent, 
The Crop ſhe/ reapt from her Attendance was 
Her beſt Revenue, and my principal Means 
Clarinda's Bounty, though I labour'd hard for't, 
A younger Brother's Fortune. Muft I now 
Have ſower Sawce, aſter ſweet Meats? and be driven 
To leavy half a Crown a week, beſides - 
Clouts, Sope, and Candles, for my Heir apparent, 
If ſhe prove, as ſhe ſwears ſhe is, with Child; 
Such as live this way, find like me, though wenching 
Hath a fair Face, there's a Dragon in the Tail oft, 
That ſtings to th* quick. I muſt skulk here, untill 
I am reſolv'd: How my Heart pants between 
My Hopes and Fears? She's come; are we in the Port? 
If not, let's ſink together. | 

Enter Clarinda. 

Clari. Things go better 
Than you deſerve; you carry things ſo openly, 
I muſt bear every way, I am once more 
In my Lady's Grace. 
Leon. And I in yours. 

Clari. It may be; but have ſworn unto my Lady never 
To fin again. 


Leon, To be ſurpriʒ d the fan 


— 
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Is in it ſelf excuſable; to be taken : 
1s a Crime, as the Poet writes. . | 
Clari, You know my weakneſs, 
And that makes you fo confident. You have got 
A fair Sword; was it not Liſander s? 
Leon. Yes, Wench, | 
And I grown valiant by the wearing of it: 
It hath been the Death of two. With this Liſander 
Slew Cloridon, and Chryſanthes. I took it up, 
Eroken/ in the handle, bur that is reform'd, 
And now in my poſſeſſion; the late Maſter 
Dares never come to challenge it: This Sword, 
And all the Weapons that I have, are ever 
Devoted to thy Service: Shall we bill? 
] am very gameſome. Wo 
Clari. I muſt firſt diſpoſe of | 
The Fool Malfort; he has ſmoak'd you, and is not, 
Bur by ſome new device, to be kept from me; 
| have it here ſhall fit him: You know where 
You muſt expect me, with all poſſible ſilence 
Get thither, | 
Leon. You will follow? 
Cari. Will I live? | 
She that is forfeited to Luſt muſt dye, 
That humour being un-fett; be gone, here comes ¶ Et. Leo. 
My Champion in Armour. e 
Enter Malfort in Armour. 
Mal. What Adventure | 
| am bound upon I know not, bur it is | | 
My Miſtreſs pleaſure that I ſhould appear thus. 
may perhaps be terrible to others, $a 
But as I am, I am ſure. my Shadow frights me, 
The claſhing of my Armour in my Ears, | 
Sounds like a Paffing- bell; and my Buckler, pu's me 
In mind of a Bier; this my Broad-Sword, a Pick- axe 
To dig my Grave: O Love, abominable Love, 
ver What Monſters iſſue from thy diſmal Den, 
Clarinda's Placket, what I muſt encounter, : 
Or never hope to enter? Rs 
Cari, Here's a Knight Errant, Monſieur Malfort. 
Vor. IV. O Mal. 


Is 


— —— — — 
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Love makes me undertake? I know my ſelf 


Make this poor Life, I fear 


Mal. Stand, ſtand, or I'll fall for ye. 
Clari. Know ye not my Voice? 
Mal. Yes, *twas at that I trembl'd. 
But were my falſe Friend Leon here- 
_ Clari, Tis he. 


1 


Mal. W here? where? , 
Clari, He is not come yet: 1 
Mal. Tis well for him, 

I am ſo full of Wrath. T! 


Clari. Or fear This Leon, 7 
How:c'er my Kinſman, hath abus'd you groſly, 
And this Night vows to take me hence perforce, 
And marry me to another: Twas for this, 
Preſuming on your Love, I did entreat you 
To put your Armour on, that with more 
You might defend me. 
+ Mal. And I'll do it bravely. 
Cla. You muſt ſtand here to beat him off, and ſuffer 
No human thing to paſs you, though it appear 
In my Lord's ſhape, or Lady's: Be not cozen'd 
With a diſguiſe. 
Mal. I have been fool'd already, but now I am wilt 
Clari. You muſt ſwear not to ſtir hence. 
Mal. Upon theſe Lips. x 
Clari. Nor move until I call you? 
Mal. I'll grow here rather. Do y 
Clari. This Night's Task well ended, ] anc 
I am yours to Morrow. Keep ſure guard, [Exit Cu I, 
Mal. Adieu; | 2 
My Honey- comb, how ſweet thou art, did not But le 
A Net of Hornets keep it? what impoſſibilities lA 


A natural Coward, and ſhould Leon come, 
Though this were Cannon proof, I ſhould deliver 
The Wench before he ask'd her. I hear ſome footil 
"Tis hez where ſhall I hide my ſelf? that is 
My beſt defence. 


Leh 
Vf Lu 
Car: 
3 


That i 


Lic H 


: Enter Cleander. 
Cle. I cannot ſleep, ſtrange Viſions 
d of late to loſe, 
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A Toy that I grow weary of, 
237 'Tis he v2, $0 
Cle. What's that? 
Mal. If you are come, Sir, for Clarinda, 
I am glad I have her for you; I reſign 
My intereſt, you'll find her in her Chamber, 
did ſtay up to tell you ſo. 
Cle: Clarinda and Leon ! 
There is ſomething more in this 1 3 
Then I can ſtay to ask. [Ex it 
Mal. What a cold pickle, 
And that none of the ſweeteſt, do I find 
My poor ſelf in? ODE: N77 
Ge. ſpeaks within, Yield Villain. 7 1 
Enter Clarinda and Leon running, Cleander following, 
Cari, Tis my Lord, ſhift for your ſelf. | 


| Leon. His Life 
att sal firſt make anſwer 2 
For this intruſion. . [Kills Cleander. 
Mal. T am going away, | 
am gone already. [Falls in a ſwoon. 


Cle, Heav'n take mercy on 
My Soul; too true preſaging Hoſt. 
Clari. He's dead, 
And this Wretch little better: 
Jo you ſtare upon your 
andy-work 7 
Leon. I am amaz'd. E ang; 
Cari. Get o'er the Garden Wall, fly for your life, 
But leave your Sword behind; enquire not why: 
[ll faſhion ſomething out of it, though I periſh, 
hall make way for Revenge. 3 
Lon. Theſe are the fruits 
Luſt, Clarinda. . 8 
| Cari, Hence, repenting Milk- ſop. [Exit Leon: 
ow 'tis too late. Liſander's Sword, ay, that, 
[ Puts the Sword in Malfort's Hand. 
at is the baſe I'll build on. So, VI raiſe 
ſhe Houſe, Help, Murther, a moſt horrid | 
; O 3 - Murther; 


ver 
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Murther. Monſieur Beronte, noble Dorilaut, 
All buried in ſleep? Ay me a Murther: 
A moſt unheard of Murther. / 
Enter Dorilaus as from Bed. 
Dor. More Lights, Knaves; 
Beronte, Alcidon; more Lights. 
Enter Beronte, Alcidon, and Servants with Lights, 
Clari. By this I ſee too much. 
Dor. My Son Cleander bathing 
In his own Gore. The Devil to tell truth ich ſhape of 
An Hoſt! 
Ber. My Brother? 
Mal. ] have been 
I'th* other World, in Hell I think, theſe Devi | 
With Fire-brands in their Paws ſent ro torment me, - 
Though 1 never did the deed, for my lewd purpoſe 
To be a Whore-maſter, 
Dor. Who's that? 
Ale. Tis one in Armour. A bloody Sword in his Hand. 
Dor. Sans queſtion the Murtherer. 
Mal. Who I? you do me wrong, 
I never had the Heart to kill a Chicken 
Nor do I know this Sword. 
Alc. I do, too well. 
Ber. J have ſeen Liſander wear it. 
Clari. This confirms 
3 What Yeſter-night | whiſper'd: Let it work, 
| The circumſtance may make it good. 
1 Mal. My Lord? and I his Murtherer? 
| *5 Ber. Dri; the Villain hence, 
| The Rack Nall force a free Confeſſion from him. 
| v Mal. I am ſtruck dumb; A 
ou need not ſtop my Mouth. ) 
Ber. Away wit ith him. Er. with Mal 
Enter Califta and Olinde-. | 
Cal. Where is my Lord? 
Dor. All that 
Remains of him lies there: Look on this Object, 
0 And then turn Marble. 


; A 


e of 


Cal. 
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Cal. I am fo already, h 
Made fit to be his Monument: But wherefore 
Do you, that have both Life and Motion left you, 
Stand fad Spectators of his Death, 
And not bring forth his Murtherer ? 
Ber. That lies in you: You muſt, and ſhall produce him. 
Dor. She, Beronte 2 | 
Ber. None elſe. | 
Dor. Thou lyſt, I'll prove it on thy Head, 
Or write 1t on thy Heart. | 
Alc. Forbear, there is 
Too much Blood ſhed already. 
Ber. Let not Choler 1 2 
Sifle your Judgment: Many an honeſt Father 
Hath got a wicked Daughter. If I prove not 
With evident proofs, her Hand was in the Blood 
Of my dear Brother, too good a Husband for her, 
Give your Revenge the Reins, and ſpur it forward. 
Dor. If any Circumſtance but thew her guilty, 
Ill ſtrike the firſt ſtroke at her. | | 
Ber. Let me ask wk e 
A queſtion calmly. Do you know this Sword? 
Have you not ſeen Liſander often wear it? 
Dor. The ſame with which he reſcued me. 
Cal. I do, what Inference from this to make me guilty ? 
Ber. Was he not with you in the Houſe to Night? 
Cal. No, on my Soul. os ie 
Ber, Nor ever heretofore Wy” 
In private with you, when you feign'd a ſickneſs, 
To keep your Husband abſent? 
Cal. Never, Sir, to a diſhoneſt end. 
ber. Was not this Woman 
Your Inſtrument? Her filence does confels it. 
Here lyes Cleander dead, and here the Sword 
Of falſe Liſander, too long cover'd with 
a Maſque of ſeeming Truth. 
Dor. And is this all 
be proof ye can alledge? Liſamder guilty, 
r my poor Daughter an Adultereſs? 
appoſe chat ſhe had chang'd Diſcourſe with one 
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To whom ſhe ow'd much more? | ; n 
Cal. Thou haſt thy ends, wicked Clarinda. [She fall, 0 
Olin. Help, the Lady ſinks, Malice hath kill d her, N 
Dor. I wou'd have her live, | * 

Since I dare ſwear ſhe's innocent: Tis no Time 

Or Place to argue now; this Cauſe muſt be 

Decided by the Judge; and though a Father, 

J will deliver her into the Hands 

Of Juſtice: If ſhe prove true Gold when try d, 

She's mine; if not, with curſes I'll diſclaim her: 

Take up your part of Sorrow, mine ſhall be 

Ready ro anſwer with her Life the Fact 

That ſhe is charg'd with. 

Ber. Sir, I look upon you as on a Father. 
Dor. With the Eyes of Sorrow | 2 

I ſee you as a Brother: Let your Witneſſes 

Ber eady. 

Ber. Tis my care. 

Alc. I am for Lidian. Ys 

This accident no doubt will draw him from 

His Hermit's Life. | 
Clari. Things yet go right; perſiſt, Sir. ¶ Exeum 

Enter Liſander, and Lancelot. 

Liſ. Are the Horſes deadꝰ. 

Lan, Out-right. If you ride at this rate, 
You muſt reſolve to kill your two a day, 
And that's a large proportion. 

Liſ. Will you veal 


At any price, and ſpeedily, to get freſh ones. 
You know my danger, and the Penalty 
That follows it, ſhou'd 1 be apprehended: 


Your Duty in obeying my Commands, 
Will in a better Language ſpeak your Service, 


Than your unneceſlary, and untimely care of my Ex on 
| it, 


Lan. I am gone, Sir. 

Liſ. In this Thicket 
will expect you. Here yet I have leiſure 
To call my ſelf to a ſtrict account | 
For my paſs'd Life, how vainly ſpent: I wou'd 
I ſtood no farther guilty : But I have 


\ 
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A heavier reckoning to make. This Hand, 
ls. Noc late as white as Innocence, and unſpotted, 
r. Now wears a purple Colour, dy'd in Gore, 
My Soul of the ſame Tincture; purblind Paſſion, 
With flatt'ring hopes, wou'd keep me from Deſpair, 
pleading I was provok'd to it; but my Reaſon 
Breaking ſuch thin and weak Defences, tells me 
[ have done a double Murther; and for what? 
Was it in ſervice of the King? His Edicts 
Command the contrary: Or for my Country? 
Her Genius, like a mourning Mother, anſwers 
In Cloridon and Chryſanthes the hath loſt 
Two hopeful Sons, that might have done their Parts, 
o guard her from Invaſion. For what cauſe then? 
o keep the opinion of my Valour upright 
I th' popular Breath, a ſandy Ground to build on; 
Bought with the King's diſpleaſure, as the breach 
Ot Heav'ns Decrees, the loſs of my true Comforts, 
In Parents, Kinſmen, Friends, as the Fruition 
Of all that J was born to, and that fits 
| Like toa hill of Lead here, in my Exile, 
. (Never to be repeal'd, if 1 eſcape ſo) 
[ have cut off all hopes ever to look on 
Enter Lidian, like a Hermite. 
Divine Caliſta, from her fight and converſe, 
for ever baniſh'd. | 
Lid. I ſhou'd know this Voice, 
His naming too my Siſter, whom Liſander 
Honour'd, but in a noble way, aſſures me 
[at it can be no other: I ſtand bound 
Io comfort any Man I find diſtreſs'd; 
but to aid him that ſav'd my Life, Religion 
„ Thankfalnefs, commands; and it maybe 
nc" High Providence for this good end hath brought him 
hto my ſolitary Walk. Liſander, noble Lifander. 
Liſ. Whatſoeꝰ er thou art, | 
That honourable Attribute thou giv'ſt me, 
can pretend no right to. Come not near me, 
am infectious, the Sanctity 
A Of thy Profeſſion (for _ appear*it 


4 
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A Reverend Hermite) if thou fly not from me, ö 
As from the Plague or Leproſie, cannot keep thee 
From being polluted. - 

Lid. With good Counſel, Sir, | 
And holy Pray rs to boot, I may cure you, 
Though both ways ſo infected. You look wildly, 
Peace to your Conſcience, Sir, and {tare upon me, 
As if you never ſaw me: Hath my Habit 
Alter'd my Face ſo much, that yet you know not 
Your Servant Lidian ? | 

Liſ. 1 am amaz'd: 
So Young, and ſo Religious? (the World: 

Lid. I purpoſe, H-av'nmake me thankful for't, toleave 
I have made ſome trial of my Strengths in this 
My ſolitary Life; and yet I find not » 

A faintneſs to go on. F 

Liſ. Above belief; do you inhabit here? 

Lid. Mine own free choice, Sir: 

I live here poorly, but contentedly, 
Becauſe I find enough to feed my Fortunes; 

Indeed too much: Theſe wild Fields are my Gardens, 
The Chryſtal Rivers they afford their Waters, (ons; 
And grudge not their ſweet Streams to quench Afflicti- 
The hollow Rocks their Beds, which though they are hard, 
(The Emblems of a doting Lover's Fortune) _ 

Yet they are quiet; and the weary Slumbers 


The Eyes catch there, ſofter than. Beds of Down, Friend; 


The Birds my Bell to call me to Devotions; 
My Book the ſtory of my wandring Life, 
In which I find more hours due to Repentance 

Than time hath told me yet. e 

Liſ. Anſwer me truly. | 

Lid. Iwill do that without a Conjuration. 

Liſ. l'th' depth of Meditation, do you not 
Sometimes think of Olinda? 75 

Lid. J endeavour | | 
To raze her from my Memory, as I Wim 
You wou'd do the whole Sex; for know, Liſauder, 
The greateſt Curſe brave Man can labour under, 


2 


=; 


We 


1s the ſtrong Witch craft of a Woman's Eyes; | 
Where | find Men I preach this Doctrine to em- 


The Lovers Progreſs. 1845 


1 * 


As you're a Scholar, Knowledge make your Miſtreſs, 


The hidden bcauties of the Heav'ns your ſtudy; 
There ſhall you find fit wonder for your Faith, 
And for your Eye inimitable Objects: 
As you are a profeſs d Soldier, — yo ur Honour, 
Though the be ſtern, ſhe is honeſt, a 
The greater danger you oppole to win her, 
She ſhews the ſweeter, and rewards the nobler; 
Womens beſt loves to hers mere Shadows be, 
For after Death ſhe weds your Memory. - 
Theſe are my Contemplations. 

Liſ. Heav'nly ones; 
And in a young Man more remarkable. 
But wherefore do I envy, and not tread in 


rave Miſtreſs; 


This bleſſed Tract? Here's in the Heart no falſhood 


To a vow'd Friend, no Quarrels ſeconded 
With Challenges, which anſwer'd in defence 
Of the word Repuration, Murther follows. 

A Man may here repent his Sins, and though 


His Hand like mine be ſtain'd in Blood, it may be wa? 


With Penitence and true Contrition waſh'd off? 5 
You have prov'd it, Lidian. 
Lid. And you'll. find it true, if you perſevere. 
Liſ. Here then ends my Flight, 
And here the fury of the King ſhall find me 
Prepar'd for Heav'n, if Fam mob to die; 
For that I truly grieve for. | 
Enter Friar, and Clarange in Friars Habit. 
Fri. Keep your ſelf conceal'd, I am innen 
Cari. How the ſight | | 
Of my dear Friend confirms me? 
Liſ. What are theſe ? 
Lid. Two reverend Friars, one Lknow, 
Hi. To you 


This Journey is devoted. 


Lid. Welcome Father. 
Fri. I know your Reſolution ſo well grounded, 


And 
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And your adieu unto the World ſo conſtant, 


Ihat though I am th' unwilling Meſſenger 
_ Of a ſtrange accident to try your Temper, 
It cannot ſhake you. You had once a Friend, 


A noble Friend, Clarange. 
Lid. And have ſtill, I hope; good Father. 
Fri. Your falſe hopes deceive you, 
He's Dead. Eh 
Liſ. Clarange Dead? 
Fri. I buried him. 
Some ſaid he dy'd of Melancholy, ſome of Love, 
And of that fondneſs periſh'd. 
Lid. O Clarange. 
Clara. Haſt thou ſo much brave Nature, noble Lidiau, 
So tenderly to love thy Rival's Memory ? 
The bold Liſander weeps too. | 
Hi. I expected that you would bear this better. 
Lid. I ama Man, Sir, and my great loſs weigh'd duly 
Fri. His laſt Words were, 
After Confeſſion, Live long dear Lidian, 
Poſſeſt of all thy Wiſhes; and of me 
He did deſire, bathing my Hand with Tears, 
That with my beſt care, I ſhould ſeek and find you, 


And from his dying Mouth prevail ſo with you, 


That you awhile ſhould leave your Hermits ſtrictneſs, 

And on his Monument pay a Tear, or two, 

To witneſs how you lov'd him. (he had not 
Lid. O my Heart! To witneſs how Ilovy'd him? Woud 

Lead me unto his Grave, but facrifie'd 

His Sorrows unto mine, he was my Friend, 


My noble Friend, I will bewail his Aſhes, 


His Fortunes and poor mine were born together, 
And I will weep em both: I will kneel by him, 
And on his hallow'd Earth do my laſt Duties. 
II gather all the pride of Spring to deck him, 

W ood-bines ſhall grow upon his honour'd Grave; 
And as they proſper claſp to ſhew our Friendſhip, 
And when they wither I'll die too. 

da. Who wou'd not 

Deſire ta die, to be bewail'd thus nobly ? 
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Hi. There is a Legacy he hath bequeath'd you 1 
But of what value I muſt nor diſcover, 
Until thoſe Rites and pious Ceremonies 
* dul * ly tender'd, 
am too full of ſorrow to be inquiſitive 
Li To think of his, 
do forget mine own woes. 
| Enter Alcidon 
Alc, Graze thy fill, now | 
Thou haſt done thy buſineſs; ha ? Who have we here? 
Liſander, Lidian? and two Reverend Friars ? | 
What a ſtrange Scene of Sorrow is expreſt 
In different Poſtures, in their Looks and Station? 
A common Painter eying theſe, to help 
His dull invention, might draw to the Life 
The living Sons of Priam, as they ſtood 
On the pale Walls of Troy, when Hettor fell 
Under Achilles Spear. I come too late, 
My Horſe, though good and ſtrong, mov'd like a Tortoiſe: : 
Ill News had Wings, and hath got here before me. 
All Pyrbagoreamt? Not a Word? 
Lid, O Alcidon! 
Deep Rivers with ſoft murmurs, glide 4 
"Li. let! Chryſantbes! Spare ny Grief, and 
Liſ. Cloridon | anthes m es 
What I ſhould ſpeak. g (hend 
Alc. Their Fates I have long ſince | 
For your ſake mourn'd; ' Clarange's Death, for ſo 
Your ſilence doth confirm, till now I heard not: 
Are theſe the bounds that are-preſcrib'd unto. 
The ſwelling Seas of Sorrow? 
Liſ. The bounds, Alcidou ? 
Can all the Winds of Miſchief from all Quarters, 
Eupbrates, Ganges, Tigris, Volga, Po 
Paying at once their tribute to this Ocean, 
Make it ſwell higher? J am a Murtherer, 
Baniſh'd, proſerib? d, is there ought elſe that can 
Be added to it? 
Lid. 1 have loſt a Friend, 
Priz'd n than my being, and he dead, 


Fri. My 
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My Miſery's at the height, contemn the worft 
Oft Fortune's Malice. 7 15 

Alc. How our human Weakneſs, | 
Grown deſperate from ſmall Diſaſters, makes us 
Imagine them a Period to our Sorrows, 

When the firſt Syllable of greater Woes 
Is not yet written. Lid. How? 
Liſ. Speak it at lar | 
Since Grief muſt break my Heart, I am ambitious 
It ſhould be exquiſite. 
Alc. It muſt be told, 
Vet e' er you hear it, with all care put on 
The ſureſt Armour anvil'd in the Shop © 
Of paſſive Fortitude; the good Cleander, 
Your Friend, is murther'd. | 

Liſ. Tis a terrible Pang, 

And yet it will not do; I live yet, act not 
The Torturers Part: If that there be a Blow 
Beyond this, give it, and at once diſpatch me. 

Alc. Your Sword, dy'd in his Heart Blood, was found 

Your private Conference at Midnight urge (near him; 
With fair Culiſta; which by her, whoſe pure Truth 
Would never learn to tell a Lie, being granted, 
She by enrag'd Beronte is accus'd S901 * 
Of Murther and Adultery, and. you 
(However I dare ſwear it falſe) concluded 
Her principal Agent. 5 1 

Lid. Wave upon Wave rowls o'er me. 

My Siſter ? My dear Siſter? 

Clara. Hold, great Heart. 

Fri. Tear open his Doublet. 

Liſ. Is this Wound too narrow 
For my Life to get out at? Bring me to 
A Cannon loaded, and ſome pitying Friend 
Give Fire unto it, while I nail my Breaſt 
Unto his thundring Mouth, that in the Inſtant 
I may be peace-meal torn; and blown ſo far, 

As not one Joint of my diſmembred Limbs 
May ever be, by ſearch of Man, found out. 


* 


Cleander.: 


- 
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Cleander ! Vet why name I him? However 
His fall deſerv'd an Earth-quake, if compar'd 
With what true Honour in Caliſta ſuffers, 
Is of no moment, My good Angel keep me 
From Blaſphemy, and ſtrike me dumb, before 
In th* agony of my Spirit, I do accuſe 
The Pow'rs above, for their unjuſt Permiſſion 
Of Virtue, innoceat Virtue, to be branded 
With the leaſt vitious Mark. 

Clara. I never ſaw a Man ſo far tranſported. 

Alc. Give it way, tis now no time to ſtop it. 

Enter Lancelot. 

Lan. Sir, I have bought 
Freſh Horſes; and as you reſpect your Life 
Speedily back 'em; the Archers of the King's Guard 
Are every where in queſt of you. 

Liſ. My Lite? 
Periſh all ſuch with thee that wiſh it longer: 


: 


: [Strikes Lancelot. 
Let it but clear Caliſta's Innocence, Mia 
And Neſtor's Age to mine was Youth; I'll fly 
To meet the rage of my incenſed King, 
And wiſh his Favourites Ghoſt appear'd in Flames, 
To urge him to Revenge, let all the tortures 
That Tyranny ever found out circle me, 
Provided Juſtice ſet Califta free, _ 
Alc. I'll follow him. — | 
| | [Ex. Liſander, Alcidon, and Lancelot. 
Lid. I am rooted here 5 (ſter's dangers, 
Hi. Remember your dear Friend's laſt requeſt, your Si- 
With the aids that you may lend her. 
Lid. Pray you ſupport me, 
My Legs deny their Office. 
Clara. I grow ſtill | 
Ferther engag' d unto his matchleſs Virtues, 
And 1 am dead indeed, until I pay 


The Debt I owe him in a noble way, [ Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE IL 
Euter Dorilaus and Servants. 


Dor THO VU haſt him ſafe? | | 
Serv. As faſt as Locks can make him: 


He muſt break through three Doors, and cut the Throats 
Of ten tall Fellows, if that he ſcape us: , 
Beſides, as far as I can apprehend, 
He hath no ſuch Invention, for his Looks 
Are full of Penitence. 
Dor. 'Truſt not aKnave's Looks, 
They are like a Whore's Oaths. 
How does my poor Daughter 
Brook her Reſtraint ? 
Serv. With ſuch a Reſolution 
As well becomes your Lordſhip's child. [Knock within, 
Dor. Who's that? 
| Ener Lemure. 
Serv. Monſieur Lemure. 
Dor. This is a ſpecial Favour, 
And may ſtand an Example in the Court 
For Courteſie: It is the Client's Duty 
To wait upon his Patron; you prevent me, 
That am your humble Suitor. 
Lem. My near Place 
About the King, N it ſwell others, cannot 
Make me forget your Worth and Age, which may 
Challenge much more Reſpect; and I am ſorry 
That my Endeavours for you, have not met with 
The good Succeſs I wiſh'd; I moy'd the King 
With my beſt Advantage, both of Time and Place, 
I'th' Favour of your Daughter. | 
Dor. How do you find his Majeſty affected? 
Lem. Not to be 
Sway'd from the Rigour of the Law; yet ſo far 
The Rarity of the Cauſe hath won upon him, 
That he reſolves to have in his own Perſon 
The hearing of it; her Trial will be noble, And 


U. 
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And to my utmoſt Strength, where I may ſerve her, 
My Aids ſhall not be wanting. 


or. I am your Servant. 


Lem. One Word more: If you love Liſander's Life, 


Adviſe him, as he tenders it, to keep 
Out of the way; it he be apprehended, | 
This City cannot ranſome him; ſo good morrow. [Ex. 
Dor. All Happineſs attend you; go thy ways, 
Thou haſt a clear and noble Soul. For thy ſake 
Il hold that Man mine Enemy, who dares mutter 
The Court is not the Sphere where Virtue moves, 
Humanity and Nobleneſs waiting on her. 
Enter @ Servant. 
Serv. Two Gentlemen (but what they are I know not, 
Their Faces are ſo muffled) preſs to ſee you, 
And will not be deny d. | 
Dor, What &'er they are, I am too old to fear. 
Serv, They need no Uſher, they make their own way. 
Enter Liſander and Alcidon. | 
Dor. Take you yours. Liſander! [ Exit Servant. 
My Joy to ſee you, and my Sorrow for 
The Danger you are in, contend ſo here, 
Though different Paſſions, nay oppos'd in Nature, 
I know not which to entertain. - (with Juſtice, 
Liſ. Your Hate ſhould win the Victory from both, 
You may look on me as a Homicide, 
A Man whoſe Life is forfeited to the Law, 
But if, howe'er I ſtand accus'd, in Thought 
| ſinn'd againſt Cleander's Lite, or live 
Guilty of the Diſhonour of your Daughter, 
May all the Miſeries that can fall on Man 
Here, or hereafter, circle me. 
Dor. To me this Proteſtation's uſeleſs, I embrace you, 
As the Preſerver of my Life, the Man 
To whom my Son owes his, with Life, his Honour : 
And howſoever your Aﬀection 
To my unhappy Daughter, though it were, 
For I have ſifted her, in a noble way, 
Hath printed ſome Taint on her Fame, and brought 


Her Life in Queſtion, yet I would not purchaſe 


The 
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Before the 


(Though to enjoy you one ſhort Day, would lengthen 
My Lite a Dozen Years) boldly commands me, 


Other ſaving Means for her Deliverance ? 


be Lowers Progreſs. 


The wiſh'd Recovery of her Reputation, 
With ſtrong Aſſurance of her Innocence 

ing her Judge, with certain Loſs 
Of my Liſander, for whole Life, if found, 
There's no Redemption; my Exceſs of Love, 


Upon my Knees, which yet were never bent 
But to the King and Heav'n, to entreat you 
To ſlie hence with all poſſible Speed, and leave 


+ Caliſta to her Fortune. (jou 


Liſ. O bleſs'd Saints, forſake her in Affliction? an 
Be fo unnatural to your own Blood, 
To one ſo well deſerving, as to value 
My Safety before hers? Shall Innocence 
In her be branded, and my Guilt eſcape 
Unpuniſh'd ? Docs ſhe ſuffer ſo much for me, 
For me unworthy, and ſhall I decline, 
Eating the bitter Bread of Baniſhmenr, 
The courſe of Juſtice to draw out a Life ? 
A Life? I ſtile it falſe, a living Death, 
Which being uncompell'd laid down will clear her, 
And write her Name a-new in the fair Legend 
Of the beſt Women? Seek not to diſſwade me. 
I will not, like acareleſs Poet, ſpoil 
The laſt Act of my Play, *till now applauded, 


By giving the World juſt Cauſe to ſay I fear'd 


Death, more than loſs of Honour. 
Dor. But ſuppoſe Heav'n hath deſign'd ſome 


* 


Liſ Other Means ? Thar is 
A Miſchiet above all I have groan'd under: 


Shall any other pay my Debt, while I 
Write my ſelf Bankrupt? Or Caliſta owe 


The leaſt Beholdingnels for that which ſhe, 
On all the Bonds of Gratitude I have ſeal'd to, 
May challenge from me to be freely render'd? 
Avert it Mercy! I will go ro my Grave, 


Without the Curſes of my Creditors; 
I' vindicate her fair Name, and fo cancel 


Ml 
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My obligation to her; to the King, Horm 257 4 

To whom I ſtand accourttable for the loſs © 

O: two of his lov'd Subjects Lives, I'll offer 

Mine own in ſatisfaction; to Heav'n | 

I'll pay my true Repentance; to the Times 

Preſent, and future, I'll be regiſtred 

A mcmorable Preſident to admoniſh 

Other, however valiant, not to truſt ' 

To their Abilities to dare, and do, | 

And much leſs for the airy words of Honour, 

And talſe ſtamp'd Reputation, to ſhake off 

The chains of their Religion, andMegiance, 

The principal means appointed to prefer 

Societies and Kingdoms. „ Exir, 
Dar. Let's not leave him; his Mind's much troubled. 
Alc, Were your Daughter free, 

Since from her dangers his diſtraction riſes, 

His cauſe is not fo deſperate for the Slaughter 

Of Cloridon and Chryſanthes, but it may 

Find p ſſage to the mercy of the King, | 

The motives urg'd in his defence, that torc'd him 

To act that bloody Scene. 
Dor. Heav'n can ſend aids, 

When they are leaſt expected; let us walk, 

The hour of tryal draws near. 6 | 
Alc. May it end well. [Exeunt, | 

Enter Olinda, and Lidian. ef 

Olin. That for my love you ſhou'd turn Hermit, Lidian, 

As much atnazes me, as your report Clarange's Dead. 
Lid He is ſo, and all comforts 9 

My youth can hope for, Madam, with him Buried; 

Nor had I ever left my Cell, but that 

He did injoin me at his Death to ſhed ö 

dome tears of Friendſhip on his Monument, 

And thoſe laſt Rites perform'd, he did bequeath you 

As the beſt Legacy a Friend cou'd give, 

Or | indeed could wiſh, to my — Ss 
Olin. 'Tis ſtill more ſtrange, isthereno foul play in it? 

Lu _— am not forty, ws 2 

or your fair Fortune; yet 'tis fit I grieve * 
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The moſt untimely Death of ſuch a Gentleman, 
He was my worthy Servant. | you it 
Lid. And for this acknowledgement, if I cou'd prize 
A higher rate I hend; he was my Arberg ö 
My deareſt Friend. 
Olin. But how ſhou'd l be aſlur'd, Sin, 
{For {low belief is the beſt friend of Truth ) 
Of this Gentleman's Death? If I ſhou'd credit i it, 
And afterward it fall out contrary, 9811 
How am I ſham'd ? How is your Virtue tainted ? 
Lid. There is a Friar that came along with me, 
His buſineſs to deliver you a Letter 
From dead Clarange: You ſhall hear his Teſtimony. 
Father, my reverend Father; look upon him, 
Such holy Men are Authors of no Fables. 
Enter Clarange (with a Letter writ out ) and Friar. 
Olin. They ſhould not be, their Lives and their Opt 


nions, 
Like bri hreſk pureſt F lames, ſhou'd ſtill burn upwards 
To me, Sr? 3 — the Letta, 


Clara. If you are the fair Olinda 
Fri. I do not like theſe croſs Points. 
Clara. Give me leave, I am neareſt to my ſelf. What 
Shall be purſu d: Youmuſtnotover-rule — have plotted 
Olin. Do you put the firſt Hand to your own Undeing! 
Play to betray your Game? Mark but this Letter. 
Lady, I am come to claim your uuble Promiſe, [Reads 
Tf you be Miftreſs of your M 22 ye are mines 1 
J am laſt return d: Tour Riddle is difſalv'd, 
And T attend your Faith. Tour bumble Servant Clarange. 
Is this the Frier that ſaw him Dead? 
Lid. "Tis he. 
 Clarange, on my Life: I am defeated: 
Such reverend Habits juggle? My true Sorrow 
For a falſe Friend, not worth a Tear, derided? 
Fri. You have abus'd my truſt. 
Olin. It is not well, nor like a enen. 
Clara. All Stratagems 
In Love, and that the ſharpeſt War, are lawful, 
By your * I did Thange my Habit, Caugh 
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Caught you in your own Toil, and triumph in it, 

And what by Policy's got, I will maintain 

With Valour; no L:ſender ſhall come in again to fetch 
Lid. His honour'd Name, 13 ( you off. 

Pronounc'd by ſuch a treacherous 'Ton is tainted. 

Maintain thy Treaſon with thy Sword 2 With what 

Contempt I hear it; in a Wilderneſs 

I durſt encounter it, and would, but that 

In my retired Hours, not counterfeited - 


As thy religious Shape was, I have learn'd 


When Juſtice may determine ſuch a Cauſe, 
And of ſuch weight as this fair Lady is, 
Muſt not be put to Fortune. I ap 
Unto the King, and he whoſe Wiſdom knows 
To do his Subjects right in their Eſtates, © 
As graciouſly with Judgment will determine 
In points of Honour. 
lin. I'll ſteer the ſame Courſe with you. 
Clara. I'll ſtand the Tryal. n | 
Fri. What have you done? Or what intend you? 
Clara. Ask not; I'll come off with Honour. [ Exetn?. 
Enter Beronte, Clarinda, Malfort, @ Bar ſet | 


forth, Officers ” | F 
Ber. Be conſtant in your Proofs: Should you ſhrink'back 
Your Life muſt anſwer it, nor am I ſafe, (now, 
My Honour being engag'd to make that good | 


Which you affirm, 
Clari. I am confident, ſo dearly - 
I honour'd my dead Lord, that no reſpect, 
Or of my Lady's bounties (which were great ones 


I muſt confeſs) nor of her former Life, . 


For while that ſhe was chaſt, indeed 1 loy'd her, 
Shall hinder me from lending my aſſiſtance 4 
Unto.your quit Revenge mine own I mean, [ Afpde. 
If Leon keep far off enough, all's ſecure: | 
Liſander dares not come in, modeſt Bluſhes 

Parted with me long ſince, and Impudence 
Arm'd with my hate, unto her Innocence ſhall be 
The Weapon I will fight with na, 

| P 4 122 


Her. 
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Ber. The Rack l 
Being preſented to you, you'll roar out 
What you conceal yet. 9 
Aal. Conceal? 1 know nothing 
But that I ſhall be hang d, and that I look for, 
It is my deſtiny, I ever had 
A hanging look; and a wiſe Woman told me, 
Though I had not the Heart to do a deed 
Worthy the Halter, in my Youth or Age, 
I ſhou'd rake a turn with a wry Mouth, and now 
Tis come about: I have penn'd mine own Ballad 
Before my condemnation, in fear 6 
Some Rimer ſhould prevent me. Here's my Lady? 
Wou'd I were in Heav'n, or a thouſand Miles hence, 
That I might not bluſh to look on her. 
Enter Dori laus, Caliſta, and Olinda. | 
Dor. You behold this preparation, and the Enemies 
Who are to fight againſt your Life; yet if 
You bring no witneſs here, that may convince ye 
Of breach of Faith to your Lord's Bed, and hold up 
Unſpotted Hands before the King, this Tryal ' 
| You are to undergo, will but refine, | 
And not conſume your Honour, 
Cal. How confirm'd | 
I am here, whatſoever Fate falls on me, 
You ſhall have ample Teſtimony ; till the Death 
Ot my dear Lord, to whoſe ſad Memory 
I pay a mourning Widows Tears, I liv'd 
Too happy in my Holy-day trim of Glory, 
And courted with felicity, that drew on me, 
Wich other helps of Nature, as of Fortune, 
The Envy, not the Love, of moſt that knew me; 
This made me to preſume too much, pes 
Too proud, but I am humbled; and if now 
do make it apparent, I can bear 
Adverfity with ſuch a conſtant Patience 
As will {ct off my Innocence, I hope, Sir, 
In your declining Age, when I ſhou'd live 
A comfort to you, you ſhall have no cauſe, 
How c'er I ſtand accus'd, to hold your Honour 


* > 
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hip-wrack'd in ſuch a Daughter. * 
liz. O beſt Friend, my Honour at the ſtake too, for - 
Dor. Be ſilent: the King. 
Enter Ring, Lemure, and Attendants. 
Lem. Sir, if you pleaſe to look upon | 
he Priſoner, and the many Services 
er Father hath done for you — 
King. We muſt look on 
he Cauſe, and not the Perſons. Vet beholding, 
With an impartial Eye, th' excelling Beauties 
f this fair Lady, which we did believe 
pon report, but till now never ſaw em, 
t moves a ſtrange kind of Compaſſion in me : 
et us ſurvey you nearer; ſhe's a Book 
o be with care perus'd; and 'tis my wonder, 
{ſuch miſhapen Gueſts, as Luſt and Murther, 
t any price ſhou d ever find a Lodging 
n ſuch a beauteous Inn! Miſtake us not, 
hough we admire the outward Structure, if 
he Rooms be foul within, expect no favour. 
were no Man, if I cou'd look on Beauty 
iſtreſs'd, without ſome pity z but no King, 
any ſuperfieial gloſs of Feature 3 
bud work me to decline the courſe of Juſtice. 
ut to the Cauſe, Cleander's Death, what proots 
an you produce againſt her? | 
Ber. Royal Sir; touching that point, my Brother's Death, 
Ve build on Suppoſitions. N 
King. Suppoſitions? how? Is ſuch a Lady, Sir, to be 
Un Suppoſitions ? | (condemn'd 
Fer. They are well-grounded, Sir; 
Had if we make it evident ſhe is guilty 


ecke firſt Crime we charge her with, Adultery, 


& 


hip* 


hat being the Parent, it may find belief, 
hat Murther was the iſſue. g 
King, We allow 
may be ſo; but that it may be, muſt not 
Reer a neceſſary Conſequence 
0 caſt away a ow" Life. What Witnefles 


lo make this good? 
P 3 Ber. 


| 


— 
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Bier. The principal, this Woman, 


For many years her Servant; ſhe hath taken | C: 


Her Oath in Court. Come forward. 
King. By my Crown, a lying Face. 
Clari. 1 ſwore, Sir, for the King: 


And if you are the Party, as I do ( « 
Believe you are, for you have a good Face, - 
However mine appears, {wearing for you, Sir, J 
J ought to have my Oath pals. L 


Ming. Impudent too? Well, what have youſworn? 
Clari. That this Lady was 
A goodly tempting Lady, as ſhe is: 
How thinks your Majeſty? And I her Servant, 
Her Officer as one would fay, and truſted k 
With her cloſeſt Chamber-ſervice; that Liſander 


Was a fine-timber'd Gentleman, and active, r 
That he cou'd do fine Gambols I 
To make a Lady merry; that this Pair, F 
A very loving Couple, mutually | al 
Affected one another: So much for them, Sir. 1 
That I, a ſimple Waiting-woman, having taken | 
My bodily Oath, the farſt Night of admittance ” 
Into her Ladyſhip's Service, on her Slippers, 1 
That was the Book, to ſerve her Will in all things, kr 
And to know no Religion but her Pleaſure, _ " 
"Tis not yet out of faſhion with ſome Ladies; 0 
That I, as the Premiſſes ſhew, being commanded M. 
To do my Function, in conveyance of Th | 
Liſander to her Chamber, (my Lord abſent, 0f 
On a pretended Sickneſs) did the feat, He 


(It cannot be deny d) and at dead Mid- night 
Left em together: What they did, ſome here 
Can eaſily imagine. I have ſaid, Sir. 
Dor. The Devil's Oratrix. 
King. Then you confeſs you were her Bawd ? 
Clari. That's courſe; her Agent, Sir. 
King. So goody Agent? And you think there is 
No Puniſhment due for your Agentſhip? 
Clari. Let her ſuffer firſt, * 
Being my better, for Adultery, 
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And I'll endure the Mulct impos'd on. Bawds, 
Call it by the worſt Name. 
Cal. Live I to hear this? 1 
King. Take her aſide. Your-anſwer to this, Lady? 
Cal. Heav'n grant me patience: Tobe thus confronted, 
O pardon, Royal Sir, a Woman's Paſſion) 
By one, and this the worſt of my Misfortunes, 
That was my Slave, but never to, ſuch ends, Sir, 
Wou'd give a Statue motion into Fury: 
Let my paſs'd Lite, my Actions, nay latentions, 
Be by my grand Accuſer juſtly cenſur d, 
For her Iſcorn to anſwer) and if they 
Yield any probability of Truth _ 
in that ſhe urges, and I will confeſs 
A guilty Cauſes the Peoples Voice, which is 
The voice of Truth, my Husband's tenderneſs 
in his affection to me, that no Dotage 
But a reward of Humbleneſs, the Fricndſhip 
lccho'd through France between him and Liſander, 
All make againſt her; for him, in his abſence, 
(Whatever imputation it draw on me} 
I muſt take leave to ſpeak: *'Tis true, he loy'd me, 
But not in ſuch a wanton way, his Reaſon 
Maſter'd his Paſſions; I grant I had 
it Mid- night Conference with him; but if he 
Ever receiv'd a farther favour from me, 
Than what a Siſter might give to a Brother, 
May I fink quick: And thus much, did he know 
The ſhame I ſuffer for him, with the loſs 
Of his Life for appearing, on my Soul 
ec wou'd maintain. 


Enter Liſander, and Alcidon. 8 
Liſ. And will, thou clear example of Womens Pure- 
King. Though we hold her ſuch, 5 (nels, 


Thou haſt expreſs d thy ſelf a deſperate Fool, 
To thruſt thy Head into the Lion's Jaws, 
The juſtice of thy Ring 
Liſ. 1 came prepar'd for't, 
and offer up a guilty Life to clear 
fler Innocence; the Oath ſhe took, I ſwear toz 
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And for Cleander's Death, to purge my ſelf 
From any Colour Malice can paint on me, 
Or that the had a Hand in't, I can prove 
That fatal Night when he in his own Houſe fell, 
And many Days before, I was diſtant from it 
A long Day's Journey. 
(lari. 1 am caught. | 
Ber. If fo, , | (torth, 
How came your Sword into this Steward's Hands ? ſtand 
Mal. | have heard nothing that you ſpeak ; 
J know I mult die, and what kind of Death 
Pray you reſolve me, I ſhall go away elſe 
In a Qualm; Il am very faint. 


Enter Leon, Servants and Guard. 

King. Carry him off, his Fear will kill him. 

- SE! UE Ex. with Mal. 

Dor. Sir, *twas my Ambition, 
My Daughter's Reputation being wounded” 
Ith' general Opinion, to have it 
Cur'd by a publick Tryal; I had elſe a 
Forborne your Majeſty's Trouble: I'll bring forth 
Cleander's Murtherer, in a Wood I heard him, 
As I rode ſadly by, unto himſelf | 
With ſome Compunction, though this Devil had none, 
Lament what he had done, curſin her Luft, 
That drew him to that bloody Fact. 

Leon. To leſſen | | 
The foulneſs of it, for which I know juſtly: 
Jam to ſuffer, and with my laſt Breath 
To free theſe Innocents, I do confeſs all; 
This wicked Woman only gu 'ty with me. 

Clari. Is't come to this? thou puling Rogue, die thou 
With Prayers in thy mouth; I'll curſe the Laws 
By which 1 ſuffer, all I grieve for is, 
That I die unreveng'd. 

Leon. But one Word more, Sir, 
And I have done; I was by accident where 
Liſander met with Cloridon and Chryſanthes, 
Was an Ear Witneſs when he ſought for Peace, 


Nay, begg'd it upon — Terms than can we 
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Almoſt find Credit, his paſt Deeds conſider'd, a 
But they, deaf to his Reaſons, ſeverally 
Aſſaulted him, but ſuch was his good Fortune, 
That both fell under it; upon my Death 
take it uncompelPd, that they were guilty 
Ot their own violent Ends; and he againſt 
His Will, the Inſt ument. 2 2 ige 
th Alc. This I will ſwear too, for I was not far off. 
nd Dor. They have alledg'd It, 2 
As much to wake your fleeping Mercy, Sir, 
As all the Advocates of France can plead 
In his Defence. Mr 

King. The criminal Judge ſhall ſentence 
Theſe to their Merits with mine own Hand, Lady, 

I take you from the Bar, and do my ſelf 
Pronounce you innocent. [ Ex. with Leon, and Clarin. 

All. Long live the King. = 1 

King. And to confirm you ſtand high in our Favour, 
And as ſome Recompence for what you have 
With too much Rigour in your Tryal ſuffer'd; 

Ask what you plcaſe, becoming me to grant, 
And be poſſeſt of*r. | 

Cal. Sir, I dare not doubt 
Your Royal Promiſe, in a King it 1s 
A ftrong Aſſurance, that emboldens me 
Upon my humble Knees to make my Boon 
Liſander's Pardon. £0 | 

Dor. My good Genius did prompt her to it. jo 

Lem. At your Feet thus proſtrate, I ſecond her Petition. 

Alc. Never King 9 
Powr'd forth his Mercy on a worthier Subject. 

Ber. To witneſs my Repentance for the Wrong 
In my unjuſt Suſpicion I did both; 
join in the ſame Suit. 

Li/. The Life you give, 5 
Stil ready to lay down for your Service, 
Shall be againſt your Enemies employ'd, 
Not hazarded in Brawls. 

All. Mercy, dread Sir. 


Dne, 


thou 


moſt 
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* G 
King. So many preſling me, and with ſuch Reaſons 
Moving Compaſſion, I hope it will not 
Be cen{ur'd Levity in me, though I borrow 
In this from Juſtice to relieve my Mercy 
1 grant his Pardon at your Interceſſion, 

But ſtill on this Condition; you Liſander, 

In expiation of your Guilt, ſhall build 
A Monument for my Cloridon and Cryſanthes : 
And never henceforth draw a Sword, but when 
By us you are commanded, in defence of 

The Flower-de-Luce;z and after one Years Sorrow 
For your dear Friend Cleander's wretched Fate, 


Marry Califta. 
Enter Lidian. 


Liſ. On your ſacred Hand, I vow to do it ſcriouſly. 
Lid. Great Sir, ſtay, 
Leave not your Seat of Juſtice, till you have 
Given Sentence in a Cauſe as much important 
As this you have determined. 
King. Lidian? 
5 Euter Clarange and Friar: 
Lid. He, Sir, your humbleit Subject; I accuſe Clarange 
Of Falſhood in true Friendſhip at the heighth; 
We both were Suitors to this Lady, boch 
Injoin'd one Penance. 
Clara. Trouble not the King 
With an unneceſſary Repetition, 
Of what the Court's familiar with already. 
King. Clarange? 
Dor. With a ſhaven Crown? 


Olin. Mot ſtrange. 
Clara. Look on thy Rival, your late Servant, Madam, 


But now devoted to a better Miſtreſs, 
The Church, whoſe Orders I have took upon me - , 


I here deliver up my Intereſt to her; 
And what was got with Cunning as you thought, 


I ſimply thus ſurrender : Heretofore | 
You did outſtrip me in the Race of Friendſhip, 


] am your Equal now. 
Clara, And joining thus your Hands, I know 25 


Dar. A Suit ſoon ended. 


The Lowers Progreſs. 13863 
1 may do in the Church my Friars Office | 


In marrying you. 

Lid. The Victory is yours, Sir. 

Ming. It is a glorious one, and well ſets off 
Nur Scene of Mercy; to the Dead we tender 
Dur Sorrow, to the Living ample Wiſhes 

Of future Happineſs. Tis a King's Duty 

o prove himſelf a Father to his Subjects; i 
and I ſhall hold it, if this well ſucceed, : 1 
\ meritorious, and praiſe worthy Deed. [ Exeunt, 


— 
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TILL doubtful, and perplex d too, whe- 
3 ther he 

ath done Fletcher right in this Hiſtory, 

e Poet fits within; ſince he muſt kno it, 
e with Re ſpect, deſires that you would ſhew it 
by ſome accuſtom d Sign, if from our Action, 
Ir bis Endeavours, you meet Satisfaction, 

ith ours he hath his Ends ; we hope the beſt, 
ſo make that Certainty in you doth reſt. 
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| Dramatis Perſonee 


M E N. 
© od | Jer Se 6 
1 a Tera, under "A 


Alphonſo, an old angry Gentleman. 


8 * 4 > 2w0 Gentlemen, Friends ro Alphonſo. 


Pedro, the Pilgrim, a noble Gentleman, Servant t | 
linda. 
An old Pilgrim. 


Roderigo, Rival to Pedro, Geppein Hrbe Our- wy 


Ja . Je Out-lams under Naben 3 
A Gentleman of the Country, 
Ourtiers. 
Porter. "TM - 
Maſter and Keepers of the Mad K olks. 
.Three-Gentlemen.: © 
Four Peaſants. 
A Scholar, ER 2d 
A Parſon | 
An Engliſhman, aalen 
8 4 


Fool. 


WOMEN. 


Alinda, Daughter 70 Al phonſo, Pedro's * 
Juletta, A 5 Maid, @ witty Laſs. _ 
es, 
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M A4CTI SCENE LE 
Enter Alphonſo, Curio, and Seberto. 


CURTO. 
senior Ahbonſo, ye are too rugged to her, 
lieve — pore harſhnel, 
Aub. Yes it ſeems ſo. _(W. 


RA BR. Seb. A Father of ſo ſweet a Child, ſo hap- 

eie, Sir, ſo excellent in all Endowments, 
M In bleſſedneſs of Beauty, ſuch a Mirror. 

_ She is a Fool, away. ü 8 
Seb. Can ye be angry? | 

Can any wind blow rough, upon a Bloſſom 

So fair, and tender? Can a Father's Nature, 

A noble Father's too? 
Alph. All this is but prating: 

Let her be rul'd ; let her obſerve my humour, 

With my Eyes let her ſce; with my Ears liſtenn 

Iam her Father: I begot her, bred her, 

And I will make her | 
Cur, No doubt ye may compel her, 

But what a miſchievous, unhappy Fortune 

May wait upon this will of yours, as commonly 

Such forcings ever end in Hates and Ruins. 
Alph. Ist not a Man I wiſh her to? A ſtrong Man? 

11 What can ſhe have? W hat cou d ſhe have? A * 
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A young Man? and an able Man? a rich Man? 
A handſome Man? a valiant Man? do you mark me? Bu 
None of your pieced-Companions, your pin'd Gallant, 
That fly to Fitters, with every flaw of Weather: 
None of your impt Bravadoes: What can ſhe ask more? 
Is not a mettaPd Man fit for a Woman? 
A {trong-chin'd Man? I'll not be fool'd, nor flrted, 
Seb. J grant ye Roderigo is all theſe, 5 
And a brave Gentleman: Muſt it therefore follow 
Upon neceſſity ſhe mult doat upon him? 
Will ye allow no liberty in chuſing ? 
Cur. Alas! ſhe is tender yet. 
Alph. Enough, enough, enough, Sir; 
She is malleable; ſhe'll endure the Hammer, 
And why not that ſtrong Workman that ſtrikes deepeſt? 
Let me know that? ſhe is fifteen, with the vantage, 
And if ſhe be not ready now for marriage 
Seb. You know he is a baniſh'd Man, an Out-law, 
And how he lives; his Nature rough, and bloody 
By cuſtomary Rapines: now, her ſweet humour, 
That is as caſie as a Calm, and peaceful, 
All her Affections, like the Dews on Roſes, 
Fair as the Flowers themſelves; as ſweet and — | 
How would you have theſe meet? 
Alph. A-bed a-bed, Sir: | 
Let her be the faireſt Roſe, and the ſweeteſt, 0 
Yet I know this fair Roſe muſt have her Prickles: 
I grant ye Roderigo is an Out- law. | 
An eaſie Compoſition calls him in again, 
He is a valiant Man, and he is a rich Man, 
And loves rhe Fool; a little rough by Cuſtom: 
She'll like him ten times better. She'll doat upon him, 
If cer they come to grappling, run mad for him; 
But there is another in the wind, ſome Caſtrel 
Thar hovers over hef, and dares her daily, 
Some flickring Slave. 
Cur. I dare not think ſo poorly. 
71 50 Something there is, and muſt be; beraten 
And hunt it narrowly... _. 
Seb. I never ſaw her yet 


| Make 
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Make offer at the leaſt. glance of . 
But {till ſo modeſt, wiſe. 
Alp. They are wiſe to gull us. 
There was 4 Fellow, old Ferando's Son, 
I muſt confeſs handſome, but my Enemy, 
And the whole Family, I hate young Pedro : 
That Fellow have ſeen her gaze upon, 
And turn, and gaze again, — make ſuch offers 
As if ſhe would ſhoot her Eyes like Meteors a at bim 
But that cauſe ſtands removed. | 
Cur. * need not doubt him, 
For long ſinceʒ as twas thought on a griev d lis: 
He nk Father, and his Friends; more pity : 
For Truth reports he was a noble Gentleman. 
Ahlp. Let him be what he will, he was a Beggur 3 * 
And there I'll leave him. 

Seb. The more the Court muſt anſwer 
But certainly I think, though ſhe might N him, 

And love his Goodneſs, as he was an honeſt Man, 
She neyer with looſe Eyes ſtuck on his Perſon. | 

A. She is ſo full of — too, and e 
And outward Holineſs, ſhe will undo me: 

Relieves more Beggars, than an Hoſpital; 

And all poor Rogues, that can but ſay their Pi. 

And tune their Pipes to Lamentations, 4 
Enter Alinda, and Juletta. _ (you, g 

de thinks ſhe is bound to dance to. Good Morrow to 

And that's as ye deſerve too; you know my Mind, 

And ſtudy to obſerve it, do it cheerfully, - 

And readily, and home. ö 

Ain. nee. 4 oy. | 
* noble Sir. | | 

Alp. Come, come, away with as flateeries, 
ind your fine Phraſes. 

Cur, Pray ye be gentle to her. 

Alp. 1 cnn em; aud know your Fears; if you ; will 
Noble and loving, ſcek me in your Duty, (find me 
t it You know am too indulgent. | 
Seb. Alas, poor Lady. 


Alp. To your Devotions; I take no good thing Vo 
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Come Gentlemen; leave pitying, and moaning of ber 
And praiſing of her Vee andher — 
It makes her proud, and ſturdy. 

Seb. Cur. Good hours wait on yo. [on, 

Alin. I thank ye, Gentlemen: 1 want ſuch comforts, 
I would thank you too, Father; but your cruelty 
Hath almoſt mꝭde me ſenſeleſs of my Duty, 
Yer ſtill I muſt know: Would I had known nothing, 
What Poor attend my charity to Day, Wench? 

Fel. Of all ſort, Madam; your open-handed Bounty 
Makes em flock every hour: Some worth your pity, 
Pat others that have made a trade of Begg] 

Alin. Wench, if they ask it truly, I muſt 
It takes away the holy uſe of Charity 
To examine Wants. & DNL hi 

Jul. I would you would be-merry: — 

A cheerful-giving Hand, as I think, Madam, 
Requires a Heart as cheerful, L dee 

Alin. Alas Juletta, en 1 
What is there to be merry at? W hat joy now, 
Unleſs we fool our on Afflictions, e 
And make them ſhew ridiculous? 

Jul. Sure, Madam, © 1 ö 
Mou could not ſeem thus ſerious, if you were married, 
Thus ſad, and full of Thoughts. 3 201094 
Alin. Married? To whom, Wench? | 
Thou think'ſt if there be a young handſome Fellow, 
As thoſe are plentiful, our cares are quenched then. 

7ul. Madam, I think a luſty handſome Fellow, 
If he be kind and loving, and a right one, 

Is even as good a Pill to purge this Melancholy, 

As ever Galen gave; I am ſure more Natural, 

And merrier for the He irt, than Wine and Saffron: 

Madam, wanton Youth is ſuch a Cataplaſme. 
 Alin. Who has been thy Tutor, Wench? 

Jul. Even my own Thoughts, Lady: 

For though I be bard the liberty of talking, 


give it: 


Yet I can think unhappily, and as near the mark, Madam; 
Faith, marry, and be merry. J 


Am. Who will have me? 


7 


Wh 
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Who will be troubled with a rettiſh Git 
It may be proud, and to that Vice expenceful.? 

Who can aſſure himſelf, I ſhall live honeſ?? 

t, Jul. Let every Man take his Fortune. EY | 
i Ain. And 0 my cience, 

If once I grow w/bocadiog a whole Kingdom | 

Will not. contain} my Stock. 

Jul. Themore the-merrier + 

Ils brave to be > Mother of new Nation 
ö Alin. Why, I ſhouldbury a hundred Husbands.. 
| Jul, Tis no mitter > | 42 
As long as ye leave ſufficient Men to ſtock ye. 

Alin. Is this thy mirth? Are theſe the joys = Marriage? 
Away light- headed Fool; are theſe Comtentments T . 
IfT could find a Man. KEE 

Jul. Vou may a thouſand. ' 
Alin. Meer Ment know I may: And there a Woman | 
Has liberty, (at leaſt ſhe'll venture for it,) | 
To be a Monſter, and become the time too; 

But to enjoy Man, from whoſe Example, 

As from a:Compaſs, we may ſteer our Fortunes, 

Our Actions, and our Age; and ſafe arrive at 

A memory that ſhall become our Aſhes, 

Such things Are few, and far to ſeek; to find * * & 
That can but rightly manage the wild Beaſt, Week" #4 
And ſweetly govern with her. But no more, of this, 
Tis not for thy Diſcourſe: Let's in, and ſee (Wench, 
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Enter 4 Porter, four Beuger, Pedro, and # Pilgrim. a 
Por. Stand off, and keep your Ranks: Twenty: Foot 
further: 
There louſe y ſelves wich Reaſon and Diſcretion: | 
The Sun ſhines warm: The farther {til} the better, 
Your Beaſts will bolt anon, and* then tis PRI . 
I IT. Heavn bleſs our Miſtreſs. | 


Does the crack go that _ 
"Twill be o'th' other — 


nll 4B ge ns 
Wh g. Pray Je, Friend. 15 th 


Qz 


Whar poor afflicted wait our Charity. | [ Exeunt. N | \.3 
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Por. Your Friend? And why your Friend? Why, good 


man Turncoaat . 
W hart doſt thou ſee within me, or without me, — \ 
Or what itch doft thou know upon me, tell me, 
That l ſhould be thy Friend? What do I look like y 
Any of thy acquaintance hung in Gibbet? A 
Haſt thou any Friends, Kindred, or Alliance, T 
Or any higher Ambition, then an Alms-basker ? A 
2 Beg. Iwould be your Worſhip's friend. W 
Por. So ye thall, Sirrah, 4 N 
When I quarter the ſame Louſe with ye. | Bi 
3 Beg. Tis twelve o' Clock. "4 (ing, | 
Por. Tis ever ſo with thee, when thou haſt doneſcratch- An 
For that provokes thy Stomach to ring Noon; Th 
O the infinite Seas of Porridge thou haſt ſwallow'd! W. 
And yet thou look'ſt as if they had been but Gliſters; I & 
Thou feed'ſt abundance, thou hadſt need of ſuſtenance; WI Are 
Alms do you call it to relieve theſe Raſcals? 0 Th 
Nothing but a general rot of Sheep can fatisfic em. $% 
Enter Alphonſo, Curio, and Seberto. A 
Alp. Did not I tell you, how ſhe would undo me? He 
What Marts of Rogues, and Beggars? 70 
Seb. Tis Charity: | Al 
Methinks, you are bound to love her for —— APu 
Alp. Yes I warrant ye, 2 Pil 
If Men could fail to Heav'n in Porridge Pots, This 
With maſts of Beef and Mutton, what a Voyage ſhould But li 
What are all theſe? + ma 4s ye 
1 Beg. Poor People, and 't like your Worſhip. WA 
2 Beg. Wretched poor People. Only 
3 Beg. Very hungry People. Rt Atp 
Ap. And vey Lands 7 1 1 oo 0s - Does y 
4 Beg. Ves, forſooth, ſo, ſo. be the 
Fr. I'll undertake five hundred Head about em, 
And that's no needy Graſier. a 
4 What are you? + | 2 
Pil. Strangers that come to wonder at your Charity, 


Vet People poor enough to beg a Bleſſing. 
Cr. Uſe them with favour, Sir, their ſhews are Reve 
It ſeems ye are holy Pilgrims £ - , (i 
Fil. Ye gueſs right, Sir, POL An 


— 


| 8 
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And bound far off, to offer our Devotions, © 

Alp. What make ye this way? We keep no Relicks 
Nor holy Shrines. - (here, 

pil. The holieſt we e'er heard of; | 
Ye keep a living Monument of Goodneſs, 

A Daughter of that Excellence, 

The very Shrines of Saints ſink at her Virtues, 

And ſwear they cannot hold pace with her Pieties. 
We come to ſee this Lady: Not with prophane Eyes, 
Nor wanton Bloods, to doat upon her Beauties, 

But through our tedious ways to beg her Bleſlings. 

Alp. This is a new way of Begging, and a neat one, 
And this cries Mony for Reward; good ſtore too: 
Theſe Commendations beg not with Bag, and Bottle. 
Well, well, the ſainting of this Woman, Gentlemen, 
know what it — en ; theſe Women Sainrs 
Are eavy Saints, they out-weigh a neh 
NO cod thick; I bw, | feel. n 7 ht 

* Ve are more . ar — Sir. 4 | 

Alp. Have you your men tions ready too ? | 
He by ind 8 f 

Cur. A 22 well built Perſon. * „ 

Alp. What Country-craver arc you Nothing but mo- 
7 pet- Pilgrim | Wes: 5h 

He's a Stranger, Sir; 2 boy 
thi four Days I have wravel'd 3 in his ; Company, . A 
uid OY But little of his Buſineſs, or his Language, | K 332 
ke "WY 4s yet, I have underſtood. | 4 
Sb. Both young, and handſome, e * 
Only the Sun has been too ſaucy with him. ee 
Alp. Would ye have Mony, Sir, or Meat? What kind 
Does your Devotion look for? Still more ducking? 
bc there any Saints, that underſtand by Signs only ? 
More motion yet? This is the prettieſt. Pilgrim, 
The pinck of Pilgrims; Til be for ye, Sir; 
3 * ye Diſcourſe with figns? Ve are hartly welcomey 
iy a poge Viaticum; very good Gold, Sir; 
hut hol Men affect a better Treaſure. | 
deve kept it for your Goodneſs, but nevertheleſs - 
oo nee it can * but burthenſome to your 1 


„ 


7 


1674 ue Hulgrin. 
And you affect light Prayer, fit for IG, 


I' put chis up again. | 
ir. Ve are too unreverent. 
Ap. Ve talk too broad; muſt Igive way, rau Wann 
To every Toy, chat carries a grave ſeeming 
Muſt my good Angels wait on him?.1f eee 
Would viel butt my will, nnn mean 


I knew what I would * 
Sab. Good Sir, be patient, 
The wrongs ye do theſe Men may li ight on you, 
Too heavy too; and Fon you will with you had fad leß: 
A comely and {weet u 150 becomes Strangers. 
Alp. Weſhall have half the Kingdom Strapgers ſherry, 


And this fond Prodigality be ſuffer'd ; 
But I muſt be an A See em relieved, Sirrah; 
* I were young again, I would ſooner get Bear Whelps, 
And ſafer too, than any of theſe She-ſaints. | | 
But I will break her. | 
Qi. Such a Face for certain. 
Seb. Methinks I have ſeen it too: But we xecozen 
But fair befal thee Pilgrim, thou look'ſt lovely. 
Por. Will ye troop up, ye Porridge Regineat? 
Captain Poor's Quarter, will ye move? 
| Enter Alinda, and n 
Alin. Ye dull Knave, 
Are not heſe Wretches ſerved yet? 
Beg. Bleſs my Miſtreſs. . 
Alin. Do you make ſport, Sir, with thei Miſra? 
Ye drowſie Rogue. 
Por. They are too high fed, Madam, | 
Their Stomachs are aſleep ot. 
Alin. Serve em plentifully, 
Or Tlſerve you out next; een out 05 ' Doors Sis 
And ſerve lem quickly too. | AR 
Beg. Heav'n bleſs the Lady. | 
4s BleG the good end | meant for, FR 
J. I would, I kneu it: 
If it be for any Mans, ſake, Ply cry Amen too · ( nets 
Wel em ye We auen in ty a e of We 
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Alin. Vain- glory would ſeek inore, and handſomer. 
But I appeal to Virtue what my end i 105 Ex, Bg.. 
What Men are theſe? 


Jul. It ſeems they are holy Pilgrims: 125 
That handſom Youth ſhould ſuffef ſuch a Penance, 
Would I were even the Saint they make their Vowsto, 
How eafily I would grant. 

Pil Heav'ns Grace in-wheel | 
And all good Thoughts, and ot dwell about ye, 
Abu:1dance be your Friend, and holy Charity 
Be ever at your Hand, tocrown ye Glorious: 

Alin. | thank ye, Siry Peace guide your Fravels too, 
ö And what you wiſh for moſt, end all your Troubles; 

Remember me by this; and in your Prayers, (tunes. 
When your ſtrong Heart melts, "mediate my poor For- 
, Pil. All my Devotions wait vpon your Service. 
Alin. Are ye of this Country, Sir? 
pil. Yes, worthieſt Lady, We 
But far off bred : My fortunes father from the. BY 

Alin. Gentle, I dare believe. | | 

Pil. J have liv'd freer. © r 

Ain. I am no Inquiſitor, that were roo curious 

Whatever Vow or Penance pulls ye on, 8ir r 
Conſcience, or Love, of ſtubborn Diſobedience, 
The Saint ye kneel to, hear, and eaſe your Fravek. 

Fil. Yours ne'er begin: And (wer —_ my . | 

Ain. How conſtatitly this Man obe How he tighs? | 
dome great Affliction hatches his Dovotions:  - 

Right holy Sir; how young and fweet de ufer? 

Jul. Would I might 1 oer with him. e e 174 
A He turns from u:: wer n ; 5-4 

as, he weeps tos: Somethi teffes KR as” 
He would reveal, but᷑ date — gu, be — 
le come for that, and take it: If it be want, Sir, | 


To me ye appear ſo worthy of relieving} ©. 
ts, Im your Steward: foraly'a take. He's dumb ab. 
xj: Now as 1 have a faith this ſo ſtirs me, 3 


His modeſty makes me afraid I hwe treſpaſ d. 
Jul. Would he would fit wie to: | ek /glaps Sell. 


Q4 a 
©. 1 


an 
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Alin. May be he would ſpeak alone; go off alen, 
Afflicted Lars fear r own Motions : N 
Be not far off. 

Jul. Would I were nearer to him, | 
A young ſmug handſome Holineſs has no Fellow. [ Exit, 

Alin. Why do you grieve? Do you find your Penance 
Or are the Vows ye have made too mi — tor ye ?(ſharp? 
Do's not the World allure ye to look 
And ſorrow for the ſweet time ye have dot? 
Ve are young, and fair; be not deluded, Sir; 
A manly m 6 up Heart contemns theſe Shadows, 
And yours appears no leſs; Griefs for your Fears, 
For Hours ill- ſpent, for Wrongs done raſh and rudely, 
For foul Contempts, for Faiths ill violated, 
Become Fears well; I dare not task your Goodneks; 
And then a Sorrow ſhews i in his true Glory, 
When the whole Heart i is exccliealy ſorry. 
I pray ye be comforted. 

Ped. I am, dear Lady, 
And ſuch a comfort ye have caſt upon me, 
That though I ſtruggle with mine own Calamities 
Too mighty, and too many for my Manage, 
And though, like Waves, they curl'd upon me, 
Contending proudly who ſhould firſt devour me, 
Yet I would ſtem their danger. 

Alin. He ſpeaks nobly $ * 
Whar do ye want? 

Ted. All that can make me happy; 
I want my ſelf. 34 

Alin. Your ſelf? Who rob'd ye Pilgrim? P 
Why does he look ſo conſtantly upon me? 
I want my ſelf. Indeed, you holy Wanderers 
Are ſaid to ſeek much; but to ſeek your ſelves. 

Ped. I ſeek my ſelf, and am but my ſelt's Shadow; 
Have loſt my ſelf, and now am not ſo noble. 

Alin. I ſeek my ſelf; ſomething 1 yer remember 
That bears that Motto: 'Tis not he, he is younger, 

And far more tender: For that ee , 
Be who it will, take this 


Ped. Your hand dare ale 


Tha 


The Pilgrim. _ 
That be far from me, Lady, thus I kiſs it, | 
And thus I bleſs it too; be conſtant fair ſtill: 


Be good, and live to be a great Exam ple. [ Exit. 
* One word more, Pilgrim. as ama d me ſtran 
Be conſtant fair ſtill; tis the Poſie here: 16 
And here without, Be good. He wept to ſee me, 
Juletta. 
Enter Jule. 
Jul, Madam. 8 


Alin. Take this Key, and fetch me 
The Marygold Jewel that lies in my little Cabinet; 
| think 'tis dat; What Eyes had I to miſs him? 


[Exit * 


O'me, what thoughts? he had no Beard then, and 
A; I remember well, he was more ruddy, CY 
If this be he, he has a manly Face yer, 


A goodly Shape. 3 . 


Jul. Here, Madam. 
Alin. Let me ſee it? 
Tis ſo, too true: It muſt be he, or nothing, 3 
He ſpake the words juſt as they ſtand — rp W 
Leck my ſelf, and am but my ſelf s 8 
Alas poor Man: Didſt thou not meet him, Juletta? 
The Pilgrim, Wench? | 
Jul. He went by long ago, Madam. 
Alin. I forgot to give him ſomething. 
Jul. "Twas ill done, Lady: 
For, o my Troth, he is the handſomeſt Man 
| aw this many a Day; would he had all my Wealth, 
And 2 to boot: What ails ſhe to grow ſullen? 
An. Come, I forgot; but I will recompence it. 


[Event 


Alp. CAT ſhe ſlip through a Cat-hole? tell me 4 
A thing inviſible? Gone, and none know it? 


+ You will not give em time to anſwer ye. 
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Ener Alphanſo, Curio, Seberto, Juletta, ker. 


and Servants, © 


* 


Reſolve me; can ſhe fly i th Air? Is ne 


Seb. Ye amaze your Servant. (itching 
Alp. Some peſting Rogue has watch'd her hour o 
And ow her,claw'd her; do you mark lh ny be, 

Some that T foſter u FE og | 
Gur. They are all ere, Sir. 
Alp. Let'em be where they will, they are mant Raſcals 
And by this Hand I'll hang em al. 
Seb. Deal calmly: 1 


Alp. I'll choak'em, famiſh' em: W hat ſay ou Wag 
You knew her mind, you were of Council with her; 
Tell me, and tell me true. ee | 

Ger. Ask with Diſcretion. 

Ap. Diſcretion ? hang Difcretion, Wen ve all: 

Let me know here ſhe is. 


Jul. Would you know o' me, Sir Unle 
Alp. O' thee, Sir; ay, o'rhee, Sir: Weder "gi ! WH That 
Jul. Her Woman, Sr, and't like your \ Vorlhipy, ir. 4 
Alp. Her Band, her Fiddle-flick, Wh a1 1 wh Gu 
Her Lady-fairy,, to oil the Doors o Nigbts, A Ju 
That they may open wi er: L mae Not 
Her Gin, her Nut- crack. Shou] 
Jul. Tis very well, Sir. (sable: . Than 
Alp. Thou lieſt; 'tis damnable in, * tis moſt abomr [It te! 
Will ** confeſs, Thing? | | thin; 
Say I were ty, Sir, | thin 

ths 5 hang'd be fore I would confeſs; 


Is this a World to confeſs in? 
Oer. Deal directly. 


The Pilgrim. 12% 
J. Yes, if my matter lye direct 4 . | 
277 am forc'd and feretted. | 
Alp. Tell me che truth, 
And as I live III give thee a new Penticoat. K WE; 
Jul. And you would give me ten, | would not tell ye, 
Truths bear à greater price derer 
Seb. Deal modeſtly. 
Jul. 1 do not pluck my Cloaks up | 
Alp 1 u, Sirrah ? you bee 
As. Iſaw her La ede. ue your Worſhip, 
When I ſerv'd in her Lavery. . 
A. What's that, Sirrah 2. . 
7o. Her Chamber - pot, and t pleaſe Je. | 
Sb. A new Livery. 
Alp. Where lay ſhe? who lay with her? 
Por, In truth not I Sir; 
5 [ lay with my fellow Frederick, i in the rc, 
And't like your Worſhip, we are almoſt worried- 
Jul.] left her by her ſelf, in her own abr, % 
And there I thought ſhe had ſlept. 5 e 
Alp. Why lay yon from her? ö 
Jul. It was her e ſhould ; ſhe is my lunes, 
And my part is 
Alp. Were all the Doors lock'd? | erg 
Por. All mine. N £ 
d And mins: She could not get out thoſe Ways 
Unleſs ſhe leapt the Walls, and thoſe; are higher 
my any Woman's Courage dare aſpire * 
Alp. Come, you muſt know. T4 
Cur, Conceal it not, but deal plain, ” 
Jul. If I did know, and her Tra lay upon me, 
Not all your Angers, nor your Flatteries 
Should make me {peak ; but haying no more intereſh 
Iban I may well deliver . the Air, 
1 11 ye what I know, and tell it überall; 
think ſhe is gone, becauſe n cannot find 3 
| think ſhe is weary of your ranny, J V 
and therefore gone: May be the is in Love: 
y be in Love where you tka@.no great es, Y 
An Win gone: . be N point of * 


F 


Rs __ a | 

Or vow'd ion. wi LIE ©] 
Alp. Theſe are 3 Minion; 3 oe 

You that can aim at theſe, muſt know heh 6 600. 
Jul. Any more truth chan this, if I know, hang me, 

Or where 4 ſearch for it; if I make a Lie 

To gain your love, and envy my beſt Miſtreſs, 

Pinn * againſt a Wall, with my Heels upwards 

t of my Doors. 
4. Thar 8 all my poor Petition; *_ 

For if your Houſe were Gold, and ſhe not in 1 

Sir, I ſhould count it but a Gage to whiſtle in. 
Alp. Whore, if ſhe be above ground, I will have her, 
Jul. I would live in a Cole-pit, then, were I your 
Seb. Certain ſhe does not know, Sir. ( Daughter, 
Alp. Hang her, hang her, ' | 

She knows too much : Search all the Houſe all corners, 

And where tis poſſible ſhe may go out. ** Serv, 

If I do find your tricks. | 
Jul. Reward me for em. 

Or if I had ſuch tricks you could deer) 

So weak, and ſlightly woven, you Aught mal N 

All the young Girls ſhould hoot me out o'th Pariſh, 

You are my Maſter, but ye own an Anger 

Becomes a School-boy, that hath loſt his Appl by 

Will ye force things into our knowledge 
Ap. Come hither, Talaue thou di It tore me. 
Jul. And do ſtill - 

You are my Lady's Father, and 1 reverence 56 
Alp. Thou wouldſt have pleas'd my Humour: ; 
Ful. Any good way, | 

That carried not ſuſpition i in't, or flattery, 

Or fail of truſt. 


rr PTS.” ry. 1 1 


Alp. And thou haſt felt n. 
Doſt thou want Cloaths off 
Jul. Both. 4 
Alp. Shalt have bot f 
Jul. But not this w 15 had rather be a o Alan 
And bring — inte faſhion — 


Bo nty 2 and tal do, 
ony? ene 
"1; 
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If you were youn Sir, | =T; 

Handſome, and fitred to a Woman's Appetice; 2 

And I a giddy-headed Girl, that car d tor nothing, 

Much might be done; then you ar yon fumble with mie, 

And think to grope out matters of OMe MOmedity | 

Which now you will put too ſhort for 

For what you have ſeen hitherto, - 4 

And know by me, has been bur. honeſt Service, © 

Which I dare pin 1'th* Market-place to anſwer z *. 

And let the World, the Fleſh and Devil examine it, 

And come you in too, I dare ſtand your ſtricteſt. 

And ſo much good may do you, with your dreams of 

Ap. This is moſt monſtrous. (courteſic. 
Enter Porter and Servants. = 


Seb. Sure ſhe does not know, Sir; WY 
She durſt not be ſo. confident, and guilty; ' (covered? 
14 How now, what news? _ hopes and ſteps diſ- 


peak any oy that's good, that tends to ro thy rn 
50 you ſtand ſtaring ſtill? | 


1 Ser. We are no Gods. Sir, | | 


To ſay ſhe is here, or there, and — de, | VL. 
But we have ſearch d. 


Por. I am ſure ſhe is not iᷣth Cellar; OF. 
For look you, Sir, if ſhe had been i'th*. Cellar=— | 
Alp. I am ſure thou haſt been therdGe. 
Por. As I carried the matter, i 
For I ſearch'd every piece of Wine; yes fare, S, 
And every little Tereſs that could 17 teftific: | 
And I drew hard to bolt her out. 
Alp. Away with him, 
WW him 1'th*.Hay-mow, let him hve a \ an, 
He ſtinks of Maakadel like an Engl W a. 
Are theſe your Can our Services? 


" 1 
t do. We have found wher® W 


mor elde Ts 
bi : Ger. Searching the Gardꝭ ; at the little poltern 
it Lhat opens to the Ps wet 7 diſcovered err £ 
> ts ns A little foot?! WW. 2165-8 
It I Ser 
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1 Ser. It muſt be hers, or none, Sir. N 
Alp. How far beyond that?: 
2 Ser. To the Park it leads us, 
But there the Ground being hard, — Foy 
Alp. She always kept that Key; I was a Coxcortl, 


A Fool, an Ass to give 4 Girl that liberty: Ar 
Saddle my Horſes, Rogues, ye drunken Varlets; Sh 
Your precious diligence lies in Pint - pots, | 
Your Bunein Buts, my Horſes, ye Pin-butrocks, 
You'll bear me company? | Co 
Seb. We dare not leave ye, 
Ualeſs we found à quieter Soul within ye. 
Cur. If we may r Lady any Service, | 
Sweet, 4 Soul. 1 
Alp. I ſay again, my Horſes: : wo W 
Are ye ſo hot? wad ye prepare wage; W. 
Mut ye be Jumping Jans? III wander with ye, 65 
Fil jump ye, and LI joggle ye: My Horſes; Me 
And keep me this young Lirry-poop within Doors, Bur 
I will ale cover, Dame. | 


Jul. * Eis-fit you ſhould; Sir, 


If ye krew what: Well aer ib thou bett with kd * 
Or what Power elle chat arms ber Reſolution, Hay 
Direct — to her Wiſhes, dwell about her, That 
That no dithonourable'eind o er- take her, Tho 
. or Want; and let me try my fortune. But 

| You know the place we meet in? 4 
We ſhall hit ir. " ig 
45 cn as ye are honeſt Gentlemen, eueren ; 
We'll ſearch 'the'deſt we'can; if the n ni FF 
| 4h Tic her to th Horſe Tail, and Will 
1 Seb. We know my = uſe her, Ro, 

But not your way, for al Kate. | 

Ap. Make hafte'thergy ad] _ 
And get you in, and logkto th Houſe. If) rar Airoo Good 
Or ſet o' foot any new Motion this way, fv” — 
When | come home, {which ſhall be uddent Do no 
Vu know my mind you do play the 22 Rog 


++ A haie my Eyes and Mars in ſundry places, 


If ye do | 

ped I ſhall do that that's 55 Si | 

And fit to croſs your fooleries; I * elle. art | 

And ſo I'll to my Chamber. 4 * 
2 your Prayers, 

And leave your ffubbhorn tricks: Sbe i is not ee, 

She cannot be; and we dividing ſuddenly, 

Cur. Keep her from thy Hands, I ORs.” 

Alp. Our Horſes; ' 


praunce. 
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Enter Roderigo, and far leur, 
1 Our- l. Captain, youre not merry; It t OP 
Rod. We get nothing, ind ri k | 

We have no {port; Wioring n bene, 

We keep no Guards, 8 | 995 
2 Out-I. There come no Paſſenge 95 

Merebants, nor Gentlemen, ney weltolbever, 

But we have Tribute, - LEY 

Rod. And whilſt we ſpend eint idly, 5 f 

We let thoſe paſs that carry the beft Purchaſe, 


rf, 
N Have got the trick now to become Bank maſters 
[1] have none ſcape; only my Friends, and Neighb 
That may deliver de the Kin "g my-irinocence; | 
Thoſe I would have regarded; tis policy. is 
but otherwiſe nor Gravities, nor Shadows ñö 
Appear they how they will, that wy Ae dae, 
For they ſhall pay. 8 
3 Out- l. Ve ſpeak now line a 24 
And if we (pare, flea us, 1 Ein e 3) 
Will ye look blith? og” 
Rod. Vou hear no preparation. LORE... 's; „ 
The 40 5 intends againſt us yet? at zee 
Not a . Sir. 1 
5 Good Man, he's troubled with content more e money; 
Hummings of higher Nature vex N , Sir; 
Do not we ſee his Garriſons? Ms, 47h 
Who are out now? 


. 
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Come chearfully: VIE teach her to run ane tt 


l have all ſearch'd and brought in; Rogues and — | 
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4 Ont-l. Good fellows, Sir, that if there be money purchaſe 
Will ſtrike it dead; Jaques and Loper, Lads |" (ſtirring 
That know their Quarters, as they know their Knaplacia, 
And will not off. _ | 
Rod. Where is the Boy ye brought we? 

A pretty Lad, and of a quick e 
And bred up neatl yr. * 

1 Our · l. He 's within at Meat, Sir, 

The Knave is hungry; yet he ſeaſons all 
He cats or drinks with many Tears and Mako 
The ſaddeſt Appetite I ever look d on; 

The Boy is young, tis fear and want of company 
He knows and loves; uſe him not rough, nor harſhly, 
Fe will be quickly bold. Rod. 111 entertain him: 

I want a pretty Boy to wait upon mm 
And when | am ſad or y, to prate to me; 


Beſides there's ſomething in his Face I like well! 
And ſtill the more I look, more like 3 Jet him want no- An, 
And uſe him gently, . I—cc8ching, » 
4 Outr-l. Here * a Tout _ pra i 8 
e took about him, which he to wi 
M be ſome Wealth, .,, _—_ per * 
Alas, ſome little Mony . 4 ; 5 
The poor Knave carried to defray, his le, 1 
Fl give it him again, and add unto it: Wh: 
were fin to open ſuch a pretty purehaſe. 55 
Enter and Jaques, with Pedro. | dien d f 
How now, who is this? what have you brought me, Sol The 
Lp. We know not well what; . t { 
Sullen enough I am ſure. Rog 


Rod, Where took ye him? 

Faq. Upon theskirto'th' Wood, virwing; * gaping 
And ſometime ſtanding till, as if he had meant ad t. 
To view the beſt acceſſes to our quarters; | 


1 
Mony he has enough, and when we threatned bim, 1 
Hie ſmil'd, and yielded; but not one word utter d. Rog 
Lop. His Habit lays he's holy; if his Heart Ped. 
Keep that proportion too, tis beſt ye free him, bmiſ 
We keep his Wallet here; 1 am ſure tis heavy. bat b 


1 Pilg grit; ee *. Sir ; * you aP wy e may 
Vo; 


4 


lf, 


ers? 
Sol- 
low 


, 


ping; 
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A Piece of pretty Holineſs; do you ſhrink, Sir? 

A ſmug young Saint. What Country were you born in? 
Ye have a Spaniſh Face: Im a dumb Province? bi 
And had your Mother too this excellent · Virtue? 

No Tongue, do you ſay? Sure ſhe was a matchleſs Wo- 
What a fine Family is this Man ſprung from! (man; 
Certain he was begotten in a Calm (Midnight; 
When all was huſht⸗ The Midwife was dumb 
Are ye ſeal'd up? Or do you ſcorn to anſwer? 

ve are in my Hands, and I have Medicines for ye 
Can make ye ſpeak: Pull off his Bonnet, Soldiers; 


— 


Ve have a ſpeaking Face 


Lop. I am ſure a handſome: P 
This Pilgrim cannot want She-Saints to pray to. : 
Rod. Stand nearer, ha? | * . | 
Ped, Come, do your worſt; I am ready. : 
Rod. Is your Tongue found? Go off, and let me talk 
And keep your Watches round. (with him; 
All. We are ready, Captain. [ Ex. Out-lams. 
Rod. So; now what are ye? e 
Ped. Am 1? : 
My Habit ſhews me what I am. | 
Rod. Thy Heart, a a I? 4 . 
A deſperate Fool, and fo thy Fate ſhall tell thee; 
What Devil brought thee hither? for I know thee. 
bed. I know thou doſt; and ſince it is my Fortune 
0 light into thy Fingers, I muſt think too A 
The moſt malicious of all Devils brought me, 4 
ſome Men ſay thou art noble. | 
Rod. Not to thee, #,:4 220 
tat were a Benefit to mock the Giver : 
by Father hates my Friends, and Family, 
nd thou haſt been the Heir of all this Malice. 
a two ſuch Storms meet then, and part with kiſſing? 
led. You have the mightier Hand. | 
kd. And fo I'll uſe it. 20 8 
ed. I cannot hinder ye; leſs can I beg 
Wmiſfive at his Knees that knows not Honour; 
lat bears the Stamp of Man, and not his Nature; 
e may do what ye pleaſQ. Ne 
Vo. NV. e " Ul Rod. 
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Rod. 1 will do all. | a (Ruin 
Ped. And when you have done all, which is my poor 

(For farther your baſe Malice cannot venture) 

Diſhonour's ſelf will cry you out a Coward. | 

Hadſt thou been brave, and noble, and an Enemy, 

Thou wouldſt have Og me whilſt I carried Arms, 

Whilſt my good Sword was my profeſſion, 

And then have cried out, Pedro, I defie thee; 

Then ſtuck Alphonſo's Quarrel on the Point, 

The mercenary Anger thou ſerv'ſt under (me, 

To get his Daughter. Then thou ſhould'ſt have bray'd 

And arm'd with all thy Family's hate upon me, 

Done ſomething worthy feat: Now poor and baſely 

Thou ſet'ſt Toyles to betray me; and like the Peaſant, 

That dares not meet the Lion in the Face, oy 

Dig'{ crafty Pit-falls; Thou ſham'it the Saniſb Honour: 

Thou haſt neither point of Man, nor Conſcience inthe, 

Kod. Sir, Sir, you're brave: ye plead now in a Sanftuary; 

You think your Pilgrim's Bulwark can defend ye; 

You will not find it ſo. | 
Ped. I look not for't. 

The moreunhallow'd Soul haſt thou to offer it. ( ſharpeſt, 
Rod. When you were braveſt, Sir, and your Sword 

I durſt affront ye, when the Court Sun gilded ye, 

And _ cry was the young hopeful Pedro, 

Alonſe's ſprightly Son; then durſt I meet ye, 

When you were Maſter of this Fame, and Faſhion, 

And all your Glories in the full Meridian, 

The King's Proof-favaur buckled on your Body; 

Had we then come to Competition, 

Which | have often fought — APE 
Ped. And I deſired too. (flight it 
Rod. You ſhould have ſeen this Sword, how er Jo 

And felt it too; ſharper than Sorrow felt it, 

In execution quicker than thy Scorns; a 

Thou ſhould'ſt have ſeen all this, and ſhrunk to {ce it. 

Then like a Gentleman I would have us'd thee,. 

And given thee the fair fortune of thy bong 

Then with a Soldier's Arm I had honour'd thee; 

But fince thou ſteal'ſt upon me like a Spy, _ Ani 


* 
{ 
: 


it. 


Ye haye a Captain ſeals * liberal Pardons, 
2 b 
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And Thief: like think'ſt that holy Caſe ſhall carry thee 
Through all my purpoſes, and ſo betray me, 
Baſe as you act, thy End be, and I forget thee. (me? 

Ped. What poor Evaſions thou build'ſt on, to abfiſe . 
The goodneſs of a Man ne'er taught theſe Principles. 

I come a Spy? Durſt any noble Spirit 

Put on this Habit, to become a Traitor? 

Even in an Enemy ſhew me this Antipathy 

Where there is Chriſtian Faith, and this not reverenced : 
come a Spy? No Raderigo, no, 

A Hater of thy Perſon, a Maligner ? 

So far from that, I brought no Malice with me, 

But rather when I meet thee, Tears ſo ſoften thee 

When I put on this Habit, I put off 19 

All Fires, all Angers, all thofe ſtarts of Youth 

That clapt too rank a Biaſs to my Being, | 

And drew me from the right Mark all ſhould aim at; 
Inſtead of ſtubborn Steel, I put on Prayers; | = 
For raſh and haſty Heats, a fweet Repentance : . 
Long weary Steps, and Vows, for my Vain-glories, U 
O Roderigo. g \ 

Rod. If thy Tongue could fave thee, - 
Prating be thy Bail, thou haſt a rare benefit. 1 
Soldiers, come out, and bring a Halter with ye; 

Ill forgive your holy Habit, Sir, but I'll hang you. 
Enter Out-laws, Loper, and Jaques. 

1 Out- I. Wherefore, this Halter, Captain? ! 
4 For this TI n i 

o, put it on him, and then tie him up. 

1 Out- l. Do you want a Band, Sir? This is a courſe 
Twill fit but ſcurvily upon this Collar; (wearing, 
But Patience is as good as a French Pickadel. 

Lop. What's his fault, Captain? Rats, 

Rod. Tis my Will he periſh, 

And that's his Fault. 2 . | 

Ped, A Captain of overnment. | 
Come Soldiers, — are roughly bred, and bloody; 
Shew your Obedience, and the Ber je take 
In executing impious Commands; 


* 
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Be no more Chriſtians, put Religion by, 
Twill make ye Cowards; feel no tenderneſs, 
Nor let a thing call'd Conſcience trouble ye; 
Alas, *twill breed delay. Bear no reſpect 

To what I ſeem; were la Saint indeed, 

Why ſhould that ſtagger ye? You know not Holineſs: 

To be excellent in Evil, is your Goodneſs; 

And be ſo, twill become ye; have no Hearts, 

For fear you ſhould repent; that will be dangerous; 

For if there be a knocking there, a pricking, 

And that Pulſe beat back to your conſiderations, 

How ye have laid a {tiff hand on Religion — 
Rod. Truſs him, I ſay. 
Ped. And violated Faith 
Rod. Hear him not prate. _y 
Ped. Why, what a thing will this be? 

What ſtrange confuſion then will breed among ye? 
Rod. Will none of ye obey ? | 
Ped. W hat Devils vex ye? 

The fears-ye live in, and the hourly dangers 

Will be delights to theſe: Thoſe have their ends, 

Bur theſe outlive all Time, and all Repentance: 

And if it creep into your Conſcience once, 

Be ſure ye lock that cloſe. 

Rod. Why ſtand ye gazing? 

Fed. Farewel Sleep, Peace, all that are human Comforts, 
Better ye had been Trees, or Stones, and happier; 

For thoſe die here, and ſcek no further Being, 

Nor Hopes, nor Puniſhments. 

Rod. Rots take ye, Raſcals. 

Faq. W hat would you have us do ? 

Rod. Diſpatch the Prater. (ences ? 

Faq. And have religious Blood hang on our Conſci- 
We are bad enough already : Sins enough 
To make our Graves even loath us. | 

Rod. No Man love me? 

Lop. Although I be a Thief, I am no Hangman; 
They are two Mens Trades, and let another Execute. 
Lay violent Hands on holy Things? 

Rod. Baſe Cowards, 


Put 
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Put to your Powers, ye Raſcals, I command ye. 
Holy, or unholy, if I fay it, ; 
PII have it done. | 8 
I Out-l. If I do it, let me ſtarve for't. | MW EATS 
2 Out- l. Or J. | 
3 Our-l. Or 1: We will obey things handſome, 
And bad enough, and over do Obedience, 
But to be made ſuch inſtruments of Miſchief. 
Jag. I have done as many Villanies as another, 
And with as little Reluctation, 
Let me come clear of thele, and wipe that ſcore off. 
Put me upon a felt and known Perdition ? 
Rod. Have ye conſpir'd, ye Slaves? 
Ped. How wildly this ſhows, 
In one that would command another's Temper, 
And bear no bound in's own? | 
Rod. Am I thus jaded? 
Ped. Is it my Life thou long'ſt for, Roderigo ? 
And can no Sacrifice appeaſe thy Malice, 
Fut my Blood ſpilt? Do it thy ſelf, diſpatch it; 
And as thou tak ſt the whole Revenge unto thee, | Y 
Take the whole Sin upon thee, and be mighty, Ul 
Mighty in Evil, as thou art in Anger: | 1 
And let not theſe poor Wretches houl for thy fake. 
* things that in thine own Glaſs ſeem moſt Mon- 
rous, AA 
Would'ſt thou abuſe their weak fights with, for amiable ? 
Is it, thou think'ſt to fear me with thy Terrors, 
And into weak condition draw my Virtue ? 
If I were now to learn to die, I would ſue to thee z. 
Or did I fear Death, then I would make thee Glorious, 
But knowing what, and how far I can (uffer, | 
And all my whole Life being hut Death's Preface, 
My Sleep but at next Door. 
Rod, Are ye ſo valiant? | 
Ill make ye feel; I'll make ye know, and feel too; 
And Raſcals, you ſhall tremble. Keep him here, 
And keep him ſafe too; if he ſcape your Guards 
ed. Fear not, I will nat. Ong | 
put Rod. As I live, ye die fort; 
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I will not be thus baffled. Exit. 
Faq. What a Devil have ye done, Pilgrim? Or what 
Miſchief 
Have you conſpir'd, that he ſhould rage and rave thu!? 
Have you kill'd his Father, or his Mother? Or ſtrangled 
any of his Kindred? 
. Has he no Siſters? Have you not been bouncing 
About their Belly-picces ? | 
Fag. Why ſhould that be dangerous, 
Or any way deſerve Death ? Is it not Natural? 
Bar us the Chriſtiun liberty of Women, 
And build us up with Brick, take away our Freec-ſtone. 
1 Our-l, Becauſe thou art holier than he, upon my Con- 
He do's not envy thee: That's not his quarrel; (ſcience 
For, look you, that might be compounded without 
Prayers. 5 
Lp. Nor that thou ſeem'ſt an honeſter Man; for here 
We have no trading with ſuch Tinſel- ſtuff; 
To be an excellent Thief, is all we aim at. (out-runus? 
Wilt thou take a ſpit and ſtride, and ſee if thou canſt 
Pe. I ſcorn to ſhitt his Fury; keep your Obedience; 
For though your Government admit no Preſident, 
Keep your ſelves careful in't. 
Faq. Thou wilt be hang'd then. 
_ Ped. I cannot die with fewer faults upon me. 
2 Ont-l, Tis ten to one he will ſhoot him: For the De- 
If he hang him himſelf. (vil's in him 
Lyp. He has too proud a Nature; | 
He will compel ſome one. | 
Jag. I am confident. Lop. And fo are all, I think, 
Pas.” Be not moleſted, 
If I muſt die, let it not trouble you; 
It ſtirs not me: It is the end J was born for. 
Only this honeſt Office I deſire ye, 8 
If there be courteſie in Men of your Breed, 
To ſee me buried; not to let his fury | 
Expoſe my Body to the open violence 
Of Beaſts, and Fowls; ſo far I urge Humanity. 
Enter Roderigo, Alinda. 
Jag. He ſhall not deny us that; we'll ſee ye underGround, 
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And give ye a volley of as good Cups of Sack, 
For that's our Diſcipline. - | 
Ly. He comes again, | 
As high in rage as ever; the Boy with him, 
1 Out-l. Will he compel the Child ? 
Lop. He is bent to do it, 
And muſt have ſome Body. 
Rod, If thou lov'ſt me, do it; BENS 
Love me, or love me not, I ſay thou ſhalt do it: 
Stare not, nor ſtagger, Sirrah ; if ye deny me, 
Do you ſee this, Rogue? . 
| Alin. What would ye have me do, Sir? 
| Heav'ns goodneſs bleſs me. | 
Rod. 0? Why hang a Raſcal, 
That would hang me. 
Alin. Jam a Boy, and weak, Sir. 
Rod. Thou art ſtrong enough to tie him to a Bough, 
And turn him off; come, thou ſhalt be my Jewel, 
| And PIl allow thee Horſe, and all thy Pleaſures, 
' And twenty gallant things; I'll teach thee Arms too z 
Make thee mine Heir. | Ec 
Ain. Let me inherit Death firſt. 
Rod. Make me not angry, Sirrah. 
Alin. Which is the Man, Sir? 
Il pluck up the beſt Heart I can yet. 
Rod. Fear not, lh | 
m lt is my Will: That in the Pilgrim's Coat there, RN 
That Devil in the Saint's Skin. 
Alin. Guard me, Goodneſs. 
Kad. Diſpatch him preſently. | 
Ped. I wait your worſt, Sir. | i Yor 
Jag. Will the Boy do it? Is the Rogue ſo confident? | 
do young, ſo deep in Blood? v 
Lp. He ſhakes, and trembles. ; 
Ped. Doſt thou ſeek more Coals ſtill to ſear thy Conſei- 
ork ſacred Innocence, to be a Devil? ſence, 
Do it thy ſelf for ſhame, thou beſt becom'ſt it. 
Rod. Sirrah, Iſcorn my Finger ſhould be fil'd with thee 5 
4 And yet PIl have it done; this Child ſhall ſtrangle thee, 
An 4 A crying Girl, if the were here, ſhould maſter thee. 
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Alin. How ſhouldl fave him? How my ſelf from violence? I 
Ped. Leave your Tongue - valour, and diſpatch your hate, 

The patience of my Death, ſhall more torment thee, (Sir; 

Thou painted Honour, thou baſe Man made backward, 


Than all my Life has fear'd thee. - 


Rod. Gag him, Sirrah. I 

Jag. The Boy looks cheerfully now; ſure he will do it Y 
He will maul him elſe. rr 

Alin. Are ye prepar d to die, Sir? 


* 


Ped. Ves Boy, and ready; prethee to thy Buſineſs, [ 
Alin. Why are ye then ſo angry? So perplex'd, Sir! I. 
Patience wins Heav'n, and not the heat of Paſſion. Cl 
Why do you rail? ARA A 
Lop. The Boy's a pretty Prieſt. : ... Is 


Ped. I thank ye gentle Child, you teach me truly. 
Alin. You ſeem to fear too. | 


Ped. Thou ſce'ſt more, than I feel, Bo). TI 
Alin. You tremble ſure. Wo Hi 
Ped. No ſure Boy, tis thy tenderneſs; Ar 

Prethee make haſte, and let that Gulph be ſatisfied. - Ar 
Alin. Are ye ſo willing to go to it? He 
Ped. Moſt willing: = To 

1 would not borrow from his courteſie Do 

One hour of Life, to gain an age of Glory. Th 
Alin. And is your reckoning ſtraight, dir? Arc 
Ped. As ſtraight as Truth, Boyz - _ ©: © l 

I cannot go more joyfully to a Wedding. - 


Alin. Then to your Prayers, I'll diſpatch ye preſently. Ane 
Now guide my Tongue, thou Bleſſedneſs. | 
Rod. A good Boy. _ i (me. ty 
Alin. But hark ye, Sir, one word; and pray ye reſoueſſ Fric 


Let me ſpeak privately. -_ _ thy | Hor 
Rod. What would'ſt thou have, Child? No! 
Alin. Shall this Man die? „ R 

_ Rod. Why doſt thou make that queſtion? A 

Alin. Pray ye be not angry; if he muſt, 11 do it. R 

But muſt he now? _ , : % 14 A 

Rod. What elſe? Who dare reprieve him? L. 
Alin. Pray ye think again; and as your Injuries pou 


De 


A great, and full, you ſuffer from this F ellow, 
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Do not ye purpoſe ſo to ſuir your bre! 


Rod. I do, and muſt. | 

Alin. You cannot if he die now. 

Rod. Cannot? 

Alin, No, cannot; be not vex d, vou find it: 
have conſidered, nd | know it certain, 1 
Ye ſuffer below him: loſe all your angers. 

Rod. Why, my beſt Boy? 

Alin. I love and tender ye, 
| would not tell ye elſe. Is that Revenge, 

To ſlight your Cauſe, and Saint your Enemy, 
Clap the Dove's Wings of dawny Peace unto him, 
And let him ſoar to Heav n, whilſt you are ſigh! ng? 
Is this Revenge? 
Rod. 1 would have him die. 
Alin. Prepar'd thus ? 
The bleſſing of a Father never reach'd it: 
His Contemplation now {corns ye, contemnys ye, 
And all the Tortures ye can uſe. Let him die thus, 
And theſe that know and love Revenge will laugh at ye: ö 
Here lies the honour of a well-bred Anger, 
To make his Enemy ſhake and tremble under him; 
Doubt; nay, almoſt deſpair, and then confound him. 
This Man ye rock aſlecp, and all your Rages 
Are Requiems to his parting Soul, meer Anthems. 
Rod. Indeed he is ſtrongly built. 
Alin. You cannot ſhake him; 
And the more weight ye put on his Foundation, 
Now as he ſtands, ye fix him ſtill the ſtronger; 
If ye love him, honour him, wou'd heap upon him 
Friendſhips and Benefits heyond Example, 
Hope him a Star in Heaven, and there would {tick him, 
Now take his Life. 

Rod. I had rather take mine own, Boy. 

Alin. Pl eaſe him preſently. 

Rod. Stay, be not haſty. 

Alin. Bleſs my Toneue ſtill. 

Lop, What has the Boy done to him? 
How dull and ſtill he looks? 


Ain. You are a wiſe Man, 
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And long have buckled with the World's extremities, 
A valiant Man, and no doubt know both fortunes, 
And would ye work your Maſter-piece thus madly, 
Take the bare name of Honour, that will pity ye, 
When the World knows ye have prey'd on a poor Pilgrim? 
Rod. The Boy has ſtaggerd me: W hat would thou 
have me? | | 
Alin. Have ye? do you not feel, Sir? does it not ſtir ye? 
Do you ask a Child? I would have ye do moſt bravely, 
Becauſe I molt affect ye: Like your ſelf, Sir, 
Scorn him, and let him go; ſeem to contemn him, 
And now ye have made him ſhake, ſeal him his Pardon; 
When he appears a ſubject fit for Anger, 
And fit for you, his pious Armour off 
His hopes no higher than your Sword may reach at, 
Then ſtrike, and then ye know Revenge, then take it. 
I hope I have turn'd his Mind. 
Rod. Let the Fool go there, 
I ſcorn to let looſe fo baſe an Anger 
May light on thee: Sec me no more, but quit me, 
And when we meet again. 
Ped. VI thank ye, Caprain. Eri. 
Alin. Why this was like your ſclf: But which way 
Shall we ne'er happy meet? (goes he? 
Rod. I am drowſie, Boy, 
Go with me, and diſcourſe; I like thy Company, 
O Child! I love thy Tongue. 
Alin. I ſhall wait on ye. | [Exe 
Lap. The Boy has don't; a plaguy witty Raſcal, 
And [ ſhall love him terribly. 
Jag. ' I'was he molt certain, 
or it ye mark, how earneſt he was with him, 
And how he labour'd him. 
L). A cunning Villain, 
But a good Rogue: This Boy will make's all honeſt, 
I Out- I. I ſcarce believe that; but l like the Boy well: 
Come, let's to Supper; then upon our Watche.. 
Lop. This Pilgrim ſcap'd a joyful one. | 
Jaq. Let's Drink round, RE 
To the Boy's Health, and then about our buſineſs. 4 2 
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ACT III. SCENE I 


Enter Roderigo, Jaques, Loper, and three Out-laws. 


Rod. N of you know her? 
Jad. Alas, Sir, we never ſaw her, 

Nor ever heard ot her, but from your Report. 

Rod. No happy Eye? 
| Lp. I do not think tis ſhe, Sir, 

Methinks a Woman dares not. 

Rod. Thou ſpeak'ſt poorly, 
What dares not Woman, when ſhe is provok'd? 
Or what ſeems dangerous to Love, or Fury? 
That it is ſhe, this has confirm'd me certain, 
Theſe Jewels here, a part of which I ſent her, 
And though unwilling, yer her Father wrought her 
To take and wear. 

Lop. A Wench, and we not know it? 
And among us? where were our Underſtandings? 
| could have gueſs d unhappily, have had ſome feeling 
jn ſuch a matter: Here are as muy Fellows, 
As the diſcovery of ſuch a Jigambob : 
A handſome Wench too? ſure we have loſt our faculties, 
We have no motions: What ſhould ſhe do here, Sir? 

Rid. That's it that troubles me: O that baſe Raſcal! 
K There lies the miſery How cunningly ſhe quit him, 
ud how ſhe urg'd? Had ye been conſtant to me, 
| ner had ſuffer d this. 

Out- I. Ye might have hang'd him; 
And would he had been hang'd, that's all we care for't, 
So our Hands had not don't. | 

Rod. She is gone again too, (me; 
Ard what care have ye for that? gone, and contemn'd 
Maſter'd my will, and power, and now laughs at me, 

Lop. The Devil that brought her hither, Sir, I think 
Has carried her back again inviſible, 1 
for we ne'er knew nor heard of her Departure. 


Jag. 
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Jag. No living thing came this Night through ou 
She went with you, | 3 (Watches 
Rod. Was by me till J ſlept, | 3 
Bur when I wak'd, and call'd: O my dull Pate here, 
If I had open'd this when it was given me, 
This Roguy Box. wt 
Enter Alphonſo, and two Out-laws. 
Jop. We could but give It ye. (gory 
Rod. Pilgrim? a Pox O Pilgrims, there the Game 
There's all my Fortune fled; I know it, I feel it. 
Alt. Bring me unto thy Captain; where's thy Captain! 
I am founder'd, melted, ſome fairy thing or other 
Has led me dancing; the Devil has haunted me 
I'th* Likeneſs of a Voice; give me thy Captain. 
2 Out- I. He's here, Sir, there he ſtands, 
Alp. How do'ſt thou, Captain? 
I have been fool'd and jaded, made a dog Bolt. 
My Daughter's run away: 1 have been haunted too, 
J have loſt my Horſe; I am hungry, and out of ny 


Wits alfo; thing, f s., 
Rad. Come in; I'll tell you what I know; ſtrange we 
And take your Eaſe I'll follow her Recovery; 2 


Theſe ſhall be yours the whilſt, and do ye Service. (tos. Tor c 
Alp. Let me have drink enough, I am almoſt choak Made 
Rod. You ſhall have any thing; what think you now, 
Soldiers? | 
Faq. I thinka Woman, is a Womanthat's any thing 

The next we take, we'll ſearch a little nearer, 

We'll not be boy'd again with a pair of Breeches. 


Tae 
SCENE UI. 


Enter Julctta. 

Jul. He's gone in here : This is Roderigo's Quarter, 
And VII be with him ſoon, Fl ſtartle him, - 
A little better than I have done: All this long Night 
I have led him out o'th' way, to try his Patience, 
And made him ſwear, and curſe, and pray, and ſwear agall 
And cry for Anger; I made him leave his Horſe too, 


Where he can never find him more; whiſtled to * 
| n 
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And then he would run through thick and thin to reach 

And down in this Ditch, up again, and ſhake him, (me, 

And ſwear ſome certain Bleſſings; then into that Buſh 

Pop goes his Pate, and all his Face is comb'd over, 

And I fit laughing: A hundred Tricks I have ſerv'd 

And I will double em, before I leave him: (him, 

Ill teach his Anger to diſpute with Women; 

But all this time I cannot meet my Miſtreſs, 

| cannot come to comfort her, that grieves me, 

For ſure ſhe is much afflicted; till I do, 

„rn haunt thy Ghoſt, Alphonſo; I'll keep thee waking : 

0 Yes, | muſt get a Drum: 1 am villanous weary, 

And yet III trot about theſe Villages AE) 

Till I have got my Will, and then have at ye. (leave ye, 

[ll make your Anger drop out at your Elbows, &er I 
tl 


D.. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Seberto, and Curio. | 
Sb. 'Tis ſtrange, in all the Circuit we have ridden, _ 
We cannot croſs her; no way light upon her. 
Cur. 1 do not think ſhe is gone thus far, or this way, 
For c-rtain if ſhe had, we ſhould havereach'd her(thing. 
Made ſome Diſcovery, heard ſome News; we have ſeen no- 
db, Nor paſs by any Body that could promiſe any 
dhe is certainly diſguiſed, her Modeſty (ching. 
Durſt never venture elſe. | 
(ur. Let her take any Shape, 
in! let me ſee it once, I can diſtinguiſh it. 
db. So ſhould I think too ;has not her Father found her? 
Gur. No, I'll be hang'd then; he has no Patience, 
Unis the light in's Teeth, to look about him. 
© gueſſes now, and chafes, and frets like Tinſel. 
Kb. Let him go on, he cannot live without it, 
ut keep her from him, Heav'n: Where are we, Curio? 
Cur, In a Wood I think, bang me if 1 know elle, 
nd yet J have ridden all theſe Coaſts at all Hours, 
Ind had an aim. 


&, 1 would we had a Guide. 


_ Cur, 
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Cur. And if I be not much awry, Seberzo, 


Not far off ſhould be Rodorigo's Quarter, C 
For in this Faſtwes, if I be not cozen'd, 
He and his Out-laws live, A 
Seb. This is the place then 8e 
We appointed him to meet in. A 
| Enter Alinda. 1 
Cur. Yes, I think ſo. (that there! I ©: 
Feb. Would we could meet ſome living Thing: What Tl 
Cur. A Boy, Ithink; ſtay, why may not he direct u W. 
Alin. 1 am hungry, and I am weary, and I cannot find | 
Kcep my wits, Heav'n, I feel em wavering: (him 
O God, my Head. | ö 
Seb. Boy, doſt thou hear, thou Stripling ? 5 
Alin. Now they will tear me, torture me, now Nut. 4 
Will hang him without mercy z ha (rig: Al 
Cur. Come hither : 1 J 
A very pretty Boy; what place is this, Child ? 7 
And whither doff thou travel? how he ftares! 97 
Some ſtubborn Maſter has abus'd the Boy, | 0 
And beaten him: How he complains! whither goeſtthouBW - 
 Alin. I go to Segonia, Sir, to my fick Mother, _ 
I have been taken here by drunken Thieves, bj 
And (O my Bones) I have been beaten, Sir, * 
Miſ-us'd, and rob'd; extreamly beaten, Gentlemen. = 
O God, my fide! — 
Seb. What Beaſts would uſe a Boy thus? Ir T 
Look up, and be of good cheer. | 
Alin. O, I cannot. | 41 
My Back, my Back, my Back. T: 
Cur. What Thieves? mo 
Alin, I know not, 1 Ju 
But they call the Captain, Roderigo. | 1 
Cur. Look ye, | | % 7 
I knew we were thereabouts. Woe 
Seb. Doſt thou want any thing ? | * 
Alin. Nothing but eaſe, but eaſe, Sir. 9—— f 
Cur. There's ſome Mony, Roy 


And get thee to thy Mother. 5 You 
Alin. I thank ye, Gentlemen. + 
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Seb. This was extremely foul, to vex a Child thus. 
Come, let's along, we cannot loſe our way now. [ Exe. 
Alin. Though ye are honeſt Men, I fear your Fingers, 
And glad I am got off; O how l tremble 
Send me but once within his Arms, dear Fortune, 
And then come all the World : What ſhall I do now? 
'Tis almoſt Night again, and where to lodge me, 
Or get me Mear, or any thing, I know nor; 
Theſe wild Woods, and the Fancies I have in me, 
Will run me mad. | 
: Enter Juletta. 
. Boy, Boy. 
15. dive ſet to take me? 
Jul. Doſt thou hear, Boy, thou Pointer. 
Alin. Tis a Boy too, 
A Lacky Boy; I need not fear his fierceneſs. 
Jul. Canſt thou beat a Drum? 
Alin. A Drum? 
Jul. This thing, a Drum here. (ble? 
Didſt thou never {ee a Drum? Canſt thou make this grum- 
Alin. Juletta's Face and Tongue; Is ſhe run mad too? 
Here may be double craft. I have no skill in't. 
Jul. I'll give thee a Ryal but to go along with me. 
Alin. T care not for thy Ryal, I have other buſineſs. 
Drum to thy ſelf, and dance to it. 


4 


Ful. Sirrah, Sirrah; (hear me? 
Thou ſcurvy Sirrah z thou Snotty-nos'd Scab, do'ſt thou 
IfI lay down my Drum. | 


Enter Roderigo, and two Out-laws, 
Alin, Here comes more Company, 
| fear a Plot, Heav'n ſend me fairly from it. Exit. 
Jul. Baſto, who's here? 
Ly. Captain, do you need me, Father? 
No not a foot: give me the Gown; the Sword now. 
Jul. This is the Devil Thief, and if he take me, 
Woe be to my Gally-gaskins. 
Lp. Certain, Sir, | 
the will take her Patches off, and change her Habit. 
Rod. Let her do what ſhe pleaſe: No, no, Alinda, | 
ou cannot cozen me again in a Boy's Figure, 1 
or 
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Nor hide the Beauty of that Face in Patches, 

Bur I thall know it. U Yin It b 
Jul, A Boy, his Face in Patches? J 
Rod. Nor thall your Tongue ag in bewitch mine Anger. Son 

If ſhe be found i th Woods, ſend me word preſent iy, 

And T1 return; ſhe cannot be far gone yet, I 

If ſhe be nor, expect me, when ye ſee me; 

Uſe all your S:rvice to my Friend Alphonſo, And 

And have a care to your, buſineſs: Farewel, 


No more, fare wel. I. Eren. 
Jul. I am heartily glad thou art gone yet. 
This Boy in Patches was the Boy came by me, 
The very ſame, how haſtily it ſhifted? 
What a mop-cy'd Als was I, I could not know her; 
This muſt be ſhe, this is ſhe, now I remember her, 
How loth ſhe was to talk too, how ſhe fear'd me? 
I could now Pits mine Eyes out for meer anger: 
Fil follow her, but who ſhall vex her Father then? 
One flurt at him, and then J am for the Voyage, 
If I can croſs the Captain too: Come Tabor. [Extr. 
SCENE V. 
| Enter Jaques, and one Out-law. 
Jag. Are they all tet? _ | 
I Out-l. All, and each quarter quiet. 
Jag Is the old Man aſſeep? 
1 Out- l. An hour ago, Sir. | 
Faq. We mult be very careful in his abſence, 
And very watchful. 
1 Out-l. It concerns us nearly, 
He will not be long from us. 
Fag. No, he cannot. | 
1 Out-l. Alittle heat of Love, which he muſt wander 
out. Drum afar of 
And then again: hark, 1 
7005 What? N 
I Unr-l. Tis not the Wind, ſure: + 
That's ſtill and calm, no noiſe, nor flux of Waters. 
Faq. 1 hear a Drum, I think. Oer. 


1 Od. That, that; 
It beats again now. | 

Jag. Now it comes nearer : Sure we are ſurpriz'd, Sir; 
Some from the King's Command; we are loſt, we are 


e e 
1 Cut. I. Hark, hark, a Charge now: My Captain has 

betray'd us, 6 
And left us to this Ruin, run away from us. 

Enter two Out-laws, 
Ly. Another beats o' that ſide. 
2 Out- I. Fly, fly, Jaques, 
e are taken in a Toil, ſnapt in a Pitfal; 
ethinks I feel a Sword already ſhave me. 
3 Out-l. A thouſand Horſe and Foot, a thouſandPioneers, 
If we get under Ground, to fetch us out again 
uud eyery, one an Ax to cut the Woods down. 
Ly. This is the diſmab'ſt Night 
Enter Alphonſo. 

Alp. Where is my Nag now? 2 
Ind what make I here to be hang d? What Devil 
rought me into this danger? Is there ne'er a Hole, 
hat | may creep in deep enough, and die quickly? 
ver an old Ditch to choke in? I ſhall be taken 
or their Commander now, their General, 
nd have a commanding Gallows ſet up for me 
high as a May-pole, and naſty Songs made on me; 
e Printed with a Pint- pot and a Dagger. 
bey are all kill'd by this time: Can I pray? 
t me ſee that firſt, I have too much fear to be Faithful. 
bere's all my State now? I muſt go hunt for Daughters; 
ſughters, and Damſels of the Lake, damned Daughters. 
hundred Crowns for a good tod of Hay, | 
a fine hollow Tree, that would contain me; 
dear em coming; I feel the Nooꝛe about me. 

Enter Seberto, Curio, Out- lame, and Jaques. 
eb. Why do you fear, and fly? Here are no Soldiers; 
one from the King to vex ye. 
O- I. The Drum, the Drum, Sir. 


never ſaw ſuch Pigeon-hearted People: 
Ol, IV. | 18 FE What 
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1 What Drum? what Danger? Who's that that ſhakeshe. 
_ 1 == hind there? | | . 
' Mercy upon me Sir, why gre ye fear'd thus? 
Alp. Are we all kill'd, no mercy to be hop'd for? 
Am 1 not ſhot, do you think? | 
Seb. You are ſtrangely frighted, = K 
Shot with a fiddle Stick; who's here to ſhoot ye? 
A Drum we faw indeed, a Boy was beating it, | 
And hunting Squirrels by Moon-light. 
Lop. Nothing elſe, Sir? 7 
Gur. Not any thing; no other Perſon ſtirring. 
Alp. O that I had that Boy; this is that Devil, 
That fairy Rogue, that haunted me laſt Night; 
Has Sleeves like Dragon's Wings. he 
Seb. A little Foot-boy. 
Alp. Come, let's go in, and let me get my Cloathson 
If cer I ſtay here more to be thus Marty di 
Did ye not mcet the Wench? 
Seb. No ſure, we met her not. ; 
| Alp. She has been here in * Apparel, Gentlemen, 
A gallant thing, and famous for a Gentle woman, 
And all her Face patch'd over for diſcovery; 
A Pilgrim too, and thereby hangs a Circumſtance, 
Thar the hath play'd her Maſter- prize, a rare one. 
I cy too ſhort. 8 | 
r. Such a young Boy we met, Sir. 
Alp. In a oe Hat. | * 
Cur, The fame; his Face all patch'd too. 
Ab. Twas ſhe, a rot run with her; ſhe, thatrank ſh 


Walk in, 1'l] tell ye all; and then we'll part again, n 
But get ſome ſtore of Wine; this fright ſits here et. 1 To l 
„ Enter juletta. F | Ga 
Jul. What a fright I have put em in; what a bra Foo 
If this do bolt him, I'll be with him again „ (un 5 
With a new part, was never play'd; I'll ferk bim. 
As he hunts her, ſo I'll hunt him: Pll claw. him. 
Now will I ſce if I can croſs her footing: | 
5 Yet {till I'll watch his Water, he ſhall pay for't; 11 


And when he thinks moſt Malice, and means WO 55 
Ill make him know the Mare's the better HAR 2 N 
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SCENE Yoo 
| "Enter Pedro, and a Gentleman; 
Gent. Le are a Stranger, Sir, and for Humanity, 
Being come within our Walls, I would ſhew you ſome- 
Ye have ſeen the Caſtle? (thing. 
Ped. Ves Sir, tis a ſtrong one, | 
And well maintain'd. ra ö 
Gent. Why are you ſtill thus ſad, Sir ? 
How do ye like the Walks? 
Ped. They are very pleaſant; 
Your Town ſtands cool and ſweet. 
Gent, But that I would not : 
Aﬀect you with more ſadneſs, I could ſhew ye 
A place worth view. _ FS; 
Ped. Shows ſeldom alter me, Sir; 
Pray ye ſpeak it, and then ſhew it. 
Gent. Tis a Houſe here 
Where People of allſorts, that have been viſited 
With Lunacies and Follies, wait their Cures ; 
There Fancies of a thouſand Stamps and Faſhions, 
Like Flies in ſeveral ſhapes, buz round about ye, 
And twice as many Geſtures; ſome of pity, _ 7 
That it would make ye melt to ſee their Paſſion : 
And ſome as light again, that would content xe. 
But I ſee, Sir, r emper is too modeſt, hs 
Too much inclin'd to Contemplation, _ 
te Io meet wits theſe? | 
Ped. You could not pleaſe me better; 2 
And I beſeech you, Sir, do me the Honour 
To let me wait upon ye. | | 
Gent. Since ye are willing, _ +7 Y . 
To me it ſhall be a pleaſure to conduct ye. | 
Ped. I never had ſucha mind yet to ſce Miſery. [Exeunt.. 
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H'as a thouſand Pigs in's Brains: Who books to dhe 
Prentice? 
Keep him from Women, he thinks h'as loſt his Miſtreſs; 
And talk of no Silk Stufts,*twill run him hora mad. 
2 Keep. The Juſtice keeps ſuch a ſtir yonder with his 
And ſuch a coil with Warrants, (Charges, 
1 Keep. Take away his Statutes z 
The Devil has poſſeſt him in the likeneſs 
Of penal Laws: Keep him from Aqua-vrte, 
For if that Spirit creep into his Corum, 
He will commit us all; how is it with the Scholar? 
2 Keep. For any thing I ſee, he's in his right Wits. 
1 Keep. Thou art an Aſs; in's right Wits, goodman 
Coxcomb ? 
As though any Man durſt be in's right Wits, and be here. 
It is as much as we dare be that kcep 'em. 
Enter Engliſh Madman. 
Engl. Give me ſome Drink. j 5 
1 Keep. O, there's the Engliſh Man. Thel 
Engl. Fill me a thouſand Pots, and froth em, froth em. If w. 
Down o' your Knees, ye Rogues, and pledge me roundly; WM We! 
One, two, three, and four; we ſhall be all merry within 2] 
this Hour. | 


To the great Turk. Eier 
1 Keep. Peace, peace, thou Heathen Drunkard; (em; WM + 
Theſe Engliſh are fo Malt-mad, there's no medling with { 
When they have a fruitful year of Barley there, 1 K 
All the whole Iſland's thus. And f1 
Engl, A Snuff, a ſnuff, a ſnuff. You (1 
A lewd notorious Snuff; give't him again, Boy. Belide 
| Enter She-fool, Fool 
Fool. God-ye-good cven, Goffer. I Ge 

2 Keep. Who let the Fool looſe ? Por ke 

1 Keep. If any of the Mad-men take her, ſheis pepper d, Maf 
They'll bounce her Loins. | If ye al 
Fool. Will ye walk into the Coal-houſe ? 1 G, 

1 Keep. She is as leacherous too as a She-terret-, H 

2 Keep. Who a vengeance looks to her? Go in Rue, M 2 Ce, 
I'll give thee a fine Apple. No ſtar 


Fool 
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Fool. Will ye buſs me, | 
And tickle me, and make me Laugh? 
i Keep. I'll whip ye. | 
Engl. Fool, Fool, come up to me, Fool. | 
Fool. Are ye peeping ? * 
Engl. VII get thee with five Fools. | * 
Fool. O fine, O dainty. 2 
Engl. And thou ſhalt lye in a Horſe- cloth, like a Lady. 
Fool. And ſhall I have a Coach? N 
Engl. Drawn with four Turkeys, 
And they ſhall tread thee too. 
Fool, We ſhall have Eggs then; 
And ſhall I fit upon*em ? 
Engl. Ay, ay, and they ſhall be all addle, 
And make an admirable Tanzey tor the Devil. 
Come come away, I am taken with thy love, Fool, 
And will mightily belabour thee. (him ? 
1 Keep. How the Fool bridles? How ſhe twitters at 
Theſe Engliſbmen would ſtagger a wile Woman. 
If we ſhould ſuffer her to have her will nw, (here. 
We ſhould have all the Women in Hain as mad as ſhe 
2 Keep. They would ſtrive who ſhould be molt Fool; 
away with her. . 
Euter Maſter, three Gentlemen, a mad Scholar, and Pedro, 
Fool. Pray ye ſtay a little: Let's hear him ſing, has a 
fine Breaſt, 
1 Keep, Here comes my Maſter ; to the ſpit, ye W hore, 
And ſtir no more abroad, but tend your buſineſs ; 
You ſhall have no more ſops i'th* Pan elſe, nor no Por- 
Beſides, Il whip your Breech. (ridge: 
Fool. I'll go in preſently. 
Gent. I'll aſſure ye Sir, the Cardinal's angry with ye 
4 For keeping this young Man. | 
OW ft. 1 am heartily ſorry. 
ye allow him ſound, pray ye take him with ye. 
1 Gent, This is the place, and now obſerve their 
Humours, 
2 Gent. We can find nothing in him light, nor tainted 
No ſtartings, nor no rubs, in all his Anſwers, 


la all his Letters nothing but Diſcrct.on, 
8 3 Learn- 
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Learning, and handſome Stile. Or 
Maſt. Be not deceived, Sir, He 
Mark but his look. An 
1 Gent, His Grief, and his Imprifonment, / 
May ſtamp that there. et fe es RG RAC 4 
Maſt. Pray talk with him again then. (enough, I 

2 Gent. That will be needleſs, we have tried him long 2 
And if he had a taint we ſhould have met with't. $ 
Yet to diſcharge your Care n 2 
Ded. A ſober Vouth: 1 
Pity ſo heavy a croſs ſhould light upon him. 2 
2 Gent. You find no Sickneſs? ʒ 1 
Schol. None Sir, I thank Heav'n, | He 
Nor nothing that diverts my Underſtanding. 9 
1 Gent. Do you ſleep a- night? fl 
Schol. As ſound, and fweet, as any Man. Fe 

2 Gent, Haye ye no fearful Dreams? I ( 
Schol. Sometimes, as all have H, 
That go to Bed with raw and windy Stomachs; Nor 
Elſe, I am all one piece. | | Let | 
1 Gent, Is there no Unkindneſs And 
You have conceiv'd from any Friend or Parent? The 
Or ſcorn from what ye lov'd ? * Upor 
Schal. No, truly, Sir: For 

I never yet was Maſter of a Faith 2 
So poor, and weak, to doubt my Friend or Kindred, 20 
And what Love is, unleſs it lye in Learning, K 
think I am ignorant. . Andr 
1 Gent, This Man is perfect, [Il fe 

A civiller Diſcourſer I ne'er talk'd with. Don 
Maſt. You'll find it otherwiſe. le ] 

2 Gent. muſt tell ye true, Sir, X Don 

I think ye keep him here to teach him Madnels. Lc 
Here's his diſcharge from my Lord Cardinal; Frig 
And come Sir, go with us. OY Mr 
Schol. Jam bound unto ye, = 
or 


And farewel Maſter. | | 
Maſt. Farewel, Stephans z | Once 


Alas poor Man. _ 2 | 
1 Gent, What flaws and whirles of Weather, * 
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Or rather Storms, have been aloft theſe three Days; 
How dark, and hot, and full of Mutiny / 
And ſtill grows louder. 

Maſt. It has been ſtubborn Weather. (tumbling. 
2 Gent. Strange Work at Sea, I fear me there's old 
1 Gent. Bleſs my old Uncle's Bark, I have a Venture. 
2 Gent. And I more than I would wiſh to loſe. 
Sha. Do you fear? 
2 Gent. Ha! how he looks? 
Maſt. Nay, mark him better, Gentlemen. 
2 Gent, Mercy upon me, how his Eyes are alter'd ? 
Maſt. Now tell me how ye like him; whether now 
| He be that perfect Man ye credited? 

$cbo. Does the Sea ſtagger ye? 

Maſt, Now ye have hit the Nick. 

Sch). Do ye fear the Billows? 

1 Gent, What ails him? Who has ſtir'd him ? 

Scho. Be not ſhaken, | 
Nor let the ſinging of the Storm ſhoot through ye, 
Let it blow on, blow on: Let the Clouds wraſtle, 
And let the Vapours of the Earth turn mutinous, 
The Sea in hideous Mountains riſe and tumble 
Upon a Dolphin's Back, I'll make all tremble, 
For I am Neptune. 

Maſt. Now what think ye of him? 

2 Gent. Alas poor Man. 

Scho. Your Bark ſhall plough through all, 
And not a Surge ſo ſaucy to diſturb her. 
III ſee her ſafe, my Power ſhall fail before her. 

Down ye angry Waters all, 

le loud whiſtling Whirlwinds fall: 

Down ye proud Waves, ye Storms ceaſe , 

[ command ye, be at Peace. 

Fright not with your churliſh Notes, 

or bruiſe the Keel of Bark that flotes: 

M devouring Fiſh come nigh, 

ar Monſter in my Empery, 

Once ſkew his Head, or Terror bring; 

But let the weary Sailor ſing: | 
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Amphitrite with white Arms 
Strike my Lute, I'll ſing Charms. 
Maſt. He muſt have Muſick now: I muſt obſerve him. 
His Fit will grow too full elſe. [ Mufick, Song. 
2 Gent. 1 muſt pity him. 
Maſt. Now he will in himſelf moſt quietly, 
And clean forget all, as he had done nothing. (der; 
1 Gent. Weare ſorry, Sir, and we have ſeen a Won- 
From this Hour we'll believe, and ſo we'll leave ye. Exit. 
Ped. This was a ſtrange fit. 
Maſt. Did ye mark him, Sir? 
Ped. He might have cozen'd me with his Behaviour. 
Maſt. Many have ſworn him right, and I have thought 
Yet on a ſudden, from ſome W ord, or other, (fo: 
When no Man could expect a fit, he has flown out:; 
I dare not give him will. 
. Euter Alinda 
Ped. Pray Heav'n recover him. 
Alin. Muſt I come in too? 
Maſt. No, my pretty Lad; 
Keep in thy Chamber Boy, 'ſhalt have thy Supper. 
Ped. I pray ye what is he, Sir? 
Maſt. A ſtrange Boy, that laſt Night 
Was found i'th* Town, a little craz'd, diſtracted, 
And ſo ſent hither. 
Ped. How the pretty Knave looks, 
And plays, and peeps upon me! ſure ſuch Eyes 
I have ſeen, and loy'd ; what fair Hands? certainly 
Maſt. Good Sir, you'll make him worſe. 
Ped. I pray believe not. 
Alas, why ſhould I hurt him? How he ſmiles ? 
The very Shape, and Sweetneſs of Alinda : 
Let me look once again; were it in ſuch Cloaths 
As when I {aw her laſt; this muſt be ſhe. 
How tenderly it ſtroaks me? 
Maſt. Pray ye be mild, Sir; 
I mult attend elſewhere. 
Ped. Pray ye be ſc cure, Sir, 
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W hat would ye ſay? how my Heart beats and tren cn 
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He holds me hard by th' Hand; O my Life, her Fleſh 


too! 
know not what too think; her Tears, her true ones; 
pure orient Tears: Hark, do you know me, little one? 
Alin. O Pedro, Pedro! 
Ped. O my Soul! | 
Gent. W hat Fit's this? 
The Pilgrim's off the Hooks too. 
Alin. Let me hold thee, => 
And now come all the World, and all rhat hate me. 
Ped. Be wiſe, and not diſcover'd: O how I love ye! 
How do ye now ? | | 
Alin. I have been miſerable ; 
But your moſt virtuous Eyes have cur'd me, Pedro : 
Pray ye think it no Immodeſty, I kiſs ye, 
My Head's wild ſtill. 
Ped. Be not ſo full of Paſſion, 
Nor do not hang ſo greedily upon me, 
Twill be ill taken. 
Alin, Are ye weary of me? 
Iwill hang here eternally, kiſs ever, 
And weep away for Joy. 
Enter Maſter. 
Maſt. I told ye, Sir, | 
What ye would do; for Shame do not afflict him: 
You have drawn his Fit upon him fearfully - 
tither depart, and preſently; I'll force ye elſe. 
Who waits within? 
Enter two Keepers to fetch them off. 
Ped. Alas, good Sir. 
Maſt.This is the way never to hope Recovery. (nour. 
day but one Minute more, I'll complain to the Gover- 
ring in the Boy; do you ſee how he ſwells, and tears 
himſelf? 
this your Cure? Be gone; if the Boy miſcarry 
* me ne'er find you more, for I'll fo hamper ye 
Cent. You were to blame, too raſh. 
Ped, Farewel for ever. [Exennt. 
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ACTIV. SCENEL |! 
Enter Alphonſo, 4à Gentleman and Juletta. | 


N O U are now within a Mile o'th' Town, Sir; An 
If my Buſineſs Fa 
Would give me Leave, I would turn and wait upon ye; 
But for ſuch Gentlemen as you enquire of, 
Certain, I ſaw none ſuch: But for the Boy ye ſpoke of, 
1 will not fay tis he, but ſuch a one; 
Juſt of that height. 
Alp. In ſuch Cloaths? 
Gent, I much miſtake elſe, 
Was ſent in th'other Night, alittle maddiſh 
And where ſuch People wait their Cures. 
Alp. I underſtand ye. 
Gent. There you may quickly know, 
Alp. 1 thank ye, Sir, | 1 0 
Jul. So do I too; and if there be ſuch a Place, 
I ask no more; but you ſhall hear more of me. 
She may be there, and you may play the Tyrant; 
Fil fee what I can do. I am almoſt foundred 
In following him; and yet Pl never leave him, 
III crawl of all four firſt; my Cauſe is meritorious, 
And come what can come. 
Gent. All you have told me is certain, 
Complexion, and all elſe. 
Ap. It may be ſhe then; 
And I'll fo fumble her: Is ſhe grown mad now? 
Is her Blood ſet ſo _— Fil have her madded; 
I'll have her worm'd. 
Ful. Mark but the end, old Maſter, 
If thou beeſt not ſick o'th* Bots within theſe five Hours, 
And kick'ſt and roar'ſt; Il make ye fart Fire, Sign | 
| Enter Alinda, as @ Fool. plage 
Gent. Here's one o'th* Houle, a Fool, an Idiot, Sit. A 
May be ſhe is going home; ſhe'll be a Guide to ye, lam g 
And ſo I kiſs your Hand. | | (Ex. 
A. Tam your Servant. 
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Alin. O now I am loſt, loſt; loſt, Lord, how I tremble: 
My Father, arm'd in all his Hates and Angers; 
This is more Miſery. than I have ſcap'd yet. , 

Alp. Fool, Fool. 5 . "73 f | 

Alin. He knows me not. Will ye give me two Pence? 
And Gaffer, here's a Crow-Flower, and a Dazie; * © - 
have ſome Pye in my Pocket too. R 

Alp. This is an arrant Fool, 
An ignorant thing. 9 1 

Ain. Believe to, and I am happy. 

Ap. Doſt thou dwell in Sigonia, Fool? 

Alm No, no, I dwell in Heav'n. 3 
And I have a fine little Houſe, made of Marmalad. 
And I am a lone Woman, and I fpin for Saint Peter; 
| have a hundred little Children, and they fing Pſalms 

with me. EI D{I1s 26 F 

Alp. Tis pity this pretty thing ſhould want Under- 

ſtanding. | 
But why do I ſtand talking with a Coxcomb? -- 

If I do find her, if I light upon her, ly 
[ll ſay no more. Is this the way to th' Town, Fool? 

Ain. You muſt go over the Top of that high Steeple, 

Alp. A plague o' your Fool's Face. . Gatfer. 

Jul. No, take her Countcl. © (over, 

Alin. And then you ſhall come to a River twenty Mile 
And twenty Mile and ten, and then you mult pray, 
and ſtill you muſt pray, and pray. (Gaffer. 

Alp. Pray Heav'n deliver me * 
From ſuch an Aſs, as thou art. 

Alin. Amen, ſweet Gaffer: 

And fling a Sop of Sugar-Cake into it; 
And then you mult leap in naked. 

Jul. Would he would believe her. 
urs, 4/7. And ſink ſeven Days together; can ye link, Gaffer? 
idr. . Ap. Yes Coxcomb, yes; prithee farewel; a pox on 

A plague o'that Fool roo, that ſet me upon thee. (thee. 
dir. Ain. And then VII bring you a ſup of Milk ſhall 
2.3 Im going to get Apples. | ſcderve ye: 
x1 Ap. Go to th' Devil: | Wa. 

| 9 | as 
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Was ever Man tormented with a Puppy thus ? 
Thou tell me News? thou be a Guide ? 
Alin. And then, Nunkle (rail now 
Alp. Prithee keep on thy way, good Naunt. I could 
Theſe ten hours at mine own improvidence: 
Get Apples and be choak'd; farewel. I Exit. 
Alin. Farewel, Nuncle. - 
Jul. I rejoice in any thing that vexes him, 
And I ſhall love this Fool extremely for't- 
Could I but ſee my Miſtreſs now, to tell her 
How I have truly, honeſtly wrought for her, 
How I have worn my ſelf away, to ſerve her. 
Fool, there's a Ryal for the ſport thou mad'tt me 
In crofling that old Fool, that parted from thee. 
Alin. Thou art honeſt ſure, but yer thou muſt not ſee me. 
T thank ye, little Gentleman; Heav'n bleſs ye, 
And I'll pray for ye too: Pray ye keep this Nutmeg, 
Twas ſent me from the Lady of the Mountain, 
A Golden Lady. 
Jul. How prettily it prattles. 
Aliu. Tis very good to rub your Underſtanding, 
And ſo good Night; the Moon's up. 
Jul. Pretty Innocent. 
Alin. Now Fortune, if thou dar'ſt do good, protect 
me. | | Extt. 
Jul. I'll follow him to yond Town, he ſhall not (cape 
f me. | 
Stay, I muſt counterfeit a Letter by the way firſt, (elle, 
And one that muſt carry ſome credit with it: 1 am wide 
And all this to no purpoſe that I aim ar. 
A Letter muſt he had, and neatly handled; 
And then if Goodwite Fortune do not fail me, 
Have at his Skirts; I ſhall worſe anger him 
Than ever I have done, and worſe torment him. 
It does me good to think how I ſhall conjure him, 
And crucifie his crabbedneſs: He's my Maſter, 
But that's all one, I'll lay that on the left han. 
He would now perſecute my harmleſs Miſtreſs, 
A fault without forgiveneſs, as ] take it; - 
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And under that bold Banner flies my vengeance, 

A meritorious War, and fo VII make it. 

th' name of innocence, what's this the Fool gave me? 
She ſaid *rwas good to rub my Underſtanding. (nut? 
W hat ſtrange concealment ? Bread, or Cheeſe, or aCheſ- 
Ha! 'tis a Ring, a pretty Ring, a 3 one; 

A Ring I know too! the very ſame Ring: 

O admirable Blockhead! O baſe Eyes! 

ARing my Miſtreſs took from me, and wore it, 

| know it by the Poſie; Prick me, and beal me. 

None could deliver this but ſhe her ſelf too; 


am | twice Sand- blind? twice ſo near the bleſſin 


I would arrive at? and block- like never know it 

| am veng'ance angry, but that ſhall light on thee, 

And heavily, and quickly, I pronounce it: 

There are ſo many croſs ways, there's no following her; 
And yet I muſt not now, I hope ſhe is right ſtill, 

For all her outward ſhew, for ſure ſhe knew me, 

And in that hope, ſome few hours I'll forget her. [ Exit. 


SCENE: II. 


Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. She is not to be Recovered, which I vex at; 
And he beyond my veng'ance, which torments me : 
O! I am fool'd and lighted, made a Raſcal; 
My hopes are flatter'd, as my preſent Fortunes : 
Why thould I wander thus, and play the Coxcomb ? 
Tire out my Peace and Pleaſure for a Girl? 
A Girl that ſcorns me too ? a thing that hates me? 
And conſidered at the beſt, is but a ſhort Breakfaſt 
For a hot Appetite: Why ſhould I walk, and walk thus, 
And fret my ſelf, aud travel like a Carrier, (me, 
And peep, and watch? want Meat, and Wine, to cheriſh 
When thouſand Women may be had, ten thouſand, 
And thank me too, and 1 fit ſtill? Well, trim Beauty 
And Chaſtity, and all that ſeem to ruin me, 
Let me not take ye, let me not come near ye, 
For I'll fo trim ye, I'll ſo buſſel with ye; 
Tis not the name of Virgin ſhall redeem ye, 
Pl change that property; nor Tears, nor Angers; 
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I bear a Hate about me ſcorns thoſe Follies; b 
To find this Villain too, for there's my main prize; 
And if he ſnap me then. 
Euter Alinda. 
Alin. Is not that Pedro? 
Tis he, 'tis he; O! 
Rod. What art thon? 
Alin. Ha! now, now, now, 
O now moſt miſerable. 
Rod. What a Devil art thou? | | 
Alin. No end of my Misfortunes, Heay'n ? 
Rod. What Antick? 
Speak, Puppet, ſpeak. _ » 
Alin. That Habit to betray me? 
Ye holy Saints, can ye ſee this? 
Rod. It danceth: | 
The Devil in a FooFs Coat, is he turn'd Innocent? 
What mops and mowes it makes; heigh, how it frisketh, 
Is it not a Fairy? or ſome ſmall Hobgoblin? 
It has a mortal Face, and I have a great mind to it, 
But if it ſhould prove the Devil then. 
Alin. Come hither, | 
Rod. I think 'twill Raviſh me; 
It is a handſome thing, but horribly Sun-burnt; 
Whar's that it points at? 9 
Alin. Do'ſt thou ſee that Star there, 
That, juſt above the Sun; 
Prithee go thither, and light me this Tobacco, 
And ſtop it with the Horns o'th' Moon. 
Rod. The thing's mad, 
Ab6minably mad, her Brains are butter'd. 
Go ſleep, Fool, fleep. | 
Alin. Thou canſt not fleep ſo ſweetly : 
For ſo I can ſay my Prayers, and then ſlumber. 
Jam not proud, nor full of Wine, 
5 a Flower will make me fine : 
ruel in Heart, for I ſhall 
If I ſee a con Ti aye : Wy 
I am not watchful to do ill, 
Nor glorious to purſue it ſtil : 


Y 
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Nor pitileſs to thoſe that w 4 | 
wed ds ” bid them g0 1 
Do, do, do, and ſee if they can - 
Rod. It ſaid true, 
feel it ſink into me forcibly. | | 
| Sure 'tis a kind of Sybill, ſome mad Prophet. 
feel my wildneſs bound and ferrer'd in me. 
Alin. Give me your Hand, and I'll tell you what's your 
Rad. Here; prithee ſpeak. (Fortune. 
Alin. Fie, fie, fie, fie, fic. U. 
Waſh your Hands, and pare your Nails, and look finely, 
| You ſhall never kiſs the King's Daughter elle. | 
Rod. 1 waſh 'em daily. | 
Alin. But ſtill you foul 'em faſter. - 
Rod. This goes nearer. | 
Alin, You'll have two Wives. 
Rod. Two Wives? | 
Alin. Ay, two fine Gentlewomen; 
Make much of em; for they'll ſtick cloſe to you, Sir. 
And theſe two, in two days. | 
Rod. That's a fine Riddle. 
Alin. To day you ſhall wed Sorrow, 
And Repentance will come to Morrow. 
Rod. Sure ſhe's inſpired. 
Alin. Tl fing ye a fine Song, Sir. 
He called down his merry Men all | 
By one, by two, by three, 0, 
William would fain have been the firſt, 
But now the laſt is be. 
Rod. This the meer Chronicle of my miſhaps. (yonder, 
Alin. I'll bid you good ev'n; for my Boar ſtays forme 
And I muſt Sup with the Moon to Night in the Medi-. 
terraneum. (Exit. 
Rod. When Fools and Mad - folks ſhall be Tutors to me, 
And feel my Sores, yet I unſenſible; | 
dure it was ſet by Providence upon me 
To ſteer my Heart right: I am wondrous weary. 
My Thoughts too, which add more burthen to me: 
have been ill, and, which is worſe, purſu'd it, 
And ſtill run on: I muſt think better, nobler, 
And be another thing, or not at all. Euter 
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Enter four Peaſants. 
Still I grow heavier, heavier, Heav'n defend me: 


Vl lye down, and take reſt, and Goodneſs guard me. 
1 Pea. We haveſcap'd to day well; certain, if the Out. 


laws 
Had known we had been ſtirring, we had paid for't. 
2 Pea. Plague on *em, they have rob'd me thrice. 
Pea. And me five times: 
Beſide they made my Daughter one of us too, 
An arrant Drum: O, they are the lewdeſt Raſcals, 


. The Captain ſuch a damn'd piece of iniquity; 


But we are far enough off on em, that's the beſt ont, 
They cannot hear. SI 
4 Pea. They'll come to me familiarly 


And eat up all I have; drink up my Wine too, 


And if there be a Servant that content em, | 
Let her Keel hold, they'll give her Stowage enough: 
We have no Children now, but Thieves, and Out-laws. 
The very Brats in their Mothers Bellies have their quali- 
They'll ſteal into the World. (tics, 

1 Pea, Would we had ſome of em here. 

2 Pea. Ay, O' that condition we could maſter em, 
They are ſturdy Knaves. 

3 Pea. ADevil rake their ſturdineſs, we can 
Neither keep our Wives from em, nor our States, 
We pay the Rent, and they poſſeſs the Benefit. 

1 Pea. What's this lies here? is it drunk, or ſober? 
It ſleeps, and ſoundly too. 

2 Pez, Tis an old Woman 
That keeps Sheep hereabouts; it turns, and ſtretches. 

4 Pea. Does ſhe keep Sheep with a Sword? 

3 Pea. It has a Beard too. 

1 Pea. Peace, peace: It is the Devil Roderigo, 
Peace of all hands, and look. 

2 Pea. Tis he. 

3 Pea. Speak ſoftly. 

4 Pea. Now we may fit him. | 

3 Pea. Stay, ſtay ; let's be provident. 

1 Pea. Kill him, and wake him then. 

4 Pea, Let me come to him, 
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Ey'n one blow at his Pate, if e er he wake more. 

; Pea. So, ſo, ſo, lay that by. 

2 Pea. I muſt needs kill him. 
It ſtands with my Reputation 

2 Pea. Stand off, 1 ſay: | 
And let us ſome way make him ſure; then torture him. - 
To kill him preſently, has no pleaſure in't. 
Has been tormenting of us, at leaſt this twelve Month. 
Rod. Oh me! | 

All. He comes, he comes. 

4 Pea. Has he no Guns about him ? 

3 Pea, Softly again: No, no; take that Hand eably, 
And tie it faſt there, that to th' other ork there. 
Faſt, faſt, and eaſie, leaſt he wake. 

2 Pea. Have we got ye? 

This was a benefit we never aim'd at. | 
3 Pea, Out with your Knives, and let's carve. this 
Daintily carve him, EF Cock-chief, 

i Pea.” I would he had been uſed thas: 
Ten years ago, we might have thought we had Children. 
3 Pea, O, that Sir Nicholas now our Prieſt were here, 
What a ſweet Homily would he ſay over him, 
For ringing all in, with his Wife in the Bellfry? 
He would ſtand up ſtiff girt: Now pounce him lightly, 
And as he Rores, and Rages, let's go deeper; 14 
Come near, you are dim- ey d, on with your Spectacles. 
Rod. O, what torments me thus? What —_ what 
O ſpare me, do not Murther me. (Villains? 
3 Pea. We'll but tickle ye, | 
You have tickled us at all points. 
4 Pea, Where are his Emblems ? 
Enter Pedro. 
Rod. As ye are Men, and Chriſtians, 
2 Pea. Yes we hear ye, 
And you ſhall hear of us too: 
Rod. Oh no Mercy. 
Ped. What Noiſe is this? What rore ? 13 find — 


the is got free again; but where, or which way? 


Rod. © Villains, Beaſts. 


Pedro, Murd'ring a Man, ol Raſcals? | Ye 
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Ye inhuman Slaves, off, off, and leave this Cruelty, 
Or as 1 am a Gentleman: Do ye brave me? 


Then have among ve all, ye Slaves, ye Cowards; K 
Take up that ps, and ſtand: Stay ye baſe Raſcals, | You 
Ye cut-throat Ro And 
All. Awa 2 [Exount Peaſants, BY Tho 
Ped. Ye B And 
Rod. O! lam now more wretched far, than ever. Yet | 
Ped. A violence to that Habit? Ha? Roderigo ? Som 
What makes he here, thus clad? Is it Repentance, That 
Or only a fair ſhew to guide his Miſchie? Ston 
Rod. This Benefit has made me ſhame to ſee him, Shall 
To know him, bluſh ? | Pe. 
Ped. You are not much hurt? In ro 
Rod. No, Sir; | . Il pi 
All I can call a hurt, ſlicks in my Conſcience, You 
That pricks, and tortures me. | Youſ 
Ped. Have ye conſider'd | Awe: 
The nature of theſe Men, and how they us'd ye? WT That, 
Woas it fair play? Did it appear to you handſome? And © 
Rod. | dare not ſpeak : Or if I do, tis nothing Now, 
Can bring me off, or juſtifie me. As you 
Ped. Was it noble Rod 
To be o'er-lay'd with Odds, and Violence? Ped 
Manly, or brave in theſe, thus ro oppreſs ye ? Mark x 
Do you bluſh at this, in ſuch as are mere rudeneſs, : Rad 
That have ſtopt Souls, that never knew things gentle: Ped. 
And dare you glorify worſe in your ſelf, Sir? As you 
Ye us'd me with much Honour, and I thank ye, 10 
In this I have requited ſome; ye know me- Ped. 
Come turn not back, ye muſt and ye thall know me; But III 
Had. been over- ſeaſon'd with baſe Anger, As ye ay 
And ſuited all Occafions to my Miſchiefs, A darin 
Bore no reſpect to Honeſty, Religion, Rod. 
No Faith, no common tie of Man, Humanity, For all] 
Had I had in me, but given Reins, and Licence Ped. 
To a tempeſtuous Will, as wild as Winter, Rad. 


This Day, know Roderigo, I had ſet | 
As ſmall a price upon thy Life, and Fortunes, 


As 
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As thou didſt lately on mine Innocence; | 
But I reſerve thee to a nobler Service. 

| Rod. I thank ye, and Il ſtudy more to honour ye; 
You have the nobler Soul, I muſt confeſs it, 

And are the greater Maſter of your Goodneſs. - 
Though it be impoſſible I ſhould now recover, 

And my rude Will grow handſome in an inſtant, 

Yet touching but the pureneſs of your Metal, | 
Something ſhall ſhew like Gold, ar leaſt ſhall gliſter, 
That Men may hope, although the Mine be rugged, 


Stony, and hard to work; yer Time, and Honour 


Shall find and bring forth that; that's rich and wortby. 
Ped. I'll try that; and to the purpoſe. Ve told me, Sir, 
In roble Emulation, ſo I take it; 117 e 
ll put your Hatred far off, and forget it; 
You had a fair deſire to try my Valour : *f 
Youſeem'd to court me to it; you have found a time, 
A weapon in your Hand, an equal Enemy, 
That, as he puts this off, puts off all Injuries, 
And only now for Honour's fake dehies ye: 
Now, as you are a Man, | know you are valiant, 
As you are gentle bred, a Soldier faſhioned. 
Rod. His Virtue ſtartles me; I dare fight, Fehn. 
Ped. And as you have a Miſtreſs that you honour, 
Mark me, a Miſtreſs, | ö 
Ped. A handſome Miſtreſs, 
As you dare hold your ſelf deſerving of ner.. 
ad. Deſerving ? What a word was that to fire me? 
Ped. I could compel ye now without this Circumſtance, 
but I'll deal free and fairly, like a Gentleman: 
% ye are worthy of the Name ye carry, 
\ daring Man. | N 
Rad. O that I durſt not ſuffer; 
for all I dare do now, implies but Penance. 
Ped. Now do nie noble Right. 
kd. I'll ſatisfie ye; TR” x | | 
tnot by th* word: Pray ye hear me, and allow nie. 
have been rude; but a [ be a Monſter, 


ad teach my Sword to hurt that that preſery'd me? 
. 2 Though 
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If I have ever err'd, 't has been in hazard: 


Hold ſacred Love and Peace with one another. 
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O noble Pedro, let us feel em rightly, 


To look back, and collect ſuch lumps, and lick em, 
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Though I be rough by Nature, ſhall my Name 
Inherit that eternal Stain of Barbarous? | 
Give me an Enemy, a thing that hates ye, 
'That never heard of yet, nor felt your Goodneſs, 


That is one main Antipathy to Sweetnels z 
And ſet me on, you cannot hold me Coward, 


The temper of my Sword ſtarts at your Virtue, ' 
And will fly off, nay it will weep to light ye; 
Things excellently mingled, and of pure Nature, 


See how it turns, 

Ped. This is a ſtrange Converſion; 
And can ye fail your Miſtreſs? Can ye grow cold 
In ſuch a Caſe? | 

Rod. Thoſe heats that they add to us, 


And rightly but conſider how they move us. 
Ped. is not their Honour ours? b 
Rod. If they be Virtuous; | 
And then the Sword adds nothing to their Luſtre, 
But rather calls in queſtion what's not doubted : 
If they be not, the beſt Swords, and beſt Valours 
Can never fight em up to Fame again, 
No, not a Chriſtian War, and that's held Pious. 
Ped. How bravely now he is temper'd? I mult fight, 
And rather make it Honourable, than angry, 
I would not task thoſe Sins to me committed. 
Rod. You cannot Sir, you have caſt thoſe by; decardec 
And in a noble Mind, ſo low and looſely Cem 


Into new horrid Forms, again. 


Ped. Still braver. | 2 
Rod. To fight, becauſe l dare, were worle, and weaker 


Than if I had a Woman in my Cauſe, Sir, 


And more proclaim'd me Fool; yet I muſt confeſs 
I have been covetous of all Occaſions, 

And this I have taken upon truſt, for Noble, 

The more ſhame mine; deviſe a way to fight thus, 


That like the wounded Air no Blood may Iſſue, Nat 


* 
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Nor where this Sword ſhall enter, no loſt Spirit, 
And ſet me on; I would not ſcar that Body, 
That virtuous, valiant Body, nor deface it, 
To make the Kingdom mine: If one muſt bleed, 
Let me be both the Sacrifice, and Altar, 
And you the Prieſt, I have deſery'd to ſuffer.” _ * 
P:d. The noble Rodorigo, now I call ye, 
And thus my Love ſhall ever count, and hold ye. 
Rod. I am your Servant Sir, and now this Habit, 
Devotion, not diſtruſt ſhall put upon me. 
ll wait upon your Fortunes, that's my way now, 


And where you grieve, or joy, I'll be a Partner. 


Ped. I thank ye Sir, I ſhall be too proud of ye, 
0 1 could tell ye ſtrange things. 5 

Rod. I gueſs at em, 
And I could curſe my ſelf, I made 'em ſtranger; 
Yetmy Mind ſays, you are not far from Happinels. 

Ped. It ſhall be welcome; come, let's keep us thus ſtill, 
And be as we appear, Heav'ns hand may bleſsus. | Exeunt. 


/ IH... 


Enter Alphonſo, Maſter, and Keepers. 

Maſt. Ves Sir, here be ſuch People: But how pleaſing 
They will appear to you. 5 

Alp. Pray let me ſee em, | | 
come to that end, pray let me ſee em all. (ward; 

Maſt. They will confoundye Sir, like Bells-rung back- 
They are nothing but confuſion, and meer Noiſes. 

Alp. May be I love a Noiſe; but hark ye, Sir, 
Have ye no Boys, handſome young Boys ? 

Maſt. Yes one, Sir, 
A very handſome Boy. 

Alp. Long here? 

Maſt. But two Days; "4 
A little crazed, but much hope of recovery. 

Alp. Ay, that Boy let me ſec, may be I know him; - 
That Boy, 1 ſay; this is the Boy he told me of, 


And it muſt needs be ſhe: that Boy I beſeech ye, Sir, 
That Boy I come to ſee. ; | 


Maſt. And' ye ſhall ſee him, 
K3 * 
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Or any elſe, but pray be not too violent. P, 
A. I know what to do, I warrant ye; I am for all A 
] can talk to 'em, and diſpute: (Fancies, M 
1 Keep. As madly, | The! 
For they be very mad, Sir. | Thei 
Alp. Let em be horn mad. 
1 Keep. We have few Citizens, they have Bedlams of Al 
And are mad at their own Charges. {their own, Sir, WM Moſt 
Alp. Who lies here? 11 
Maſt. Pray ye do not diſturb em Sir, here lie ſuch Vouths ¶ box 
Will make you ſtart if they but dance their Trenchmores. 11 
Fetch out the Boy, Sirrah: Hark. _ M 
7 Heigh Boys. Whe 
[Shake Irons within. Engliſh Madman, Scholar, Parſon. 14 
Engl. Bounce, M 
Clap her o'th' Star- board, bounce, top the Can, Fenkin. 11 
bol. Dead ye Dog, dead: Do ye Quarrel in my King: A 
Give me my Trident. (dom? But; 
Engl. Bounce, twixt Wind and Water, $hy 
Loaden with Mackrels : O brave Meat. He'll 
Schol. My Sea Horſes. | put 
I'll charge the Northen Wind, and break his Bladder. And 
Par, I'll ſell my Bells, before I be out- brav'd thus. And | 
Alp. What's he? What's he? He g 
Maſt. A Parſon Sir, a Parſon, And! 
That run mad for Tythe Goſlings. And | 
Alp. Green Sauce cure him. Al 
Par. I'll curſe ye all, I'll Excommunicate ye: She 
Thou Exgliſb Heretick, give me the tenth Pot. Al, 
Engl. Sue me, I'll drink up all, bounce | ſay once more. I met 
O, have Iſplit yourMizen? Blow, blow, thou Welt Wind, I ln a | 
Blow till thou rive, and make the Sea run roaring. M. 
TIl hiſs it down again with a Bottle of Ale. She 
Schol. Triton, why Triton. © He'll 
5 Triton's drunk with Metheglin. Mz 
Schol. Strike, ſtrike the Surges, ſtrike. Al 
Engl. Drink, drink, *tis Da light; 5 
Drink, didle, didle, didle, drink Parſon, proud Parſon: Is 
=P 


A Pig's Tail in thy Tecth, and I defie thee. 
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Par. Give me ſome Core, or I'll damn thee Engliſh. 
Alp. How comes this Engliſh Madman here? 
| Miſt. Alas that's no queſtion, 
They are mad every where, Sir; 
Their fits are cool now, let 'em reſt. 
Enter Keepers and She-fool. 
Alp. Mad Gallants, | 
Moſt admirable mad, I love their Faces. (look'd to him? 
1 Keep. Ye ſtinking Whore, who knew of this? wha 
Pox take him, he was ſleepy when 1 left him. 
2 Keep. Certain he made the Fool drunk. 
Maſt. How now, who's this here? 
Where is the Boy? 
1 Keep. The Boy, Sir? 
Maſt. Ay, the Boy, Sir. g 
1 Keep. fer all the Boys we found. 
Maſt. Theſe are his Cloaths, 
But where's the Boy ? oy 
He- F. The Boy is gone a Maying, (ſter, 
He'll bring me home a Cuckow's Neſt; do ye hear, Ma- 
put my Cloaths off, and I dizen'd him, 
And pin'd a plumb in's Forehead, and a Feather, 
And buſs'd him twice, and bid him go ſeek his Fortune: 
He gave me this fine Mony, and fine Wine too, 
And bid me ſop, and gave me theſe trim Cloaths too, 
ind put em on. 
Alp. Is this the Boy you would ſhew? 
She-f. I'll give you Two pence, Maſter, 
Ap. Am I fool'd of all fides ? | 
rc. met a Fool i'th* Woods, they ſaid ſhe dwelt here, 
ld, i In a long pied Coat. 
Maſt. That was the very Boy, Sir. 
She-f. Ay, ay, ay, I gave him leave to play forſooth, 
He'll come again to Morrow, and bring Peſcods. 
Maft. I'll bring your Bones. 
Alp. Pox o' your Fools, and Bedlams, 
Plague o your Owles and Apes. 
aft.” Pray ye, Sir, be tamer, a a 
We cannot help this preſently; but we ſhall know 3 


ar. Ill recompence your cares too. 


P Al. 
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Alp. Know me a Pudding: 
You juggle, and ye fiddle, fart upon ye, 
Jam abuſed. * | 33 
Maſt. Pray ye, Sir. 
n Eurer Welch Madman. 
Alp. And I will be abuſed, Sir, 
And you ſhall know I am abuſed. 
Welch, Whaw, Mr. Keeper. | 
Alp. Pox o' thy whawes, and thy whyms, - 
Pox o' thy Urſhip. | 
Welch. Give me ſome Ceeze and Onions, give me ſome 
Thave---in my Bellies; give me abundance, (W aſh-brey, 
Pendragon was a Shentleman, marg you, Sir, 
And the Organs at Rixum were made by Revelations, 
There is a Spirit blows, and blows the Bellows, 
And then they ling. 
Alp. What Moon-calf's this? what dream? 
Maſt, Pray ye, Sir, obſerve him, 
He is a Mountaineer, a Man of Goatland. | 
Welch. ] will beat thy Face as black as a blue Clout, 
I will leave no more ſheet in thine Eyes. 
Maſt. He will not hurt ye. 
Welch. Give mea great deal of Guns: thouart the Devils, 
I know thee by thy tails : poor Owens hungry, 
I will pig thy bums full of Bullets. 
Alp. This is the rareſt Raſcal, 
He ſpeaks as if he had Butter-milk in's Mouth, 
Is this any thing akin to th' Engliſb ? 
Maſt. The elder Brother, Sir, 
He run mad becauſe a Rat eat up's Cheeſe. 
Alp. H'ad a great deal of reaſon, Sir. 
Welch. Baſilus manus, is for an old Cod-piece, mark ye: 
Iwill borraw thy Urſhip's W hore to ſeal a Letter. 
Maſt. Now he grows Villanous. . | 
Alp. Methinks he's beſt now. 
Maſt. Away with him. 
Alp. He ſhall nor. | | 
Maſt. Sir, he muſt. | 
Welch. J will ſing, and dance, do any things 
Alp. Wilt thou declaim in Greet? e Mal 


* 
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Maſt. Away with the Fool, N 
And whip her ſoundly, Sirrah. | 1407 

She-f. I'll tell no more Tales. [ Exit. 

Alp. Or wilt thou fly Pth* air? > 04 

Engl. Do, and Pll catch thee, 4 5 17 b 
And like a wiſp of Hay, Pl! whirle, and whirle thee, 
And puff thee up, and puff thee up. | 


Schol. VII ſave thee, . 

And thou ſhalt fall into the Sea, ſoft, ſoftly. (men. 
Welch, Vll get upon a Mountain and call my Country- 
Maſt. They all grow wild; away with him for Heav'n 

dir, ye are much to blame. ſake. 
Alp. No, no, tis brave, Sir, 

Ye have cozen'd me; Ill make you mad, 

Maſt. In with him, 

And lock him faſt. 
Alp. Il ſee him in his Lodging. | | Exit. 
Maſt, What means this Gentleman? 

Enter Juletta. 
Jul. He's in; have at him. 
Are you the Maſter, Sir? 
Maſt. W hat would you with him ? 
Jul.] have a buſineſs from the Duke of Medina, 

Is there not an old Gentleman come lately in? 

Maſt. Yes, and a wild one too; but not a Priſoner. 
Jul. Did you obſerve him well? *tis like he may be. 
Maſt. J have ſeen younger Men of better temper. 
Jul. You have hit the cauſe | come for; there's a Letter, 1 

Pray ye peruſe it well. 1 ſhall be wi ye, * 

And ſuddenly, 1 fear not; finely, daintily, | 

| ſhall ſo feed your fierce vexation, e. 

ye; And raiſe your Worſhip's ſtorms; I ſhall ſo niggle ye, 

And juggle ye, and fiddle ye, and firk ye, EE 

1 ao ye curſe the hour ye vex'd a Woman; 

Ul make ye ſhake, when our Sex are but ſounded: | 

For the Lord's ſake, we ſhall have him at; 1 _— ſee it, 

As much as for my Wedding Night; I gape after it. | 
Maſt. This Letter ſays the Gentleman is Lunatick, 

half ſuſpected it. | 
Jul. Tis very true, Sir, and ſuch Pranks he has play d. 


Maſt. 


(af. 
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Maſt. He's ſome great Man, 
The Duke commands me with ſuch care to look to him, W 


And if he grow too violent to correct him, 5 
To uſe the ſpeedieſt means for his recovery, Fo 
And thoſe he muſt find ſharp. | An 
Ful. The better for him. | 4 
_ How got ye him hither ? / 
Jul. With a train, I told him : 


He's in love with a Boy, there lies his Melancholy. 

My Hither he came to ſeek one. 

Jul. Yes, | ſent him; | 
Now had we dealt by force, we had never brought him. 

Maſt. Here was a Boy. 

Jul. He ſaw him not? 

Maſt. He was gone firſt. 

It is the better; look you to your Charge well; 
Pl fee him lodged, for ſo the Duke commanded me; 
He will be very rough. 

Maſt. We are us'd to that, Sir, 

And we as rough as he, if he give occaſion. | 

Jul. You will find him gainful, but be ſure ye curb him, 
And get him if ye can fairly to his Lodging, 

I am afraid ye will not. 4 

Enter Alphonſo. 

Maſt. We muſt ſweat then. (noiſe, 

Alp. What doſt thou talk to me of noiſes? I'll have more 
PII have all looſe, and all ſhall play their Prizes; 

T by Maſter has let looſe the Boy I look'd for, 
Baſely convey'd him hence. | 

Keep. Will ye go out, Sir? 

Alp. I will not out, I will have all out with me, 
I have thy Maſter in; he's only mad here. [Shake Irons. 
And Rogues, I'll have ye all whipt; heigh mad Boys, mad 

Ful. Do you perceive him now ? (Boys: 

Maſt. Tis too apparent. 

Jul. I am glad ſhe is gone; he raves thus. 
Maſt. Do you hear, Sir, 
Pray will ye make leſs ſtir, and ſee your Chamber, 
Call in more help, and make the Cloſet ready. (at Je. 
Keep. I thought he was mad; I'll have one long 40 


| 


, 
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Alp. My Chamber ? where my Chamber ? why my 


Where's the young Boy? (Chamber? 


Maſt. Nay, pray ye, Sir, be more modeſt 

For your own credit ſake; the People ſee ye, 

And I would uſe ye with the beſt. | 
Alp. Beſt, hang ye, what doſt thou think me mad? 
Maſt. Pray, and be civil, Heav'n may deliver ye. 
Alp. Into a Rogue's hands. | 
Maſt. You do but draw more Miſery upon ye, 

And add to your Diſeaſe. 

Alp. Get from me. 
Maſt, No, Sir, 

Vou muſt not be left ſo; bear your ſelf civilly, 

And *twill be better for ye; ſwell not, nor chafe not. 
Alp. lam a Gentleman, and a Neighbour, Raſcal. 
ay, A great deal the more pity, I have heard of ye. 
Jul. Excellent Maſter. 

Maſt. The Duke is very tender too. 
Alp. Am I Lunatick ? am I run mad? 
What doſt thou talk to me of Dukes and Devils, 
Why do the People gape lo? 
Maſt. Do not anger em, 
But go in quietly, and lip in ſoftly, 
They will ſo tew ye elſe; I arm commanded, Sir. 


Ab. Why, prithee, why? 


Maſt. Ye are N. you perceive it not, 
Very far mad, and Whips will ſcant recover ye. is | 
? ir, 


Alp. Ha, Whips 
Maſt. Ay Whips, and ſore Whips, and ye were a Lord, 
If ye be ſtubborn here. | 


Alp. Whips? what am I grown? | 

Jul. Ol could burſt; hold, hold, hold, hold o' both ends, 
How he looks, pray Heav'n he be not mad indeed. 

Alp. I do not perceive I am ſo, but if you think it, 
Nor ['ll be hang d if't be ſo. | 

Maſt. Do you ſee this, Sir? [ Irons brought in. 

own with that Devil in ye. 

Alp. Indeed I am angry, 


But I'll contain my ſelf: O I could burſt now, 
And tear my ſelf, but theſe Rogues will torment me. 


Mad 
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Mad in my old Days? make mine own Afflictions? 
Maſt. What do you mutter, Sir? . 
3 Alp. Nothing, Sir, e 
| J will go in, and quietly, moſt civilly - 
| And good Sir, let none of your Tormentors come about 
vou have a gentle Face; they look like Dragons. (me, 
Maſt. Be civil and be ſafe; come, for theſe two Days 
Ye mult eat nothing neither; 'twill eaſe your Fits, Sir. 
Alp. Twill ftarve me, Sir; but J muſt bear ir joyfully, 
I may ſleep? | | | 
Maſt. Yes, a little; go in with theſe Men. 
Alp. O miſerable me! [Exit 
Maſt. PII follow prefently. 
You fee tis done, Sir. 
Ful. Ye have done it handſomely, 
And VII inform the Duke ſo: Pray ye attend him, 
Let him want nothing, but his Will. | 
Maſt. He ſhall not, | l 
And if he be rebellious 
Jul. Never ſpare him: | | 
H'as Fleſh, and Hide enough, he loves a whipping. 
Maſt. My Service to his Grace. Exit. 
Jul. I ſhall commend it. | 
So thou art faſt; I muſt go get ſome freſh room 
To laugh and caper in: Oh how it tickles me! 
O how it tumbles me with Joy Thy Mouth's ſtopt: 
Now if I can do my Miſtreſs good, I am Sainted. | Exit 


r 


AcTV SCENE II 
Euter Seberto and Curio. 


Seb. MOW, o'my Conſcience, we have loſt himutterly 
He's not gone home: We heard from thence I Do 


this Morning, - | Do! 
And ſince our parting laſt at Rodorigo's, Lore 
You know what Ground we have travel'd. And 
Cur. He's aſleep ſure: Still 


For if he had been awake, we ſhould have met with ho 
Fait 


it 
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Faith let's turn back, we have but a fruitleſs Journey; 
And to hope further of Alinda's Recovery, | 
(For ſure ſhe'll rather periſh than return) 

Is but to ſeek a Moth i'th' Sun, 

Seb. We'll on ſure; bbs | 
Something we'll know, ſome Cauſe of all this fooling, 
Make ſome Diſcovery. | 

Cur. wg way ſhall we caſt then, 

For all the Champian Country, and the Vi 
And all thoſe Gag? a lagen, 

Seb. We'll croſs theſe Woods awhile then: 

Here if we fail, we'll gallop to Segonia, * 
And if we light of no News there, hear nothing, 
We'll ev'n turn fairly home, and coaſt the other fide. 

Cur. He may be flick, or fall'n into fome Danger; 
He has no Guide, nor no Man to attend him. 

Seb. He's well enough, he has a travell'd Body, 
And * he be old, he's tough, aud will endure well; 
But he is ſo violent to find her out, © 5 
That his Anger leads him a thouſand wild Gooſe Chaſes : 
yi va e is hn, wn {i - 

Cur. Shall we part Com 1 

Seb. By no ab ne no; — ph a ſullen Buſineſs: 
No Pieaft f 
And where we find the Paths, let them direct us. 


SCENE II. 


| Enter Juletta and Alinda. 
Jul. Why are you ſtill ſo fearful of me, Lady? 
So doubtful of my Faith, and honeſt Service? 
To hide your ſelf from me, to fly my Company? 
Am . yours? All yours? By this Light you ſhake 
185 | | | 
Do ye ſuſpect me falſe? Did I ever fail ye? 
Do you think I am corrupted, baſe, and treacherous? 
Lord, how ye look! Is not my Life ty'd to ye? 
And all the Power I have to ſerve, and honour ye? 
Still do ye doubt? ſtillam I terrible ? 17 


w * 


re in our Journey: Come, let's croſs here firſt, 
[ Exeunt, 


15 


| 
| 


For niine are gone. 
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I will not trouble ye: Good Heay'n preſerve ye, 


And ſend ye what ye with: I will not ſee ye, 


Nor once remember I had ſuch a Miſtreſs. A] 
I will not ſpeak of ye, nor name Alinda, 

For fear you ſhould ſuſpect I would betray ye: 
Goodneſs and Peace conduct ye. 5 

Alin. Prithee pardon me, & 

I know thou art truly faithful ; and thou art welcome, 
A welcome Partner to my Miſeries; 
Thou know'ſt I love thee too. 

Jul. | have thought ſo, Lady. 

Alin. Alas, my Fears have ſo diſtracted me 
I durſt not truſt my ſelf. | 

Ful. Come, pray ye think better, 

And caſt thoſe by; at leaſt conſider, Lady, 
How to prevent em; pray ye put off this Fool's Coat, 
Though it have kept ye ſecret for a Scaſon, 

"Tis known now, and will betray ye; your arch Enemy 
Roderigo. is abroad; many are looking for ye. 

Alin. 1 know it, and thoſe many I have cozen'd. 

Jul. You cannot ſtill thus. | 

Alin. IT have no means to ſhift it. 

Jul. I have, and ſhift you too. I lay laſt Night 
At a poor Widow's Houſe here in the Thicket, 
Whither I will conduct ye, and new ſhape ye, 

My f=lf too to attend ye. 
Ali un. What Means haſt thou? 


Jul. Fear not, enough to ſerve ye; 
came not out ſo empty. ; 
Alin. Prithee tell me, 2 
(For t hou haſt ſtruck a kind of Comfort through me,) 
When ſaw'ſt thou Roderigo? 194 
Ful. Even this Morning, 
And in theſe Woods: Take heed, h'as got a new Shape. 
Alin. The Habit of a Pilgrim ? Yes, 1 know it, 
And I hope ſhall prevent it; was he alone? 1.08 
Jul. No, Madam, and which made me wonder mightily, Gm 
He was in company with that handſome Pilgrim, Gt 


Alin. 


| That fad ſweet Man. 


Ihe Pilgrim. 
Ain. That I forgot to give to? 


* 
* 


Jul. The fame, the very fame, that you ſo pitied, 


A Man as fit to ſuit his Villanies. 
Alin. And did they walk together? 
Jul. Wondrous civilly. 
Alin. Talk, and diſcourſe ? 
Jul. I think fo, for I ſaw em 
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Make many ſtands, and then embrace each other. 


Alin. The Pilgrim is betray'd, a Fudas dwells with 


A Simon, that will ſeem a Saint to choak him. 
Canſt thou but ſhew me this? 
Jul. Lord how ſhe trembles! | 


(him, 


Not thus, for all the World, ye are undone then; 


But let's retire, and alter, then we'll walk free; 
And then Tl ſhew ye any thing. 


ty Alin. Come, good Wench, 
And ſpeedily, for I have ſtrange Faiths working, 


This way, I'll be your Guide, 
SEN E NH: 


Enter Governor, Verdugo, and Citizens. 
Gov, Uſe all your Sports, 


ls Birth Day, and his Marriage, a 

| Day we ought to honour, all. 
t. We will, Sir, 2 

ind make Segonta ring with our Rejoycings. 


Day, 


ge lic and ſweet in all your Entertainments, 
or tis a Royal Day admits no rudeneſs. 
ly, nd grace the Day? 
0. Tis a main part of my Service. 


lin. 


As ſtrange Fears too, I'll tell thee all my Life then 
Jul, Come quick, I'll conduct ye, and ſtill ſerve ye, 

And do not fear; hang Fear, it ſpoils all Projects. 

[ Exeunt.. 


* 


ll your Solemnities; tis the King's Day to Morrow, 
ol 


Gov. Be ſumptuous, but not riotous; be bounteous, 
ut not in drunken Bacchanals; free to all Strangers, 


2 cir Your Lordſhip will do us the Honour to be here 
(your ſelf, 
(ſideration 


dit. I hope your Honour has taken into your 5 


he 
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The Miſeries we have ſuffered by theſe Qual 
The Loſſes, hourly Fears; the Kos Abuſes,” | | 
Strangers that travel to us are daily loaden with, 
Our Daughters and our Wives Complaints. 
Gov. I am ſorry for'r, | 
And have Commiſſion from the King to * it 
Lou ſhall not be long vext. 75 
1 Cit, Had we not Walls, Sir, 
And thoſe continually man'd too with our Wache, 
We ſhould not have a Bit of Meat to feed us. 
And yet they are our Friends, and we muſt think & 
And entertain em ſo ſometimes, and feaſt *em, 
And ſend em loaden home too, we arc loſt elſe. 
„ on They'll, come to Church amongſt us, af ve 
hope Chriſtians, ,. - 
When all their Zeal is but to ſteal the Challe: 
At this good time now, if your Lordſhip were not here, 
To awe their Violence with your Authority, _. / 
They would; lay, ſuch Gambols,/; * 
Gov. Are they grown ſo. heady? (Bonfiresz 
2 Git. They would drink up all our Wine, iſs out our 
Then, like the drunken Centaurs, have at ? faireſt, 
Nay, have at all 3 fourſcore-and ten's a Goddels, 
Whilſt we, like Fools, ſtand ſhaking in our Cellars, 
Gov, Are they ſo fierce upon ſo little Sufferance! 
FI give *em ſuch a Purge, and ſuddenly. 
Verdugo, after this Solemnity is over | | 
Call on me for a Charge of Men, of good Men, 
To ſee hat Houſe theſe Knaves keep, of good: Soldiers 
As ſturdy as themſelves," that dare diſpute with em, 
Dare walk the W oods as well as they, as fearleſs, 
But with a better Faith belabour em; 
II know what Claim they have to their Poſſeſſion. 
"Tis pity of their Captain, Rodorigo, 
A well-bred Gentleman, and a good Soldier, 


And one his Majeſty has ſome little Reaſon w. F 
To thank for Find Services, and fair ones; 2 ill 
That long Neglect bred this. I am ſorry for him. ark 


Ver. The * of his Eſtate keeps back his Pardon, The! 
— There's divers Waſpes that buz about that Hoaey- Ve 


on, 
30x, 
And 
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And long to lick themſelves full. 

Gov. True Verdugo, 
Would he had but the Patience to diſcern it, 
And Policy to wipe their Lips. 

Verd. To fetch him in, Sir, 
By Violence, he being now no Infant, 
Will ask ſome bloody Crowns. I know his People 
Are of his own choice, Men that will not totter, 
Nor blench much at a Bullet; I know his Order, 
And though he have no Multitude, h'as Manhood; 
The elder Twin to that too, ftaid Experience. 
But if he muſt be forced, Sir, | 

Gov, There's no Remedy, 
Unleſs he come himſelf. 

Verd. That will be doubtful. | 
Did you never hear yet of the noble Pedro? 

Gov. I cannot by no Means; I think he's dead ſure; 
The Court bewails much his untimely Loſs: 

The King himſelf laments him. 
Verd. He was ſunk; 
And if he be dead, he dy'd happily, 
He buried all he had in the King's Service, 
And loſt himſelf. 

Gov. Well, if he be alive, Captain, | 
(As hope till ſpeaks the beſt) I know the King's Mind 
do inwardly and full, he will be happy. 
Come, to this Preparation; when that's done, 

The Out-laws Expedition is begun. (too. 

(it. We'll contribute all to that, and help our ſelves 


| [ Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 


Enter Rodorigo and Pedro. | 

Rod. How ſweet theſeſolitary Places are? How wanton- 
The Wind blows through the Leaves, and courts, and 

plays with 'em? 6 ; Ay 
Will ye fit down, and fleep? The Heat invites ye. 

ak how yond purling Stream dances, and murmurs, 
The Birds ſing ſoftly too; pray take ſome Reſt, Sir. 
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I would fain woe his Fancy to a Peace, 
It labours high and haſtily upon him: 
Pray ye fit, and I'll fit by. 
Ped. I cannot fleep, Friend, 
I have thoſe Watches here admit no Slumbers. 
Saw ye none yet? | 
Road. No Creature. 
Ped. What ſtrange Muſick 
Was that we heard afar off? 
Rod. 1 cannot gueſs; 
* F'was loud, and ſhrill : Sometimes it {hew'd hard by us, 
And by and by the Sound fled as the Wind does; 
Here's no Inhabitants. 
Ped. It much delighted me. | 
Rod. They talk of Fairies, and ſuch Nemi-Devils, 
This is as fine a Place to dance their Gambols. 
Ped Methought I heard a Voice. | Muſick aud Bind. 
Rod. They can ſing admirably, (away 
They never loſe their Maiden-Heads : I would fool an) 
To make him merry now; methinks yond Rocks yonder ill Let 


Shew like enchanted Cells, where they inhabit. R 
| [Muſick » 4 off. Pot Bird. be 

Ped. *Tis here again, hark gentle Rodvrigo, Fe 
Hark, hark: O ſweet, ſweet, how the Birds record too! Ri 
Mark how it flies now every way. O Love, [ ba 
In ſuch a Harmony arr thou begotten, Pe 
In ſuch ſoft Air, ſo gentle, lull'd and nouriſh'd. Al 
O my beſt Miſtreſs! Wha 
Rod. How he weeps! Dear Heav'n Pe; 
Give him his Heart's Content, and me forgive too. Rv, 
I muſt melt roo, Wha 
Ped. The Birds ſing louder, ſweeter, Al, 


And every Note they emulate one another! ( bouns, Wye r 
; Lye ſtill and hear: Theſe when they have done their La- Here 


Enter A linda and Juletta, like old Women. be co 

Their pretty Airs, fall to their Reſts, enjoy em. Forty 
Nothing rocks Love aſleep, but Death. Fed 
Rod. W ho are theſe? And l 


_ Ped. What? | l 
Rod. Thole there, thoſe, thoſe things that o 
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Thoſe grandam things, thoſe ſtrange Antiquities. 
Did nor I ſay theſe Woods begot ſtrange Wonders? 
Jul. Now ye may yiew em. 
Alin. Ha? | 
Jul. The Men ye long'd for, 
Here they are both : Now ye may boldly talk with 'em, 
And never be gueſs'd ar; be not afraid, nor faint not; 
They wonder at us; let's maintain that wonder; 
Sh:ke not, but what ye purpoſe do diſcreetly, 
And from your Tongue I'll take my part. 
Alin. Ha? | (Miſtreſs, ' 
Jul. There, before ye, there; do not turn Coward, 
lf ye do love, carry your Love out handſomely. 
Alin. Tis he and Rodorigo: What a Peace 
Dwells in their Faces, what a friendly Calm 
Crowns both their Souls ? 
n Rod. They ſhow as if they were mortal; 
ay Wy They come upon us ſtill. 
ny ped. Be not afraid, Man, 
cr Let 'em be what they will, they cannot hurt us. 
Rod. That thing i'th* button'd-Cap looks terribly, 
d. de has Guns in her Eyes, the Devil's Engineer. 
Ped. Come, fland, and let's go meet em- 
50! Rod. Go you firſt. 
[ have leſs Faith: When I have ſaid my Prayers 
Ped. There needs no Fear. Hail, reverend Dames. 
Alin. Good Even, 
What do ye ſeek? 
Ped. We would ſcek happier Fortunes. 
Rid. That little Devil has main need of a Barber, 
What a trim Beard ſhe has? 
Alin, Seek em, and make em, 
urs I Lye not ſtill, nor longer here, 
La- leere inhabits naught but Fear. 
be conſtant good, in Faith be clear: 
fortune will wait ye every where. ; 
Ped. Whither ſhould we go? for we believe thy Re- 
And next obe 7. | | (vErence, 
(u Ain. Go to Segonie, 
upon And there before the Altar pay thy Vows, 
hoſ⸗ 3. 


Thy 
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Thy Gifts, and Prayers; unload thy Heavineſs, 
To Morrow ſhed thy Tears, and gain thy Suit, 
Such honeſt noble Show'rs, ne'er wanted Fruit. 
J. Stand you out too. 
2d. 1 ſhall be hang'd, or whip'd know; 
Theſe know and theſe have Pow'r. 
Jul. See how he ſhakes. 
A ſecure Conſcience never quakes; 
Thou haſt been ill, be ſo no more, 
A good Retreat is a great Store. 
Thou haſt commanded Men of Might, 
Command thy ſelf, and then thou art right. 
Alin. Command thy Will; thy foul Deſires. 
Put out and quench thy unhallowed Fires: 
Command thy Mind, and make that pure; 
Thou art wiſe then, valiant, and ſecure. 
A Blefling then thou may'ſt beget. 
Jul. A Curſe elſe that ſhall never ſet 
Will light upon thee - Say thy Prayers; 
Thou haſt as many Sins, as Hairs. 
Thou art a Captain, let thy Men 
Be honeſt and good Thoughts, and then 
Thou may'ſt command, and lead in chief, 
Yet thou art bloody, and a Thief. 
Rod. What ſhall I do? I do confeſs. 
Alin. Retire, 
And purge thee perfect in his Fire: 
His Life obſerve; live in his School, 
And then thou ſhalt put off the Fool. 
Jul. Pray at Segonta too, and give | 
Thy Off'rings up, repent, and live. {Mufick within 
Alin. Away, away; enquire no more, 


Cur 


Do this, ye are rich, elſe Fools, and poor ; ſor 
What Muſick's this? is Ng 
Jul. Retire? tis ſome neat Joy, BY. chad 
In Honour of the King's great Day; they wonder, {ll Cir 
This comes in right to confirm their Reverence. e tolo 
Away, away, let them admire, it makes That he 
For our Advantage; how the Captain ſhakes? LE 4 be y 
b,T 


Ped. This was the Muſick. 10 
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Rod. Ves, yes, how I ſweat! 
was never ſo deſerted; ſure theſe Woods 
Are only inhabited with rare dreams, and wonders 
would not be a Knave again, a Villain; 
Lord, how I loath it now; for theſe know all, Sir, 
And they would find me out. | | 
Ped. They are excellent Women, 
Deep in their knowledge, Friend, 
Rod. I would not be Traitor, 
And have theſe of my Jury; how light I am, 
And how my Heart laughs now methinks within me? 
Now I am Catechiz'd, I would ever dwell here, 
For there is a kind of Court of Reformation; 
Had I been ſtubborn, Friend. 
Ped. They would have found it. £ 
Rod. And then they would have handled me anew way, 
The Devil's dump had been danced then, 
Ped. Let's away 
And do their great Commands, and do 'em handſomly, 
Contrite, and true; for I believe, Rodorigo, 
and conſtantly believe, we ſhall be happy. 
Rad. So you do well; fall edge or flat o' my ſide, 
All | can ſtagger at is the King's Anger, 
hich if it come, I am prepar'd to mect it. : 
Ped. The King has Mercy, Friend, as well as Juſtice, 
Ind when you fall: no more, 


Kg. I hope the faireſt. Ereunt. 
SV. 
thin Enter Maſter, Seberto, and Curio. 


Gur. We have told ye what he is, what time we have 

ſought him, 

is Nature, and his Name; the ſeeming Boy too, 
chad here, how, and what by your ownrelation, (him 

ul Circumſtances we have clear'd: That the Duke ſent 
e told ye how impoſſible; he knows him not; 

hat he is mad himſelf, and therefore fir 

0 be your Priſaner, we dare ſwear againſt it. him; 
Web, Takehced, Sir, benot madderthan you would makg 

U 3 Though 


[Ex 


Thou he be raſh, and ſudden (which is alt his Wildneſs) 


Take kced ye wrong him not: He is a Gentleman, 
And fo muſt be reſtor'd and clear'd in all Points; 
The King ſhall be a Judge elſe. 0 
Cur. Tas {ome trick (feit, i 
That brought him hither : The Boy and Letter counter- 
W ich ſhall appear, if ye dare now detain him. 
7T:ft. I dare not Sir, nor will not: I believe ye, 
And will reſtort him up; had I known ſooner 
d been a Neighbour, and the Man you fpeak him, 
(Though as TI live, he carried a wild ſeeming) 
My Service and my ſelf had both attended him. 
How I have us'd him, let him ſpeak. 
Seb. Let's in, and viſit him, 
Then to the holy Temple, there pay our Duties, 
And fo we'll take our leaves. | 
aſt. IIl wait upon ye. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VE 


An Altar prepar'd. Solemn Muſick. 


Enter Governor, Verdugo, Courtiers, Ladies, Ge. 
Gov. This to Devotion ſacred be, 

This to the King's Proſperity, 

This to the Queen, and Chaſtity, + [Muſick 
Ver. Theſe Obligations firſt we bring 

To purge or ſelves: Theſe to the King. 

19 Love, and Beauty theſe: Now Sing. [Muſict, 
Ladies. Holy Altar, daigne to take 

Theſe for our ſelves: For the King's ſake 

And Honour, theſe ; Theſe ſacred lye 

To Virtue, Love, and Modeſiy 

Our wiſhes 70 Eternity. [Muſick 

Enter Pedro, an Rodorigo. 

Ped. For owr ſelves firſt, thus we bend; 

Forgive us Heav'n, and be our Friend; 
Red. And happy Fortune to us ſend. 
Ped. To the King, Honour, and all Foy, 

Long, and bappy from Ausr. 


5 
- 
s 


Rod. 
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Rod. Proſperous be all his Days, : 
Every new Hour, a new Praiſe. 
Ped. Every Minute thus be ſeen, 
Both. And rhorſund Honours crown the Queen. | Muſick, 
Enter Alphonſo, Curio, and Seberto. 
„ Sb. Come to the Altar, let us do our Duties. 
n Alp. I have almoſt forgot a Church. 
Cur. Kneel reverently. 
Alp. For my loft Wits (let me ſer) 
Firſt I pray, and ſecondly, 
Io be at home again, and jree 
And if I Travel more, hang me. 
For the King, and for the Duren, 
Thar they may be wiſe, and ſeen 
Never in the Mad-mans Inn. 
For my Daughter I would pray, 
hut ſhe has made a Holy-day, 
And needs not my Devotion nom; 
Let ber take ber own courſe, Heav'n, 
Whether it be odd, or even. [ Muſick. 
Aud if that pleaſe not, take her you. 
Seb. A ſhort, and ſweet Meditation, what are theſe here? 
Enter Alinda, and j uletta, like Shepherds. 
Alin. Hail to this ſacred Place. 
7ul. They are all here, Madam 
& No violence dare touch here, be ſecure. 
My Bilbo Maſter too: How got he looſe again? 
How lamentably he looks, he has had Diſcipline. 
dare not let him know my Pranks. 
ick, IR 
Seb, *Tis ſhe ſure. 
Gr, *Tis certainly. 
Ped. Ha! Do I dazle? 
Rod. Tis the fair Alinda. 3 
ck. 29. What wonder ſtand theſe Strangers in? 
Rod. Her Woman by her, 
be ſame Sir, as I live. 
Alp. J had a Daughter, 
With ſuch a Face once, ſuch Eyes, and Noſe too; 
Ha, let me ſee, *tis wondrous like Alinda ; | 
heir Devotion ended, Il mark em and nearer, 
U 4 And 


I, 
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And ſhe had a Filly that waited on her, 
Juſt with ſuch a Favour, 
Do they keep Goats now ? 
Alin Thus we kneel, and thus we pray 
A happy Honvur to this Day, 
Thus our Sacrifice we bring 
Ever happy to the ny 
Jul. Theſe of Purple, Damack green, 
Sacred to the virtuous Queen, 
Here we bang. 
Alin. As theſe are now 
Her Glories ever ſpring, and ſhow. 
| 5 1 for our ſelves, our Hopes, and Loves, 
Full of Pinks, and Ladies Gloves, 
Of Hearts-eaſe too, which we would fain, 
As we labour for, attain 
_ = * n, and 7 I _ 
Full of hope, ſome Comfort ſend. 
| Jul. Hee her, hear her 1 if there be 
A ſpotleſs Sweerneſs, this is ſhe, [Muſick. 
Ped. Now Rodorigo ſtand. 
Rod, He that divides ye 
Divides my Life too. 
Gov. Pedro, noble Pedro. 
Do not you know your Friend ? 
Ped. I know, and honour ye. 
Gov. Lady, this leave I'll crave, pray be not angry, 
Iwill not long divide you; how happy, Pedro, 
Would all the Court be now, might they behold thee? 
Might they but ſee you thus, and thus embrace you? 
The King will be a joyful Man, believe it, 
Moſt joy ful, Pedro. | 
Ped. | am his humble Servant. 
Nay, goo Sir, ſpeak your Will, I ſee you wonder, one 
eaſie word from you | 15 
Alp. 1 dare ſay nothing, 3 
My To gues a new Tongue Sir, and knows his Tithet, 
Let her do what ſhe pleaſe, I dare do nothing, I 
I havebeendamn'd for doing. Will the King know bum: 
That Fellow there, will he reſpect and honour him? 


H 
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He has been look'd upon, they ſay; will he own him? 
Gov. Yes certainly and grace him, ever honour him, 
Reſtore him every way, he has much lamented him. 
Alp. Ist your Will roo? This is the laſt time of asking. 
Rod. 1 am ſure, none elſe ſhall touch her, none elſe en- 
If this, and this hold. : (joy her. 
Alp. You had beſt begin the Game then, I have no 
Title in her, ' 
Pray take her, and diſpatch her, and commend me to her, 
And let me get me Home, and hope I am fober- 
Kiſs, kiſs, it muſt be thus; ſtand up Alinda, 
am the more Child, and more need of Bleſſing. 
Ye had a waiting Woman, one Juletta, 
A pretty deſperate thing, juſt ſuch another 
As this ſweet Lady; wecall'd her nimble Chaps. 
| pray is this the Party? | 
Ful. No indeed, Sir, > 
She is at home, | am alittle Foot-Boy, 
That walk a Nights, and fright old Gentlemen 
Make em looſe Hats and Cloaks. | 
Alp. And Horſes too. (Ditches 
Jul. Sometimes I do Sir, teach em the way through 
And how to break their Worſhips Shins, 7 Noſes 
Againſt old broken Stiles, and Stumps. 
Alp. A fine Art. 
feel it in my Bones yet. 
Jul. T am a Drum, Sir, | 
A Drum at Mid-night, ran, tan, tan, tan, ran, Sir, 
Do you take me for Juletta? I am a Page, Sir, 
That brought a Letter from the Duke of Medina 
To have one Senior Alphonſo, juſt ſuch another 
As your old Worſhip, worm'd for running mad, Sir. 
Alas, you are miſtaken. | 
one Alp. Thou art the Devil, _ 
And fo thou haſt uſed me. 
Jul. T am any thing, 
her, An old Woman, that tells Fortunes. 
| Rod. Ha. 
im? Jul. And frights good People, 
| And ſends them to Segonia for their Fortunes: 
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I am ſtrange Aits, and excellent ſweet Voices. j 
I am any thing, to do her good, believe me; 

She now recovered, and her Wiſhes crown'd 

I am Fuletta again, pray Sit forgive me. * 

Alp. I dare not do otherwiſe, for fear thou ſhoulg'; 
ſtittill follow me, 

Prethee be forgiven, and I prethce forgive me too: 
And if any of you will marry her. 

Jul. No, I beſeech you, Sir; 

My Miſtreſs is my Husband, with her Pil dwell fill, 
And when you play any more pranks you know where 
to have me. 

Ped. You know him, Sir. 

Gov. Know him, and much lament him, 

The King's incens'd much, much Sir, 1 can aſſure you, 

Ped. Noble Governor. 

Gov. But ſince he is your Friend, and now appears, 
In honour of this Day, and Love to you, Sir : 

PI try the power I have, to the pinch I'll put it; 
Here's my hand Rodorign, I'Il ſet you fair again. 

Rod. And here's mine, to be true and ful} of Service. 

Gov. Your People too thall have their general Par- 
We'll have all Peace and Love. d dons, 

Rod. All ſhall pray for you. 

Gov. To my Houſe now, and ſuit you to your worths; 
Off with theſe Weeds, and appear Glorious: 

Then to the Prieſt, that ſhall attend us here, 
And this be ſtil'd Loves new and happy Year. 

Rod. The King's and Queen's,two noble Honours meet, 
To grace this Day two true Loves at their Feet 
Ab. Well well, ſince Wedding will come after 

Mooing, 

Give me ſome Roſemary, and let's be going. 


Excunt. 
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PROLOGUE 


O pleaſe you with this Play, aue fear, will be 
T (So does the Author too) a Myſtery 
Somewhat above our Art; for all Mens Eyes, 
Ears, Faiths, and Fudgmente, are not of one 
| For to ſay Truth, and not to flatter ye, ( ſixe. 
This is nor Comedy, nor Tragedy, 

Nor Hiſtory, nor any thing that may 

(Ter in a Week) be made a perfect Play: 

Tet thoſe that love to laugh, and thoſe that think 
Twelve Pence goes farther this way than in Drink, 
Or Damſels, if they mark the matter through, 
May ſtumble on a fooliſh Toy, or two, 

Will make em ſpew their Teeth : Pray, for my ſake 
(That likely am your firſt Man) do not take 

A diſtaſte before you feel it: for ye may 
When this is hiſt to Aſbes, have a Play, 

And here, to out-hiſs this; be patient then, 
(My Honour done) you're welcome Gentlemen. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


Joi a noble Gentleman, in Love with Lelia. 
Angelo, @ Gentleman, Friend to Julio. 

Lodovi ICOg * ul / 

Pilo, 0 Cowardly Gulls. 

Frederick, 2 Gentleman, Brother ro Frank. / 

Jacomo, an angry Captain, a Woman-bater. 

Fabritio, à merry Soldier, Friend to Jacomo. 

Lelia's Father, an old poor Gentleman. 

Heſt. 

Vintner. 

Drawers. 


Saruvants. 


W OME N. 


Frank, Sifter zo Frederick, @ Lady paſſonately in Love wit 
Jacomo. 

Clora, Siſter zo Fabritio, a witty Companion to Frank. 

Lelia, @ cunning wanton Widow, 


Maiting-woman. 
Maid- 8 


SCENE VENICE and SPAIN. 
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ACT I SCENE * 


Enter Lodovico, aud Piſo. 


LODOFICO. 
HE truth is, Piſo, fo ſhe be a Woman, 
J= D * And rich and wholclome, letherbeof what 
We JB } Condition and Complection it pleaſe, 
She ſhall pleaſe mc Fon ſure; thoſe Men 
are Fools (their Needs. 
That make their Eyes their chuſers, not 
?iſo. Methinks I would have her honeſt too, and hand- 
Lod. Ves, if I could have both, but ſince they are e 
Wies fo near Impoſlibilities, | 
let me have that that may be. 
Piſo. If it were fo, 
hope your Conſcience would not be ſo nice 
To ſtart at ſuch a Bleſſing. 
Lad No, believe me, I do not think I ſhould. 
piſo. But thou wouldſt be, 
do not doubt, upon the leaſt ſuſpition, 
Unmercifully jealous. 
Lod. No I ſhould not, 
For I belicve thoſe mad that ſeek vexations. 
Wife, though ſhe-be honeſt, is a trouble, 
Had Ja Wiſe as fair as Hellen was, 
That drew ſo many Cuckolds to her Cauſe, 
Theſe Eyes ſhould ſee another in my Saddle, 
er I believe my Beaſt v ould carry double. 
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Piſo. So ſhould not I by'r Lady, and I think 

My Patience, by your leave, as good as yours, 
[ 


Report would ſtir me mainly, I am ſure ont. ui 
Lad. Report? you are unwiſe, Report is nothing; As 
For if there were a truth in what Men talk, Le 

I mean of this kind, this part of the World 

I am ſure would be no more call'd Chriſtendom. For 
Piſo. What then? ] 
Lod. Why Cuckoldom, for we ſhould loſe To 
Our old Faiths clean, and hold their new Opinions: Th 
If talk could make me ſweat, before I would marry, | * 


I'd tye a ſurer knot, and hang my ſelf; 
I tell thee there was never Woman yet, 
Nor never hope there ſhall be, though a Saint, 
But ſhe has been a ſubj ct to Mens Tongues, 
And in the worſe ſenſe; and that deiperite Husband, 
That darcs give up his peace, and follow humours, 
Which he ſhall find roo buſie, if he ſeek em, 
Beſide the forcing of himſelf an Aſs, 
He dies in Chains, eating himſelf with anger. 
Piſo. Having theſe Antidotes againſt Opinion 
Il I would marry any one; an arrant Whore, 
| Lod. Thou doſt not feel the Nature of this Phyſick, 
Which I preſcribe not to beget Diſcaſes, 
But where they are, to ſtop them. 
Piſo. 1 conceive ye; * 
What thinkeſt thou? thy way of the Widow Lelia? 
Lod. Faith thou haſt found out one, I muſt confeſs, 
Would ſtagger my beſt Patience: From that Woman, 
As I would bleſs my ſelf from Plagues and Surfeits, 
From Men a War at Sea, from Storms and Quickſands, 
From hearing Treaſon and concealing it, 
From daring of a Madman, or a Drunkard, 
From Hereſie, ill Wine, and ſtumbling Poſt- horſe; 
So would I pray each Morning, and each Night 
(And if I faid each hour, I ſhould not lye) 
To be delivered of all theſe in one, 
The Woman thou haſt named, 
Enter Julio, Angelo, and Father. 
Niſo. Thou haſt ſet her in a pretty Litany. 


10s, 
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For Men may be miſtaken; if he h 
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Aug. Pray take my counſel. ' 
Jul. When I am my ſelf 
Tli hear you any way; love me though thus 
As thou art honeſt, which I dare not be 
Leſt I deſpiſe my ſelf. Farewel [ Exit Julio. 
Piſo. Do you hear my Friend: Sir, are you not a Setter 
For the fair Widow here of famous Memory? 
Fatb. Ha? am I taken for a Bawd? O Heav'n! 
To mine own Child too? Miſery, I thank thee 
That keep'it me from their knowledge: Sir, believe me 
I underſtand ye not. 
Ld. You love plain dealing. 
Are you not parcel Bawd? confeſs your Function, 
It may be we would uſe ir. 
Fath. Were ſhe worſe, | 
As I fear ſtrangely ſhe is ill enough, 
| would not hear this tamely. 
P;ſo. Here's a Shilling 
To ſtrixe good luck withal. 
Fath. Here's a Sword, Sir, 
To ſtrike a Knave withal; thou lyeſt, and baſely, 
be what thou wilt. 
Ang. Why how now, Gentlemen ? 
Farb. You are many: I ſhall meet you, Sir, again, 
And make you underſtand, you've wrong'd a Woman 
Compar'd with whom thy Mother was a ſinner. Farewel, 


| ) | Exit Father, 
Piſo. He has amazed me. 
Ang. With a blow? 
dy'r Lady *rwas a ſound one; are ye good 
At taking knocks? I ſhall know you hereafter : 
ou were to blame to tempt a Man fo far 


before you knew him certain: h'as not hurt ye? 


Piſo. No, I think. 

Ld. We were to blame indeed to go ſo far, 
{winged us 

had ſerv d us right: Beſhrew my Heart, | think, 

© have done the Gentlewoman as much wrong too, 

or hang me if 1 know her 

my particular. | | 


%. Nor I; this 'tis to credit | 
Vo L. IV, : X Mens 
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Mens idle Tongues; I warrant they have faid 
As much by our two Mothers. 

Lod. Like enough. 

Ang. I ſce a beating now and then does more 
Move and ſtir up a Man's contrition 
Than a ſharp Sermon, here probatum eſt. _ 

Euter Frederick, and Servant. 

Ser. What ſhall I cell your Siſter? 
Feed. Tell her this, 
Till ſhe be better converfation'd, 


„ e 8 


And leave her walking by her ſelf, and whining i 
To her old melancholy Lute, Ill keep p 
As far from her as the Gallows. Exit Seruait. 4 
Ang. Who's that, Frederick? T 
Fred. Yes marry is't. O Angelo, how doſt tho L 
Ang. Save you, Sir, how does my Miſtreſs? A 
Fred. She is in Love I think, but not with Fo T 

I can aſſure you : Saw ye Fabritio? Ar 
Ang. Is he come over ? 
Fred. Yes, a Weck ago: Shall we dine? ; 
Ang. I cannot. | 
Fred, I prithee do. Yo 
Ang. Believe me I have-buſinels. | J 
Fred. Have you too, Gentlemen? peo 
Piſo. No, Sir. But 
Fred. Why then let's dine together. 90 1 
Lad. With all my Heart. Wo 
Fred. Go then: Farewel, good e. Cl 
Commend me to your Friend. Wit 
Ang. Iwill. | Exeum And 
N Fr 

SCENE u. E. 


Enter Frank, and Clora. 
Clo. Do not diſſemble Frank, mine Eyes are quicker 
Than ſuch Obſeryers, that FR ground their Faith 
Upon one ſmile or tear; you're much alter d, 
And are as empty of thoſe Excellencies 
That were Companions to you, I mean Mirth 
And free diſpoſure of your Blood and e 
As you were born a Mourner, 


— 


% 
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Frank, How, I prithee? | | 

For I perceive no ſuch change in my ſelf. 

Clo. Come, come, this is not wile, nor provident, 

To halt before a Cripple: if you love, 5 85 

Be liberal to your Friend, and let her know it, 

| ſee the way you run, and know how tedious 

'Twill prove, without a true Companion. 

Frank. Sure thou wouldſt have me love. 

Ch. Yes marry would I, 
| ſhould nor pleaſe ye elſe. | 

Frank. And who, for Heav'ns ſake ? 

For | affure my felf, I know not yet: 

a. And prithee Clora, ſince thou'lt have it fo 

That I muſt love, and do I know not what, 

Let him be held a pretty handſome Fellow, 

0 And young, and if he be a little valiant — 

'Twill be the better; and a little wiſe, 

And faith a little honeft. | 
Clo. Well I will-ſound ye yet for all your craft. 
Frank, Heigh ho! VII love no more. 
Clo, Than one; and him 

You ſhall love, Frank. 

Frank. Which him? thou art ſo wile 
People will take thee ſhortly for a Witch! 
But prithee tell me, Clora, if I were . 
So mad as thou wouldſt make me, what kind of Man 
Wouldſt thou imagine him? 2 

(la. Faith ſome pretty Fellow | 
With a clean ſtrength, that cracks a Cudgel well 
and dances at a Wake, and plays at Nine-holes. 

Frank. O what pretty commendations thou haſt given 

( 


* 
14 


Fath if T were in Love, as I thank Heav'n im ! 
do not think Fam; this ſhort Epiſtle « |, 
before my Love would make me burn the Legend. 
Clo. You are too wild, I mean ſome Gentleman. 
Frank. So do not I, 'till T can know en wiſer : 
me Gentleman? no Cra, till fome Gentleman 
Keep lome Land, and fewer Whores, believe me 
I keep no love for him, I do = long 0 
o a toot yet, eit Cauſes. | 
un 89 a tpot yet, and ſoll ap oh 


— 
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Clo. What think you then of an Adventurer? * 
mean ſome wealthy Merchant. | Th 
Frank. Let him venture (not ( 
In ſome decay'd Ware, or Carack of his own : He ſhall an 
Rig me out, that's the ſhort on't; out upon't- Wi 
W hat young thing of my Years would endure Fir 
To have her Husband in another Country * 
Within a Month after ſhe is Married Thi 
Chopping for rotten Raiſins, and lye pinin Unl 
At home under the mercy of his Fore-man? no, IW 
Though they be wealthy, and indifferent wiſe, F 
I do not ſee that I am bound to love 'em. 7 

Clo. I ſee ye are hard to pleaſe; yet I will pleaſe ye. ¶ The 

Frank. Faith not ſo hard neither, if conſidered Tou 
What Woman may deſerve as ſhe is worthy - | ha 
But why do we beitow our time ſo idly? 3 0 
Prithee let us entertain ſome other talk, 7 
This is as ſickly to me as faint Weather. Upo, 

Clo. Now I believe I ſhall content you, Frank, Ch 
W hat think you of a Courtier ? Wha 

Frank. Faith fo ill, knot 
That if I ſhould be full, and ſpeak but Truth, Out c 
'T would ſhew as if I wanted Charity: With 
Prithee good Wench let me not rail upon em, lam « 
Yer I have an excellent Stomach, and muſt do it; There 
I have no mercy of theſe Infide's F haf 
Since | am put in mind on't, good Wench bear with me. Fra; 

Clo. Can no Man fit you? I will find him out. leaf 

Frank. This Summer Fruit, that you call Courtier, lad n. 
While you continue cold and froſty to him thol 
Hangs faſt, and may be found: But when you fling Ch 
Too tull a heart of your Aﬀections | had x 
Upon his Root, and make him ripe too ſoon, Han 
You'll find him rotten ''th” handling; Till 
His Oaths and Affections are all one Iwoule 
With his Apparel, things to ſet him off, | hat e 
He has as many Miſtreſſes as Faiths, Vith al 
And all Apocrypba; his true belief Fen ir 
Is only in a private Surgeon, iRepr 


And for my ſingle ſelf, I'd ſooner venture 
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4 new Converſion of the Indies, 
Than to make Courtiers able Men, or honeſt. 
(h. T do believe you love no Courtier, 
And by my troth to gueſs you into Love 
With any I can think of, is beyond 
Fither your Will, or my Imagination : 
And yet I am ſure you're caught, and I will know him, 
There's none left now worthy the thinking of, 
Unleſs it be a Soldier, and I am ſure 
| would ever bleſs my ſelf from ſuch a Fellow. 
Hank. Why, prithee? 
C0. Out upon 'em Fire-locks, 
They are nothing 1'th* World but Buff and Sca:let, 
Tough unhewn pieces to hack Swords upon; 
| had as lieve be courted by a Cannon, 
J one of thoſe. 
Frank. 'Fhou art too malicious, 
Upon my faith methinks they're worthy Men, 
Co, Say ye ſo? I'Il pull ye on a little further. 
What worth can be in thoſe Men, whoſe Profeſſion 
b nothing i'th World but drink and damn me, 
ut of whoſe violence they are poſſeſt | 
With Legions of unwholeſome Whores and Quarrels? 
am of that opinion, and will dye in't, 
There is no Underſtanding, nor can be 
n a ſouſt Soldier. 
Frank. Now 'tis ignorance 
lealily perceive that thus provokes thee, 
and not the love of Truth; I'll lay my Life 
Ithou'dſt been made a Man, thou hadſt been a Coward, 
Cs. If to be valiant, be to be a Soldier; 111 tell ye true, 
had rather be a Coward, I am ſure with leſs ſin. 
Hanf. This Hereſie muſt be look'd too in time: for if it 
lwill grow too Peſtilent; were I a Scholar (ſpread 
I would ſo hamper thee for thy Opinion, 
bat &er I left, I would write thee out of credit 
Ind all the World, and make thee not believ'd 
en in indifferent things; that I would leave thee 
| Reprobate out of the State of Honour. 
al gogd things, thou haſt flung Aſperſions 
| "= 80 


er, 
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So like a fool (for I am angry with thee) 
Upon a fort of Men, that let me tell thee 
Thy Mother's Mother would have been a Saint 
Had ſhe conceiv'd a Soldier; they are People 
(I may commend 'em, while I ſpeak hut truth) 
Of all the old World, only left to keep 
Man as he was, valiant and virtuous. | 
They are the model of thoſe Men, whoſe Honours 
We heave our Hands at when we hear recited. 
Clo. They are, and I have all I ſought for, tis a Soldier 
You love, hide it no longer; you have betray'd your (elt; 
Come, I have found your way of Commendations, 
And what I ſaid was but to pull it from ye. 
Frank. Twas pretty, are ye grown ſo cunning, Ca? 
I grant I love a Soldier; but what Soldier 
Will be a new task to ye? But all this 
T do imagine was but laid to draw me 
Out of my melancholy. 
- * Clo, I will have the Man, 
E'er 1 forſake ye. * 4 
Frank. I muſt to my Chamber. | 
Clo. May not I go along? 
Frank. Yes, but good Wench | | 
Move me no more with theſe fond queſtions, 
They work like Rhubarb with me. 


Cho. Well, I will not. [ Exeunt, * 

| | an 

SCENE III. Lol 

| ſhou 

Enter Lelia and her MWaiting- woman. To be 

_ T el. How now ? who was that you ſtaid to ſpeak withal'W four 
| | Won. The old Man forſooth. | And i 
1 Lel. What old Man? (you call Father. WM Give | 
Mum. The poor old Man that uſes to come hither, he tha Far 

Lel. Have you diſpatch'd him? Fit for 

Wem. No; he would fain ſpeak with you. Had I 

Lel. Wilt thou never learn more Manners, 4 lik 
| Than to draw in ſuch needy Raſcals to diſquiet me: Natur 
| Go, anſwer him 1 will not be at leiſure. (he wage J * . 
Aus let 


I Mon, He will needs ſpeak with you; and good be” hat 
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That by my troth I have not the heart to deny him, 
Pray let him ſpeak with you. 

Lel. Lord how tender Stomach'd you are grown of late? 
You are not in love with him, are get 
If ye be, ſtrike up the Match; you ſhall have 
Three J. and a pair of Blankets! Will ye go anſwer him? 

Wom. Pray let him ſpeak with you, he will not away 

elſe. | Heav'n lam 

Lel. Well, let him in then if there be no remedy; I thank 

Able to abuſe him; I ſhall nev'r come cle ar elſe of him. 
Euter Father. MOT 

Now Sir, what is your buſineſs? Pray be ſhort; for Thave 
Matters of more moment to call me trom ye. (other 
a? Fath. If you but look upon me like a Daughter, 
And keep that Love about ye that makes good - 
A Father's Hope, you'll quickly find my buſineſs, . 
And what I would ſay to you, and before 
Lak, will be a giver: Say that ſleep, 
mean that Love, or be but num'd within ye, 
The nature of my want is ſuch a ſearcher, 
And of ſo mighty Power, that where he finds 
This dead forgetfulneſs, it works ſo ſtrongly, 
That if the leaſt heat of a Child's Affection 
Remain unperiſh'd, like another Nature, 
It makes all new again; pray do not ſcorn me, 
int. Nor ſeem to make your ſelf à greater Puſineſs 

Than my relieving. 

Lil. If you were not Old 

| ſhould laugh at ye; what a vengean ceails ye 

To be ſo childiſh to imagine me | 
hal founder of old Fellews? Make him drink, Wench, | 

and if there any cold Meat in the Buttery, | 
her. ¶ vive him ſome broken Bread, and that, and rid him. | 
tha Feth. Is this a Child's Love? Or a Recompence 
Fit for a Father's Care? O Lelia, 
Had I been thus unkind, thou hadſt not been; 
Ur like me miſerable: But 'tis impoſſible 
Nature ſhould die ſo utterly within thee, 
ind loſe her Promiſes; thou art one of thoſe 


dhe ſer her Stamp more excellently on, 
| X 4 Than 
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Than common People, as foretelling thee 

A general Example of her Goodneſs, 

Or ſay ſhe could lye, yet Religion 
| (For love to Parents is religious) 
| Would lead thee right again: Look well upon me, 
| I am the Root that gave thee Nouriſhment, 
C And made thee ſpring fair, do not let me periſh 
Now I am old and ſapleſs. 

Lel. As I live 
T like ye far worſe now ye grow thus holy. 

I grant you are my Father; am I therefore 
Bound to conſume my ſeit, and be a Beggar 
Still in relieving you? 1 do not feel ; 
Any ſuch mad Compaſſion yet within me. 

Fab, 1 gave up all my State ro make yours thus. 

Lel. Twas as ye ought to do, and now ye cry fort 
As Children do for Babies back again. h 

Fath. How wouldſt thou have me live? 

Lel. I would not have ye; wil 
Nor know no Reaſon Fathers ſhould defire 
To live, and be a trouble, when Children 
Are able to inherit; let them die, 

'Tis fit, and lookt for, that they ſhould do ſo. 

Fath. Is this your Comfort? 

Lel. All that I feel yer. 

Fath. 1 will not curſe thee. 

Lel. If you do I care not. 

Fath. Pray you give me leave to weep. 

Lel. Why pray take leave, 

If it be for your eaſe. 

Farb. Thy Mother died, 

Sweet peace be with her, in a happy Time. 

Lel, She did, Sir, as ſhe ought to do, would you 
Would take the Pains to follow; what ſhould you, 
Or any old Man do wearing away 
In this World with Diſeaſes, and deſire PT 
Only to live to make their Children Scourge Sticks, 
And hoard up Mill-Mony ? methinks a Marble 
Lies quieter upon an old Man's Head 
Than a cold fit o'th' Palſey. | Path 
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Fath. O good Heav'n! . 

To what an impudence, thou wretched Woman, 
Haſt thou begot thy ſelf again! Well, Juſtice 
Will puniſh Diſobedience. 

Lel. You miſtake, Sir; 885 
Till puniſh Beggars; fie for Shame, go work, 
Or ſerve, you are grave enough to be a Porter 
In ſome good Man of Worſhips Houſe, and give 
dententious Anſwers to the Comers in. 

A pretty Place; or be of ſome good Conſort, | 
You had a pleaſant Touch o'th* Ciztern once, | 
If Idleneſs have not bereft you of it: | 
Be any thing but old and beggarly, 
Two Sins that ever do out-grow Compaſſion z 
If I might ſee = offer at a Courſe 
t That were a likely one, and ſhew'd ſome Profit, 
| would not ſtick for ten Groats, or a Noble. 
Fath. Did 1 beget this Woman? 
Lel. Nay, I know not: 
And *till J know, I will not thank you for't; 
However, he that got me had the Pleaſure, 
And that, methinks, is a Reward ſufficient. 
Fath. I am ſo ſtrangely ſtrucken with Amazement, 
I know not where | am, nor what I am. (bring ye 
Lel. You had beſt take freſh Air ſome where elſe, Will 
Out of your Trance the ſooner. 1 
Fatb. Is all this 
As you mean, Lelia? 
Lel, Yes believe me is it, 1 
For yet I cannot think you are ſo fooliſh, 
As to imagine you are young enough 
To be my Heir, or I ſo old to make 
A Nurſe at theſe Years for you, and attend 
While you ſup up my State in penny Pots 
Of Malwſey: When I am excellent at Cawdles, 
And Cullices, and have enough ſparc Gold 
, To boil away, you ſhall be welcome to me; 
| Till when I'd have you be as merry, Sir, 
fs you can make your ſelf with that you have, 
and leave to trouble me with theſe Relations, 


al. 


Of 


Are all the Kindred that I have, and Friends. - 


This is enough at once, digeſt it well: 
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Of what you have been to me, or you are, 
For as I hear them, ſo I loſe them; this, 


For ought I know yet, is my Reſolution. x 
Fath. Well, God be with thee, for I fear thy end 
Will be a ſtrange Example. [ Exit Father, ] 


Lel. Fare ye well, Sir; 
Now would ſome poor tender-hearted fool have wept, 
Relented, and have been undone: Such Children 
(I thank my Underſtanding) I hate truly, 
For by my troth I had rather ſee their Tears 
Than feel their Pities; my Defires and Ends 


HH A — 


Enter Woman 
Is he departed? 
Wom. Yes, but here's another. 
Lel. Not of his Tribe I hope; bring no more, 

I would wiſh you, ſuch as he is; if thou ſeeſt | 

They look like Men of Worth, and State, and carr 

Ballaſt of both Sides like tall Gentlemen 

Admit 'em, but no Snakes to poiſon us bal 

With Poverty; Wench, you muſt learn a wiſe Rule, 

Look not upon the Vouths of Men, and Making, 

How they deſcend in Blood, nor let their Tongues, 

Though they ſtrike ſuddenly, and ſweet as Muſick, 

Corrupt thy Fancy; ſee, and ſay them fair too, 

But ever keep thy ſelf without their Diſtance, 

Uales the Love thou ſwallow be a Pill 

Gilded to hide the Bitterneſs it brings, Im 

Then fall on without fear, wench, yet ſo wiſely Cha 

That one Encounter cloy him not; nor promiſe 1 

His Love hath made thee more his, than his Monies; W} 

Learn this and thrive, | Ih 
J 
[ 
7 
L 


Then let thine Honour ever : 
(For that's the laſt Rule) be ſo ſtool upon, 


That Men may fairly ſee 
'Tis want of Means; not Virtue makes thee fall; 


And if you weep 'twill be a great deal beiter, 
And draw on more Compaſſion, which includes 
A greater Tenderneſs of Love and Bounty 


Go let him in Wench, if he promiſe Profit, 1 
Not elle. Eu 
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Enter Julio. 

O you are welcome my fair Servant, 

Upon my Troth I have been longing for ye. 

Wom. This, by her Rule, ſhould-bea liberal Man, 
ſee the beſt on's may learn every Day. % 

Lel. There's none come with you? 

Jul. No. | 

Lel. You do the wiſer ; 

For ſome that have been here (I name no Man) 

Out of their Malice, more than Truth, have done me 

Some few ill Offices. 2 ä 
Jul. How, Sweet? 

Lel. Nay, nothing, 

Only have talkt a little wildly of me; 

As their unruly Youth directed 'em; | 

Which though they bite me not, I would have wiſht 

Had light upon ſome other that deſe: vd em. 

Jul Though ſhe deſerve this of the looſeſt 'Fongue 
(Which makes my Sin the more) I muſt not ſee it; 
Such is my Miſery. | I would I knew him. 

Lel. No, no, let him go, 

He is not worth your Anger; I muſt chide you 

For being ſuch a Stranger to your Miſtreſs, 

Why wou'd you be fo, Servant ? 

Jul. I ſhould chide, * 

If chiding would work any thing upon you, 

For being ſuch a Stranger to your Servant, 

mean to his Deſires; when, my dear Mittreſs, 

Shall I be made a happy Man? 

Lel, Fic, Servant, | 
What do you mean? unhand me, or, by Heav*n, 

[ ſhall be very angry, this is Rudench. 5 | 
Jul. *T'was but a Kiſs or two, that thus offends you. 
Lel. *T'was more, I think, than you have warrant tor. 
Jul. 1am ſorry 1 deſery'd no more. 

Lel. You may, 

But not this rough way, Servant; we are tender, 

And ought in all to be reſpected fo; 

It I had been your Horſe, or W hore, you might 


back me with this Intemperance; I thought 
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You had lov'd as worthy Men, whoſe fair Affectidns 
Seek pleaſures warranted, not pull'd by violence: 
Do ſo no more. f 
J. 1 hope you are not angry? 

Lel. I ſhould be with another Man, I am ſure, 
That durſt appear but half thus violent. 

Jul. I did not mean to ravith ye. 

Lel. Vou could not. 

Jul. Vou are ſo willing 

Lel. How? 

Jul. Methinks this ſhadow, | 
If you had ſo much ſhame as fits a Woman, 
At leaſt of your way, Miſtreſs, long cer this 
Had been laid off to me that underſtand ye. 

Lel. That underſtand me? Sir, ye underſtand, 
Nor ſhall, no more of me than modeſty 
Will, without fear, deliver to a Stranger ; 
You underſtand I am honeſt, elſe I tell ye, 
(Though you were better far than Julio) 
You, and your Underſtanding are two Fools, 
But were we Saints, thus we are ſtill rewarded : 
1 ſee that Woman had a pretty catch on't, 
That had made you the Maſter of a Kindneſs, 
She durſt not anſwer openly; O me! 
How eafily we Women may be cozen'd! 
I took this Julio, as I have a Faith, 
This young Diſſembler with the ſober Vizard, 
For the moſt modeſt temper'd Gentleman, 
The cooleſt, quieteſt, and beſt Companion; 
For ſuch an one I could have wiſh'd a Woman. 

Jul. You have with'd me ill enough o' Conſcience, 
Make me no worſe for ſhame; I ſee the more 
] work by way of Service to obtain ye, 
You work the more upon me. Tell me truly 
(While I am able to believe a Woman, 
For if you uſe me thus, that Faith will periſh) 
What is your end, and whither you will pull me; 
Tell me, but tell me that I may not ſtart at, | 
And have a cauſe to curſe ye, | 


Lel. Bleſs me goodneſs ! 


— > 2 >> ho Dx Mr hy 
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To curſe me, did you ſay, Sir? let it be 5 
For too much loving you then, ſuch a curſe 
Kill me withal, and I ſhall be a Martyr. 
You have found a new way to reward my doating, 
And I confeſs a fit one for my folly, 
For you your ſelf, if you have good within ye, 
And dare be Maſter of it, know how dearly 
This Heart hath held you ever; Oh good Heay'n! 
Thar I had never ſeen that falſe Man's Eyes, 
That dares reward me thus with fears and curſes 
Nor never heard the ſweetneſs of that Tongue, 
That will, when this is known, yet cozen Women 
Curſe me, good Julio, curſe me bitterly, 
do deſerve it for my confidence, 
And I befeech thee, if thou haſt a Goodneſs 
Or Power yet in thee to confirm thy wiſhes, 
Curſe me to Earth, for what ſhould I do here 
Like a decaying Flower, ſtill witheri 
Under his bitter words, whoſe kindly heat 
Should give my poor Heart life? No, curſe me, Julio, 
Thou canſt not do me ſuch a benefit 
As that, and well done, that the Heav'ns may hear it. 

Jul. O fair Tears! were you but as chaſt as ſubtle, 
Like Bones of Saints, you would work Miracles 
What were theſe Women to a Man that knew not 
The thouſand, thouſand ways of their deceiving ? 
What Riches had he found? O he would think 
Himſelf ftill dreaming of a bleſſedneſs, | 
That like continual Spring ſhould flouriſh ever. 
For if ſhe were as good as ſhe is ſeeming, 
Or, like an Eagle, could renew her Virtues, 
Nature had made another World of ſweetneſs. 
Be not ſo griev'd, ſweet Miſtreſs, what I ſaid, 
You do, or ſhould know, was but Paſſion; 
Pray wipe your Eyes and kiſs me; take theſe trifles, 
And wear them for me, which are only rich 
When you will put them on: indeed [ love ye, 
beſhrew my ſick Heart, if J grieve not for ye. 

Le]. Will you diſſemble ſtill? I am a Fool, 
And you may eaſily rule me, if you flatter, 
The {in will be your own. he Jul. 
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Jul. You know I do not. | 
Lel. And thall I be ſo childiſh once again, 
After my late experience of your ſpight 
To credit you? Youdonot know how deep 
(Or if you did, you would be kinder to me,) 
This bitterneſs of yours has ſtruck my Heart. 
Jul. I pray, no more. 
Lel. Thus you would do, I warrant, 
If I were marricd toyou. 
Jul. Married to me? 
Is that your end? 
Lel. Ves, is not that the beſt end, 
And, as all hold, the nobleſt way of Love? 
Why do you look ſo ſtrange, Sir? Do not you 
Deſire it ſnould be ſo? = 
Ful. Stay. 
Lil.-Anſwer me. 
Jul. Fare wel. | [Exit Julio, 


Lel. Ay! Arc you there? Are all theſe Tears loft then? 


Am l ſo overtaken by a Fool 
In my beſt Days and Tricks? My wiſe Fellow, 
I'll make you ſmart for'r, as I am a Woman, 
And if thou beeſt not Timber, yet I'll warm thee. 
And he is gone? | | 
Enter Woman, 

Wom. Yes. | 

Lel. He's not fo lightly ſtruck, 
To be recovered with a baſe Repentance, 
I ſhould be forry then; Fortune, I prithee 
Give me this Man but once more in my Arms, 
And if I loſe him, Women have no Charms. | Exem, 
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ACT il SCENE I 


Euter Jacomo, and Fabricio. 


Fac. in what think you of this ſound of Wars? 
Fab. As only of a ſcund; they that intend 

To do, are like deep Waters that run quietly, 

Leaving no face of what they were, behind em. 


T his 
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This Rumour is too common, and too loud, 
To carry truth. 
ac. Shall we never live to ſec 

Men look like Men again, 
Upon a March ? 
This cold dull ruſty Peace makes us appear 
Like empty Pictures, only the faint Shadows 
Of what we ſhould be; | 
Would to Heav'n my Mother 
Had given but half her will to my begetting, 
And made me Woman, to fit ftill and Sing, 
Or be Sick when I lift, or any thing 
That is too idle for a Man to think of; 
Would I had been a Whore, 'r had been a courſe 
Certain, and (of my Conſcience) of more gain 
Than two commands, as I would handle it: 
Faith, I could wiſh I had been any thing 
Rather than what J am, a Soldier; 
A Carrier, or a Cobler, when I knew 
What*rwas to wear a Sword firſt; for their Trades 
Are, and ſhall be, a conſtant way of Life, 
While Menſend Cheeſes up, or wear out Buskins. 

Fab. Thou art a little too impatient, 
And mak'ſt thy Anger a far more Vexation 
Than the not having Wars; 1 am a Soldier, 
Which is my whole inheritance, yet I, 
Though I cou!d with a breach with all the World, 
If not diſhonourable, I am not ſo malicious, 
To curſe the fair Peace of my Mother Country; 
hut thou want'ſt Mony, and the firſt ſupply 
Will bury theſe Thoughts in thee: 

Fac. *Pox o' Peace, 
It fills the Kingdom full of Holidays, 
And only feeds the wants of W hores and Pipers; 
And makes the idle drunken Rogues get Spinſters: 
Tis true, I may want Mony, and no little, 
And almoſt, Cloaths too; of which if I had both 
In full abundance, yet againſt all Peace, 
That brings up miſchiefs thicker than a Shower, 


\ 


I would {peak louder than a Lawyer; | 
B/ 
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By Heav'n, it is the ſurfeit of all Youth) 
That makes the toughneſs and the ſtrength of Nations 
Melt into Women. *Tis an Eaſe that broods 
Thieves and Baſtards only. | 

Fab. This is more K 
(Though it be true) than we ought to lay open, 
And ſavours only of an indiſcretion. 

Believe me; Captain, ſuch diſtemper'd Spirits 
Once out of motion, though they be Proof valiant, 
If they appear thus violent and fiery, 
Breed but their own Diſgraces; and are nearer 
Doubt and Suſpect in Princes, than Rewards. 

Fac. Tis well they can be near em any way. 
But call you thoſe true Spirits ill affected, 

That whilſt the Wars were, ſerv'd like Walls and Ribs 
To girdle in the Kingdom; 5 

And now faln 

Through a fair t Peace into Affliction, | 
Speak but their Miſeries? Come, come, Fabritio, 
You may pretend what patience ye pleaſe, | 
And ſeem ro Yoak your wants like Paſſions 

But while I know thou art a Soldier, 

And a Deſerver, and no other Harveſt 

But what thy Sword reaps for thee to come in, 
You ſhall be pleas'd to give me leave to tell ye, 
You wiſh a Devil of this muſty Peace; 

To which Prayer, | | 

As one that's bound in Conſcience, and all 

That love our Trade, I cry, Amen. 

Fab. Prithee no more, we ſhall live well enough, 
There's ways enough beſides the Wars to Men 
That are not Logs, and lye ſtill for the Hands 
Of others to remove 'em. 

Fac. You may thrive, Sir, 

Thou art young and handſome yet, and well enough 
To pleaſe a Widow; thou canit Sing, and tell 
Theſe fooliſh Love-tales, and indite a little, 
And if need be, compile a pretty matter, 

And Dedicate it to the Honourable, 

Which may awaken his Compaſſion, 
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To make ye Clerk o'th'Kitchen, and at length 
Come to be married to my Lady's Woman, 
After ſhe's crack'd ithꝰ Ring. 
Fab. 'Tis very well, Sir. | 
Fac. But what doſt thou think ſhall become of me; 
With all my imperfc&ions? Let me die, 
If I think I ſhall ever reach above 
A forlora Tapſter, or ſome frothy Fellow, 
That ftinks of ſtale Beer. 
Fab. Captain Facomo, | 5 | 
Why ſhould you think ſo hardly of your Virtues? 
Jac, What Virtues? By this light, I have no Virtue, | 
But down-right buffetting; what can my Face, | 
| That is no better than a ragged Map now 
Ib: WY Of where I have March'd and Travell'd, profit me? 
Unleſs it be for Ladies to abuſe, and ſay 
'Twas ſpoil'd for want of a Bongrace when I was young; 
And now 'twill make a true Prognoſtication 
Of what Man muſt be? Tell me of a Fellow 
That can mend Noſes, and complain, 
So tall a Soldier ſhould want Teeth to his Stomach; 
And how it was great pity, that it was, 
That he that made my Body was ſo buſied 
He could not ſtay to make my Legs too; but was driven 
To clap a pair of Cat-fticks tomy Knees, for which 
m indebted to two School-Boys; this | | 
Muſt follow neeeflary. | 
Fab. There's no ſuch matter. | | 
Jac, Then for my Morals, and thoſe hidden pieces, 
? That Art beſtows upon me, they are ſuch, _ | 
That when they come to light, I am ſure will ſhame me, 
or can neither write, nor read, nor ſpeak 
That any Man ſhall hope to profit by me; 
And for my Languages, they are ſo many, A 
hat put them all together, they will ſcarce - 
© to beg ſingle Beer in; the plain truth is, 
[ore a Soldier, and can lead him on, 
ind if he 17 well, I dare make him drunk 3 
tis is my Virtue, and if this willdo, 
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Fab. *Tis your way 
To be thus pleaſant till, but fear not, Man, 
For though the Wars fail, we ſhall ſcrew our ſelves 
Into ſome courſe of Life yet. 
Fac, Good Fabricio, | 
Have a quick Eye upon me, for I fear | 
This Peace will make me ſomething that I love not; 


1. 


For by my Troth, though I am plain and dudgeon, 
J would not be an Aſs; and to ſell Parcels, ( 
I can as ſoon be hang'd: Prithee beſtow me, 1 
And ſpeak ſome little good, though I deſerve not. ( 
| Enter Father. 
Fab. Come, we'll conſider more; ſtay, this ( 
Should be another Wind-fall of the Wars. y 
Jac. He looks indeed like an old ratter'd Colours, 1 
That every Wind would borrow from the Staff: I 
' Theſe are the hopes we have for all our hurts; I 
They have not caſt his Tongue too. P, 
. Fath. They that ſay ; U 
Hope never leaves a wretched Man that ſeeks her, BY 
I think are either patient Fools, or Liars, Br 
J am {ſure I find it fo, for I am maſter'd Fe 
With ſuch a Miſery and Grief together, * 
That that ftay'd Anchor Men lay hold upon T. 
In all their needs, is to me Lead that bows; 10 
Or breaks with every ſtrong Sea of my Sorrows. Ste 
I could now queſtion Heay'n (were it well Sc: 
To look into their Juſtice) why thoſe Faults, Of 
Thoſe heavy Sins others provoke em with ] 
Should be rewarded on the head of us, [ 
That hold the leaſt Alliance to their Vices; Iv 
But this would be too curious; for I ſee Ag: 
Our ſufferings, not diſputing, is the end Ful 
| Reveal'd ro us of all theſe Miſeries. WI 
Jac. Twenty ſuch holy Hermits in a Camp Anc 


Would make 'em all Caribuſiant, I'll be hang'd 
If he know what a Whore is, or a Health, 
Or have a Nature liable to learn, 

Or ſo much honeſt Nurture to be drunk. 
I do not think he has the Spleen to ſwear 
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A greater Oath than Semſters utter Socks with. 
Spur him a Queſtion. 
Fath. They are-Strangers both 
To me, as I to them I hope; I would not have 
Me and my ſhame together known by any, 
I'll rather lie my ſelf unto another. 
Fab. 1 need not ask you, Sir, your Country, 
| hear you ſpeak this Tongue, pray what more are you? 
Or have you been? if it be not offenſive 
To urge ye ſo far, Miſery in your Vears 
Gives every thing a Tongue to queſtion it. 
Fath. Sir, though I could be pleas'd to make my IIIs 
Only. mine own, for grieving other Men, 
Vet to fo fair and courteous a Demander - 
That promiſes Compaſſion, at worſt Pity, 
I will relate a little of my Story. | 
I am a Gentleman, however thus 1 
Poor and unhappy; which believe me, Sir, 
Was not born with me; for I well have try'd 
Both the extreams of Fortune, and have found 
Both dangerous; my younger Vears provok'd me, 
Feeling in what an eaſe I flept at home, 
Which to all ſtirring Spirits is a Sickneſs, 
To ſee far Countries, and obſerve their Cuſtoms: 
did ſo, and I travell'd till that Courſe 
Stor'd me with Language, and ſome ſew flight Manners, 
Scarce worth my Mony; when an Itch poſſeſs d me 
Of making Arms my active end of Travel. 
Fab. But did you ſo? 
Farb. I did, and twenty Winters 
| wore the Chriſtian Cauſe upon my Sword 
Againſt his Enemies; at Buda Siege 
Full many a cold Night have lodge d in Armour, 
hen all was frozen in me but mine Honour; 
And many a Day, when both the Sun and Cannon 
Strove who ſhould moſt deſtroy us, have [ ſtood 
MaiPd up in Steel, when my tough Sinew ſhrunk, 
And this parch'd Body ready to conſume 
As ſoon to Aſhes, as the Pike I bore; 
Want has been to me as another Nature, 
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Which makes me with this patience till profeſs it; 
And if a Soldier may without Vain-glory 
Tell what he'as done, believe me, Gentlemen, 
I could turn over Annals of my Dangers; 
With this poor weakneſs have I Man'd a Breach, 
And made it firm with ſo much Blood, that all 
J had to bring me off alive was Anger; 
Thrice was J made a Slave, and thrice redeem'd 
At price of all I had; the Miſeries | 
Of which times, if I had a Heart to tell, 
Would make ye weep like Children; but I'll ſpare ye. 
Fac. Fabricio, we two have been Soldiers 
Above theſe fourteen Years, yet o' my Conſcience, 
All we have ſeen, compar'd to his Experience, 
Has been but Cudgel-play, or Cock-fighting. 
By all the faith I have in Arms, I reverence 
The very Poverty of this brave Fellow; 
Which were enough it ſelf, and his to ſtrengthen 
The weakeſt Town againſt half Chriſtendom. 
1 was never ſo aſham'd of ſervice | 
In all my life before, now I conſider 
What | have done; and yet the Rogues would {wear | 
I was a valiant Fellow; I do find 
The greateſt Danger I have brought my Life through) 
Now [I have heard this Worthy, was no more 
Than ſtealing of a May-pole, or at worſt, 
Fighting at ſingle Billet with a Barge-man. 
Fab. | do believe him, Jacomo. 
Fac. Believe him? | 
I have no Faith within me, if I do not. 
Fath. I (ee they are Soldiers; 
And if we may judge by Affections, 
Brave and deſerving Men; how they are ſtir'd 
But with a meer Relation of what may be? 
Since I have won belief, and am not known, 
Forgive me, Honour, I'll make uſe of thee. 
Fab. Sir, would I were a Man, or great, or able 
To look with liberal Eyes upon your Vine. 
Fac. Let's give him all we have, and leave off prating 


Here, Soldier, there's even five Months pay, he * 


— 


g 


The Captain. 1969 
And get thee handſome Cloaths. 33 
Tab. What mean you, Jacomo? 
Jac. Ve are a Fool, 
The very Story's worth a hundred Pound. 
Give him more Mony. 
Fath. Gentlemen, I know not 
How I am able to deſerve this Bleſſing; 
But if I live to fee fair Days again, | 
Something III do in honour of your Goodnels, 
That ſhall ſhew Thankſulneſs, if not Deſert. 
Fab. If you pleaſe, Sir, till we procure ye place, 
To eat with us, or wear ſuch honeſt Garments 
As our poor means can reach to, you ſhall be 
A welcome Man; to ſay more, were to feed ye 
Only with Words; we honour what you've been, 
For we are Soldiers, though not near the worth 
You ſpake of lately. 
Fath. 1 do gueſs ye ſo, 
And knew, unleſs ye were a Soldier, 
Ye could not find the way to'know my wants. 


Jac. But methinks all this while you're roo temperate; 


Do you not tell Men ſometimes of the dulneſs 
When you are grip'd, as now you are with Need? 
| do, and let them know thoſe Silks they wear, 
The War weaves for em; and the Bread they eat 
We Sow, and Reap again to feed their Hunger 
tell them boldly, they are Maſters of 
Nothing but what we fight for; their fair Women 
Lye playing in their Arms, whilſt we, like Leres, 
Defend their Pleaſures; I am angry too, 
And often rail at theſe forgerful great Men 
That ſuffer us to ſue, for what we ought 
To have flung on us, e'er we ask. 

Fath. I have 
Too often told my Grieſs that way, when all 
i reapt, was rudeneſs of Behaviour; 
[n their opinion Men of War that thrive, 
Muſt thank *em when they rail, and wait to live. 

Fab. Come, Sir, I ſee your wants need more relieving, 
Than looking what they are; pray go with us. 

| * | 
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Fab. I thank you, Gentlemen; ſince you are pleas d 
To do a benefit, I dare not croſs it, 
And what my Service or Endeavours may 


Stand you in ſtead, you ſhall command, not pray. 


_ Fac. So you ſhall us, Ill tothe Taylors with you Bodih 
Exeun, 


SCENE. UE 
Enter Frederick, Lodovico, aud Piſo. 

Lod. Well, if this be true, I'll believe a Woman 
When I have nothing elſe to do. | 

Piſo. Tis certain, if there be a way of truth 
In Bluſhes, Smiles, and Commendations ; 
For by this Light, I have heard her praiſe yond' Fellow 
In ſuch a pitch, as if ſh'had ſtudied 
To crowd the worths of all Men into him, 0 
And I imagine theſe are ſeldom us'd I 
Without their ſpecial Ends, and by a Maid 
Of her Deſires and Youth. 

Fred. It may be ſo. 
She's free, as you, or I am, and may have, 
By that Prerogative, a libcral Choice 
In the beſtowing of her Love. 
© Lod. Beſtowing? 

If it be fo, ſhe has beſtow'd her ſelf 
Upon a trim Youth, Piſo, what do you call him? 
- Piſa. Why, Captain Facomo. 

Lod. O, Captain Jack-boy, 
That is the Gentleman. 

Fred. 1 think he be 
A Gentleman at worſt. 

Lod. So think I too, 
Would he would mend, Sir. 

Fred. And a tall one too. | 7 

Lod. Yes, of his Teeth ; for of my Faith I think 
They are ſharper than his Sword, and dare do more 
If the Buff meet him fairly. ö 
Fred. Very well. 

Piſo. Now do 1 wonder what ſhe means to do 
When ſhe has married him. [ol 
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Lad. Why, well enough; 
Trail his Pike under him, and be a Gentlewoman 
Of the brave Captain's Company. 

Fred. Do you. hear me? 

This Woman is my Siſter, Gentlemen. | 

Lod. I am glad the is none of mine; but Frederick 
Thou art not ſuch a Fool ſure to be angry 
Unleſs it be with her; we are thy Friends, Man. 

Fred. 1 think ye are. : | 

Lod. Yes, Faith, and do but tell thee 
How ſhe will utterly overthrow her Credit, 

If ſhe continue gracing of this Pot-gun. | 

Piſo, I think ſhe was Bewitch'd, or Mad or Blind, 
She would never have taken ſuch a Scar-crow elſe 
Into Protection; of my Life he looks 
Of a more ruſty ſwarth Complexion 
Than an old arming Doubler. 

Lod. I would ſend 
His Face to the Cutlers then, and have it ſanguin'd, 
'Twill look a great deal ſweeter z then his Noſe 
I would have ſhorter, and my reaſon 1s, | 
His Face will be ill-mounted elſe. 

Piſo, For his Body, 
| will not be my own Judge, leſt I ſeem 
A Railer, but let others look upon't, 

And if they find it any other thing 

Than a Trunk: ſellar, to ſend Wines down in, 
Ora long walking Bottle, I'll be hang'd for't ; 
His Hide (for ſure he is a Beaſt) is ranker . 
Than the Miſciy-Leather, and Grain'd like it: 
And by all likelyhoods he was begotten 

Between a ſtubborn pair of Winter Boots; 
His Body goes with Straps, he is ſo churliſh. 

Dad. He's poor and beggarly beſides all this, 
And of a Nature far uncapable | 
Of any benefit; for his Manners cannot 
Sew him a way to thank a Man that does one, 
He's ſo uncivil; you may do a part 
Worthy a Brother, to perſwade your Siſter 


From her undoing if ſhe prove ſo fooliſh 
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To marry this caſt Captain, look to find her 0 
Within a Month, where you, or any good Man, 

Would bluſh to know her; ſelling Cheeſe and Prunes, F. 
And retail'd Bottle-Ale; I grieve to think, Ti 
Becauſe I lov'd her, whar a march this Captgin 

Will ſer her into. 


Fred. You are both, believe me, M 
Two.arrant Knaves, and were it not for taking A 
So juſt an Execution from bis Hands U 


You have bely'd thus, I would ſwaddle ye, 
Till I could draw off both your Skins like Scabbards. 
That Man that you have wrong'd thus, though to me 
He be a Stranger, yet I know ſo worthy, - 
However low in Fortune, that this worſt Parts, 
The very wearing of his Cloaths, would make 
Two better Gentlemen than you dare be, 
For there is Virtue in his outward Things, 

Lod. Belike you love him then ? 1 0 

Fred. Ves marry do IJ. 

Lod. And will be angry for him. 

Fred. If you talk, 
Or pull your Face into a ſtitch again, 
As | love truth I ſhall be very angry. 
Do not I know thee, though thou haſt ſome Land 
Ao ſet thee out thus among Gentlemen, 


To be a prating and vain- glorious Aſs? Ge 
I do not wrong thee now, for I ſpeak truth. Or 
Do not I know thou haſt heen a cudgel'd Coward, Iv 
That has no cure for ſhame but Cloth of Silver? Th 
And think'ſt the wearing of a gaudy Suit 
Hides all Diſgraces? 7 
Lad. I underſtand you not, you hurt not me, Co 
Your Anger flies ſo wide. | My 
Piſo. Seignior Frederick, An 
You much miſtake this Gent'eman. 
Fred. No, Sir. 5 1; Yo 
Piſo. If you would pleaſe to be leſs angry, 80 
I would tell you how. 1 q In 
Fred. You had better ſtudy, Sir, 


How to excuſe your ſelf if ye be able, 


/ 
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Or 1 ſhall tell you once again. 
Piſo. Nor me, Sir; * 
s, For I proteſt what I have ſaid, was only 
To make you underſtand your Siſter's danger. 
Lod. Ne might, if it pltas'd him, conceive it ſo. 
Fred. | might, if it pleas'd me, ſtand ſill and hear 
My Siſter made a May-game, might I not ? 
And give allowance to your liberal jeſts 
Upon his Perſon, whole leaſt _— would 
Conſume a Legend of ſuch wretched People, 
That have no more to juſtific their Actions 
But their Tongues ends ? that dare lie every way, 
As a Mill grinds ? From this hour, I renounce. 
All part of F ang evan: that may hereafter 
Make me take knowledge of ye, but for Knaves; 
And take heed, as ye Jove whole Skins and Coxcombs, 
How, and to whom, ye prate thus; for this tune, 
care not if I ſpare ye; do not ſhake, 
| will not beat ye, though ye do deſerve it 
Richly. | 
Lod. This is a ſtrange courſe; Frederick; 
But ſure you do not, or you would not know us; 
Beat us? 
Piſo. Tis ſome what low, Sir, to a Gentleman. 
Fred. I'll ſpeak but few words, but I'll make em truths; 
Cet you gone both, and quickly, without murmuring, 
Or looking big; and yet before you go, 
will have this confeſs d, and ſeriouſly, 
That you two are two Raſcals. 
Lod. How ? | 
Fred, Two Raſcals. | 
Come ſpeak it from your Hearts, or by this light 
My Sword ſhall fly among ye; anſwer me, | 
And to the point directly. 
Piſo. You ſhall have | | 
Your will for this time - Since we ſee you're grown 
So far untemperate; Let it be ſo, Sir, 
In your Opinion. | 
Fred. Do not mince the matter, 


But ſpeak the words plainz and you Ladovick, 
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That ſtand ſo tally on your Reputation, 
You ſhall be he ſhall ſpeak it. 
Lad. This is pretty. 
Fred. Let me not ſtay upon't. 
Lod. Well we are Raſcals, 
Yes, Piſo, we are Raſcals. [ Ex. Lod. and Piſy, 
Fred. Get ye gone now, not a word more, you're Raſcals, 
Euter Fabricio, and Jacomo. 
Fab, That ſhould be Frederick. 
Fac. Tis he: Frederick ? 
Fred. Who's that? 
Fac. A Friend, Sir. 
Fred. It is ſo, by the voice: 
T have ſought you, Gentlemen, and ſince have found you, 
So near our Houſe, I'll force ye ſtay a while, 
I pray let it be ſo. 
Fab. It is too late, | 
We'll come and dine to Morrow with your Siſter, 
And do our Services. | 
Fac. Who were thoſe with you? 
Fab. We met two came from hence. 
Fred. T wo idle Fellows, 
That you ſhall beat hereafter, and I'll tell ye 
Some fitter time a cauſe ſufficient for it. 
Fab. But Frederick, tell me truly; do you think 
She can affect my Friend ? 
Fred. No certainer 
Than when I ſpeak of him, or any other, 
She entertains it with as much deſire 
As others do their Recreations. 
Fab. Let not him have this light by any means; 
He will but think he's mock'd, and ſo grow angry, 
Even to a quarrel : He's ſo much diſtruſtful 
Of all that take occaſion to commend him 
Women eſpecially: for which he ſhuns 
All Converlation with em, and believes 
He can be but a Mirth to all their Sex. 
Whence is this Muſick ? 5 
Fred. From my Siſter's Chamber | 
Fab. The touch is excellent, let's be attentive. 
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Fac. Hark, are the Waits abroad? | at | 
Fab. Be ſofter prithee, 

Tis private Muſick. 
Jac. What a din it makes? 

had rather hear a Jews Trump than theſe Lotes, 

They cry like School-Boys. 
Fab. Prithee Facomo. 
Fac. Well I will hear, or ſleep, I care not while, 


Enter at the Window Frank, and Clora. 


The SONG, 


Tell me, deareſt, what is Love? 
2. 'Tis a Lightning from above, 
Tis an Arrow, "tis a Fire, 
Tig a Boy they call Defire. 
Both. 'Tis a Grave, 
| Gapes to have 
Thoſe poor Fools that long to prove 


iſo, 
als, 


ns 


1. Tell me more, are Women true? 
2. Ie, ſome are, and ſome as you. 
Some are willing, ſome are ſtrange, 
Since you Men firſt taught to change. 
Both. And till troth 
Be in both, 
All ſball love, to love anew. 


1. Tell me more yet, can they grieve? 
2. les, and ſicken ſore, but live: 


And be wiſe, and delay, 
When ou Men are as wiſe as they. 


5 Both. Then I ſee, 
| Faith will be, : 
— Never 'till they both believe. 1 


Fran. Clora, come hither; who are theſobelow there? 

Ch, Where? Fan. There. 5 

Co. Ha? I ſhould know their ſhapes N 
Though i it be darkiſh ; there are both our Brothers, 3 
What ſhould they make thus late here? 
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Frank. What's t' other? 
Clo. What t' other? 
Frank. He that lyes along there. 

Co. O, I fee him 7% 
As if he had a branch of ſome great Pedigree 
Grew out on's Belly. 

Frank. Yes. 
Clo. That ſhould be, 

If I have any knowledge in proportion 
Fab. They ſee us. | 
Fred. "Tis no matter. 

Fab. What a Log 

Is this, to ſleep ſuch Muſick out ? 
Fred, No more, let's hear em. 
Clo. If I have any knowledge in proportion 

The Captain Facomo, thoſe are his Legs 

Upon my Conſcience. 

Frank. By my faith, and neat ones. 
Clo.Y ou mean the Boots, I think they are Neat by nature. 
Frank. As thou art knaviſh, would I ſaw his Face! 
Clo, *T would ſcare you in the dark. 

Frank. A worſe than that | 

Has never ſcar d you, Clora, to my knowledge. 
Clo. Tis true, for I never have ſeen a worle; 

Nor while I ſay my Prayers heartily, 

1 hope I ſhall not. 

Frank. Well, I am no Tell-tale : 

Put is it not great pity, tell me, Cra, 

That ſuch a brave deſcrving Gentleman 

As every one delivers this to be, | 

Should have no more reſpect and worth flung on him 

By able Men? Were I one of theſe great qnes, 

Such Virtues ſhould not ſleep thus. | 
Clo. Were he greater | FT; 

He would ſleep more, I think: I'll waken him. 

Frank. Away ye Fool. | | 
Clo. Is he not dead already, and they two taking orde! 

Pome his Blacks? methinks they are very buſie, 
fine clean Coarſe he is: I would have him buried 

Even as he lyes, croſs-legg'd, like one g'th* Ti api, 
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"If his Wephalia Gammons will hold crofling ) 2 
And on his Breaſt, a Buckler with a Pike int, 
In which I would have ſome learned Cutler 
Compile an Epitaph, and at his Feet 
A Muſquet, with this word upon a Label, 
Which from the Cock's Mouth thus ſhould be delivered, 
I have diſcharg'd the Office of a Soldier. 
Frank, Well, if thy Father were a Soldier 
Thus thou wouldit uſe him. | 
Clo. Such a Soldier, 
| would indeed. 
Fab, If he hear this, not all 
The Power of Man could keep him from the Windows 
Till they were down, and all the Doors broke open: 
For God's ſake make her cooler, I dare not venture 
To bring him elſe: I know he will go to buffets + 
Within five words with her, if ſhe holds this Spirit; 
Let's waken him, and away, we ſhall hear worſe elle.” 
Frank. Well, if I be not even with thee, Cora, 
Let me be hang d for this: I know thou doſt it 
Only to anger me, and purge thy wit 
Which would break our elle. 
Clo, I have found ye, | 
Tu be no more croſs, bid em good Night. . 
Frank. No, no, they ſhall not know we have ſeen em; 
Shut the Window. [ Ex. Frank and Clora. 
Fab, Will you get up, Sir? | 
Jac. Have you paid the Fidlers? 
Fab. You are not left to do it: Fie upon thee, 
Halt thou forſworn Manners? | 
Zac. Yes, unleſs | 
hey would let me eat my Meat without long Graces, 
r drink without a Preface to the Pledger ; 
ft, will it pleaſe you, ſhall I be ſo bold, Sir, 
et me remember your good Bed- fellow, 
ind lye and kiſs my Hand unto my Miſtreſs 
often as an Ape does for an Apple; | 
ied Theſe are meer Schiſms in Soldiers; where's my Friend? 
dere heſe are to us as bitter as Purgations, | 
e love that general freedom we are bred to; 


cure. 
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et 
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Hang theſe faint fooleries, rhey ſmell of Peace, 8 
Do they not, Friend ? A 5 ( 
Fab. Faith, Sir, to me they are B 
As things indifferent, yet I uſe 'em not, V 
Or it I did, they would not prick my Conſcience. V 
Fred. Come, thall we go? tis late. | A 
Jac. Yes, any whither? 
But no more Muſick, it has made me dull. 
Fab. Faith any thing but drinking diſturbs thee, Facom, d 
We'll ev'n to Bed, Fac. Content. V 
Fab. Thou wilt dream of Wenches. V 
Fac. I never think of any, I thank Heav'n, 1 
But when J am drunk, and then 'tis but ro caſt 1 
A cheap way how they may be all deftroy'd A 
Like Vermine; let's away, I am very ſleepy. \ 
Fab. Ay, thou art ever ſo, or angry; dome. Exam 7 
— er rnmn— — — —-—ᷣ¼ — — * 1 
1 41115 ir L 
ACT III. SCENET WW: 
| KO ARGTO I Sl 
Enter Julio, and Angelo. 7 St 
Jul. 1 Will but ſee her once more, Angelo, 80 
- A Thar 1 may hate her more, and then I am Fr 
My ſelf again. mo, 10 
Ang. I would not have thee tempt Luſt, 7 
"Tis a way dangerous, and will deceive thee, 8 
Hadſt thou the conſtancy of all Men in thee. | 


Jul. Having her ſins before me, I dare ſee her 
Were ſhe as catching as the Plague, and-deadly, 
And tell her ſhe is fouler than all thoſe, 
And far more Peſtilent, if not repentant, M: 
And like a ſtrong Man, chide her well, and leave her TI 

Ang. 'Tis eaſily ſaid; of what Complexion is the' 10 

Jul. Make but a curious Frame unto thy (elf Y 


As thou wouldſt ſhape an Angel in thy thought; N. 
Such as the Poets, when their fancies ſweat, 
Imagine Juno is, or fair-ey'd Pallas, | | An 


And one more excellent, than all thoſe Figures 
P 


Sha! 


Sha! 
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Shalt thou find her; ſhe's brown, but of a ſweetneſs, 
{lf ſuch a poor word may expreſs her 
Believe me, Angelo, would do more miſchief 
With a forc'd ſmile, than twenty thoufand Cupids 
With their Love quivers, full of Ladies Eyes, 
And twice as many Flames, could fling _— us. 
Ang. Of what Age 1s ſhe? 
Jul. As a Role at faireſt, 
Neither a Bud, nor blown, but ſuch a one, 
Were there a Hercules to get again 
With all his Glory, or one more than he, 
The God would chuſe out amongſt a Race of Women 
To make a Mother of : She is out wardly 
All that bewitches Senſe, all that entices; 
Nor is it in our Vartue to uncharm it. 
And when ſhe ſpeaks, oh Angelo, then Moſick 
(Such as old Orpheus made, that gave a Soul 
To aged Mountains, and made rugged Beaſts 
Lay by their rages; and tall Trees that knew | 
No ſound but 1 empeſts, to bow down their Branches 
And hear, and wonder; and the Sea, whoſe Suͤrges 
Shook their White Heads in Heav'n, to be as midnight 
Still, and attentive) ſteals into our Souls | 
80 ſuddedly, and ſtrangely, that we are | 
From that time no more ours, but what ſhe plealvi! 
Ang. Why look, how far you havethruſt yourſelf again 
Into your old Diſcaſe? Are you that Man 
With tuch a reſolution, that would venture 
To take your leave of folly, and now melt 
Eren in repeating her? 
Jul. I had forgot me. 
Ang. As you will ſtill do. 
Jul. No, the ſtrongeſt Man 706 
May have the grudging of an Ague on him, 
This is no more; let's go, Iwauld fain be fit 
To be thy Friend a gain, for now l am no Man's. 
Arg. Go you, I dare not 90, 1 tell you ul, 
Nor were it wiſe I ſhould. 
Jul. Why? Ang. Iam well, n. 
And if I can, will keep my ſelf ſo. 


A 


Jul. 
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Jul. Ha? thou mak'ſt me ſmile, though I have litthe 
To ſee how prettily thy fear becomes thee; (cauſe, 
Art thou not ſtrong enough to ſee a Woman? 
Ves, twenty thouſand; but not ſuch a one 
As you have made her: I'll not lie for th' matter; 
I know I am frail, and may be cozen'd too 
By ſuch a Syren. 
Ful. Faith thou ſhalt go, Angelo. 
Ax. Faith but I will not; no, I know how far, Sit, 
T am able to hold out, and will not venture 
Above my depth - I do not long to have 
My ſleep ta'en from me, and go pulingly 
Like a poor Wench had loſt her Market-mony 
And when I ſee good Meat, fit ſtill and ſigh, 
And call for ſmall Beer, and conſume my wit 
In making Anagrams, and faithful Poſies; 
I do not like that Itch, I am ſure I had rather 
Have the main Pox, and ſafer. 
Jul. Thou ſhalt go, 
J muſt needs have thee as a witneſs with me 
Of my Repentance; as thou lov'ſt me go. 
Ang. Well I will go, ſince you will have it ſo; 
Bur it I prove a Fool too, look to have me 
Curſe you continually, and fearfully. 
Jul. And if thou ſeeſt me fall again, good Angels, 
Give me thy counſel quickly leſt l perith. 
Ang. Pray Heav'n I have enough to fave my ſelf, 
For as I have a Soul, -I had rather venture 
Upon a ſavage Iſland, than this Woman. [Exe 


SCEMSE IL 


| Enter Father, and Servant. | 
Fath. From whom, Sir, comes this Bounty ? for Ithink 
You are miſtaken. | 
Ser. No, Sir, tis to you 


I am ſure my Miſtreſs ſent it. | * 
 Fath. Who's your MiſtreG, 5 55 
That I may give her thanks? 7 


Ser. The virtuous Widow. 


Fath. The virtuous Widow, Sir? I know none 2 . 


Pray what's her Name? Ser. Lelia. 

Farb. I knew you err'd,  , 

'Tis not to me I warrant ye; there, Sir, 

it to thoſe ſhe feeds fat with ſuch Favours, 

| ama Stranger to her. | 
Ser. Good Sir take it, 

And if you will, I'll ſwear ſhe ſent it to you, 

For I am ſure mine Eye never went off ye 

Since you forſook the Gentlemen you talk'd with 
juſt at her Door. 

Fath. Indeed I talk'd with two 

Within this half hour in the Street. 

Fer. Tis you, Sir, > 

And none but you I am ſent to; wiſer Men 

Would have been thankful ſooner, and receiv'd it, 
Tis not a Fortune every Man can brag of, 

And from a Woman of her Excellence. 

Fath. Well, Sir, I am catechiz'd; what more belongs to't? 
Ser. This only Sir; ſhe would intreat you come 
This Evening to her without fail. 

Fath, I will. 

Ser. You gueſs where. 


tile 


dit, 


de is down - right Devil; or elſe my Wants 
\nd her Diſobedience have provok'd her 

0 look into her foul Self, and be ſorry. 
wonder how ſhe knew me? I had thought 
had been the ſame to all, I am to them 1 
hat chang' d me thus: Heav'n pardon me for lying, 
or | have paid it home: Many a good Man, 
bat had but found the profit of my way, 

ould forſwear telling true again in haſte. 

Enter Lodovico, and Piſo. 

ere are my Praters; now if L did well 
ſhould belabour 'em, but I have found 
ay to quiet em, worth a thouſand on't. 
Lod. If we could get a Fellow that would do it. 
Fath. What Villany is now in Hand? 
Piſo. Twill be hard to be done in my Opinion, 


aleſs we light upon an Engliſhman 
Vol. 10. 4 —— With 


think 


; ſuch 
Pra) 
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Fath. Sir, I have a Tongue elle. [Exit Ser. 
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With ſevenſcore Surfeits in him. 
Lod. Are the Engliſhmen ſuch ſtubborn Drinkers? 
- Piſo. Not a leak at Sea 8 
Can ſuck more Liquor; you ſhall have their Children 
Chriſten'd in mulFd Sack, and at five years old, able 
To knock a Dane down: Take an Engliſhman, 
And cry St. George, and give him but a Raſher, 
And you ſhall have him upon even Terms 
Defy a Hogſhead; ſuch a one would do it 
Home, Boy, and like a Work-man: At what Weapon 
Lod. Sherry Sack: I would have him drink ſtark deal 
If it were poſſible: At worlt paſt Portage. 
Piſo. What is the end then? 
Lod. Doſt thou not perceive it? | 
If he be drunk Dead, there's a fair end of him. 
If not, this is my end, or by enticing, 

Or by deceiving, to conduct him where | 
The Fool is, that admires him; and if ſober © 
His Nature be ſo rugged, what will't be 1 

When he is hot with Wine? Come let's about it, 

If this be done but handſomely, I'll pawn 
My head ſhe hath done with Soldiers. ＋ 
. iſo. This may do well. i 

Fath. Here's a new way to murther Men alive, 

| FIl choak his train. God fave ye, Gentlemen. 
4 It is to you, ſtay: Ves it is to you. Es: 
= Lod. What's to me? 


Fatb. You are fortunate, 1 
I cannot ſtand to tell you more now, meet me To 
Here ſoon, and you'll be made a Man. [Exit Fatbe 
Lod. What Viſion's this? Ane 


Piſo. 1 know not. 
Lod. Well, I'll meet it, 
Think you o'th* other, and let me a while 
Dream of this Fellow. 
Piſo. For the Drunkard, Lodovick, | 
Let me alone. | | 
Lod. Come, let's about it then. Aer 


| CEN! 
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| 8 CEN E III. 


Enter Clora, and Frank. | 
Page laugh extreamly. 


Clo. Ha, ha, ha, pray le 
Frank. Why? Prethee why? Haſt thou luch cauſe? 
Clo. Yes faith, my Brother will be here ſtraightway, 
Frank. What? | 
Clo. The other Party: Ha, ha, ha. 
Frank. What Party? 
Wench, thou art not drunk ? 
Clo. No faith. | 


(and ——= 


* 


Clo. Faith but I have not, Frank : Prethe be handſome, 
The Captain comes along too, Wench. 

Frank. O is that it | | 
That tickles ye ? | 

Clo. Yes, and ſhall tickle you too; 

You underſtand me? | 

Frank. By my troth thou art grown N 
Aſtrange lewd Wench; I muſt e en leave thy Company, 
Thou wilt ſpoil me elſe. 

Clo. Nay, thou art ſpoil'd to my Hand; | 
Hadſt thou been free, as a good Wench ought to be, 
When I went firſt a Birding for thy Love, 

And roundly ſaid, that is the Man muſt do it, 
had done laughing many an hour ago. 

Frank. And what doſt thou ſee in him now thou know 'ſt 
To be thus laught at? (him, 
Fate Clo. Prethee be not angry, 1 

And I'll ſpeak freely to thee. 

Frank, Do, I will not. n 

Cl, Then as I hope to have a handſom Husband, 

his Fellow in mine Eye, and Frank 1 am held 
To have a ſhrewd gueſs at a pretty Fellow, 

Ap a ſtrange thing. 88 . 

85 rank, Why, how . for God's ſake ? 

Exel fle is a Man, and one that may content 

(For any thing I ſee) a right good Woman: 

And ſure I am not blind! © | | 


o 
8 * 


2 2 ch, 


* 


_ Frank, Faith thou haſt been among the Bottles, Cora. 


; 
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Clo. There lyes the Queſtion? 
For, (but you ſay he is a Man, and I 
Will credit you,) I ſhould as ſoon have thought him 
Another of God's Creatures ; out upon him, 

His Body, that can promiſe nothing 
Bur lazineſs and long ſtrides. 

Frank. Theſe are your Eyes; 
Where were they Cora, when you fell in Love 
With the old Foot-man, for ſinging of Queen Dido? 
And ſwore he look'd, in his old Velvet Trunks 
And his flic'd Spaniſbo Jerkin, like Don Jobn ? 
You had a parlous Judgment then, my Clore. 

Clo: Who told you that? = 

Frank. I heard it. 

Clo. Come, be Friends, 

The Soldier is a Mars, no more, we are all 
Subject to ſlide my | 

Frank. Nay, laugh on till. | 

Clo. No faith, thou art a good Wench, and tis pity 
Thou ſhould'ſt not be well quarried at thy entring, 

Thou art fo high flown for him: Look, who's there! 
Enter Fabricio, and Jacomo- 

Jac. Prethee go ſingle, what ſhould I do there? 
Thou know'ſt I hate theſe Viſitations, 

As 1 hate Peace or Perry. 

Fab. Wilt thou never 
Make a right Man ? 

Jac. You make a right Fool of me, 

be Io lead me up and down to viſit Women, 
ii And be abus'd and laugh'd at; let me ſtarve 
1 If I know what to ſay, unleſs I ask em 
What their Shoes coſt? 105 
Fab. Fye upon thee, Coward, 
Canſt thou not Sing? | 

Fac. Thou know'ſt I can ſing nothin 
But Plumpton Part. 

Fab. Thou't be bold enough, 

When thou art enter'd once. 

Fac, I had rather enter 


A breach: If I miſcarry, by this Hand | 


We WA 


ity 
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will have you by th' Ears for't. 
Fab. Save ye, Ladies. 


Clo. Sweet Brother, Idareſwear you're welcome hither, 


£2 is your Friends - | 
Fab. Come, bluſh not, but ſalute em. come. 


Frank. Good Sir believe your Siſter z you are molt wel- 


bois this worthy Gentleman, whoſe Virtues 
ſhall be proud to be acquainted with. 
| Fac. She has found me out already, and has paid me; 
Shall we be going? 
Fab. Peace \ 
our Goodneſs, Lady, 
Vill ever be afore us; for my ſelf 
I will not thank you ſingle, leſt I leave 
y Friend, this Gentleman, out of acquaintance. 
Fac. More of me yet? | 
Frank. Would I were able, Sir, 
From either of your worths to merit Thanks. 
Clo. But Brother, is your Friend thus ſad ſtill? Methinks 
Tis an unſeemly Nature in a Soldier. | 
Fac. What hath ſherodo with me, or my Behaviour? 
fab. He do's but ſhew ſo; prethee to him, Siſter. 
Jac. If I do not break thy Head, I am no Chriſtian, 
get off once. | 
Clo. Sir, we muſt intreat you 
0 think your ſelf more welcome, and be merry 
is pity a fair Man of your proportion 
hould have a Soul of Sorrow. 
fac. Very well; | 
Pray Gentlewoman what would you have me ſay? 
Cl. Do not you know, Sir? 
Jac. Not ſo well as you 
hat talk cortinually. 
Frank. You have hit her, Sir. 
Co. I thank him, fo he has, 
ar fall his ſweet Face for't. 
Jac, Let my Face 
Alone, I would wiſh you, leſt I take occaſion 
0 bring a worſe in queſtion. . | 
Ub. Meaning mine ? 
= Bro- 
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Brother, where was your Friend brought up? H'as ſure 
Been a great lover in his youth of Pott \ I 
They lye ſo dull upon his re ee, 
Fab. No more of that, thou'lt anger him at Heart. 
Clo. Then let him be more Manly, for he looks 
Like a great Schoob-Boy that had been blown up 
Laſt night at Duſt- point. Ws #70 
Frank. You will never leave 7 
Till you be told how rude you are, fye Cora. 
Sir, will it pleaſe you ſit? 
Clo. And I'll fit by you. 
Fac. Woman be quiet, and be rul'd I would wiſh you, 
Clo. J have done, Sir Captain.” E 
Fab. Art thou not aſham'd? 5 
Fac. You are an Aſs, Pl tell you more anon, 
You had better have been hang'd than brought me hither, 
Fab. You aregrown aſullen Fool; either be handſome, 
Or by this Light I'll have Wenches bait thee 
Go to the Gentlewoman, and give her thanks, 
And hold your Head up; what? 
Jac. By this light Il] brain thee. 
Frank, Now o my faith this Gentleman do's nothing 
But it becomes him rarely; Clara, look 
How well this little Anger, if it be one, 
Shews in his Face, 
Clo. Yes, it ſhews very ſweetly. | 
Frank. Nay do not bluſh Sir, o' my troth it does, 
would be ever angry to be thus. 
Fabricio, o' my Conſcience if I ever 
Do fall in Love, as I will not forſwear it 
Till I am ſomething wiſer, it muſt be, 
J will not ſay directly with that Face, 
But certainly ſuch another as that is, 
And thus diſpoſe my Chance to hamper me. 
Fab. Doſt thou hear this, and ſtand ſtill? 
Fac. You will prate ſtill; 
] would you were not Women, I would take 
A new courſe with ye. 
Cho. Why couragious ? 


: Fac. For making mea Stone to whet your Tongues oh 
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Clo. Prethee, Eray * 

7ac, Go, go ſpin, go hang, | "n 

5 Now — I 110 — ö | | 
4 If you long for kicking, | 

You'd beſt come kiſs me, do not though, I'd wiſh ye, 

ul ſend my Foot- man to thee, he ſhall Leap thee, 

And thou wanteſt Horſing: I'll leave ye, Ladies, 

Frank. Beſhrew my Heart, you are unmannerly - 

ro offer this unto a Gentleman 

| Of his deſerts, that comes fo worthily 

To viſit me, I cannot take it well. 

Fac. I come to viſit you, you fooliſh Woman? 

Frank. I thought you did Sir, and for that I thank you, 

| would be loath to loſe thoſe Thanksz I know 

This is but ſome odd way you have, and faith 

It do's become you well to make us merry; 


| have heard often of your pleaſant Vein. | 
Fab. What wouldſt thou ask more? | | 


Fac. Pray thou ſcurvy Fellow 
Thou haſt not long to live; adieu dear Damſels, | 
You filthy Women farewel, and be fober, | 
And keep your Chambers. 

Clo. Farewel old Don. Diego. 

Frank, Away, away, you muſt not ſo be angry, 
To part thus roughly from us; yet to me | | 
This does not ſhew, as if it were yours, the Wars 
May breed Men ſomething plain I know, | 
But not thus rude; give me your Hand, good Sir. | 
| know.'tis white, and : 

Fac. If I were not patient, : 

What would become of you two prating Houſewives? 

Clo, For any thing | know, we would in to Supper, 
And there begin a Health of luſty Claret | 
To keep care — our Hearts, and it ſhould be 

Fab. Faith to whom? Mark but this, Facomo: 

(5, Even to the handſomeſt Fellow now alive. 

Fab. Do you know ſuch a one? 

Frank, He may be gueſt at, 

ithout much Travel. 
son. Fab. There's another Item. * 

Clo. | | 24 Clo. 


ung 


"Y 


ö 
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Clo. And he ſhould be'a Soldier. 
Frank. *'T would be better. 
Clo. And yet not you, ſweet Captain. 
Frank. Why not he ? | 
Fac. Well; Iſhall live to ſee your Husbands beat you, Dc 
And hiſs em on like Ban-dogs. 
Clo. Ha, ha, ha. ; 
Fac, Green Sickneſſes and Serving-men light on ye An 
With greaſy Codpieces, and woollen Stockings, 
The Devil (if he dare deal with two Women) 
Be of your Counſels: Farewel Plaiſterers { Exit Jac. For 
' Clo. This Fellow will be mad at Mid-fummer 
Without all doubt. 8 | 
Fab. 1 think ſo too. 
Frank. J am ſorry, 
He's gone inſuch a Rage; but ſure this holds him 
Not every Dayůyyyr | Pq 
Fab. Faith every other Day 
If he come near a Woman. 
Clo. 1 wonder how his Mother could endure 
To have him in her Belly, he's ſo boyſterous. 
Frank. He's to be made more tractable, I doubt not. 
Clo. Yes, if they taw him as they do Whit-leather 
Upon an Iron, or beat him ſoft like Stock-fiſh. © 


S C.E'N E IV. 
Enter Lelia and her Waiting-woman with a Vail. 

Lel. Art t' ſure 'tis he? 5 0 

Wom. Yes, and another with him. 

Lel. The more the merrier; did you give that Mon), 
And charg d it to be delivered where I ſhew'd you? 

Wom. Yes, and what elſe you bad me. 

Lel. That brave Fellow, . 
Though he be old, whate'er he be, ſhews toughneſs, 
And ſuch a one! long for, and muſt have 4 N 
At any price; theſe young ſoft melting Griſtles 


% 


* 


Are only for my ſafer ends. 


Wom. They are here. 
Lel. Give me my Vail, and bid the Boy go ſing 
That Song above, I gave him; the fad Song; Now 


— 
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Now if I miſs him, I am curſt. Go, Wench, 

And tell em I have utterly forſworn 

All company of Men, yet make a venture 

At laſt to let em in; thou know'ſt theſe things, 

Do 'em to th' life. | x 
Vom. I warrant you I am 
Lel. Some ill Woman for her uſe would give 

A million for this Wench, ſhe is ſo ſubtle. 

Enter to the Door, Julio and Angelo. 
Mom. Good Sir, deſire it not, I dare not do it, 

For ſince your laſt being here, Sir, believe me, 

She has griev'd her (elf out of all Company, 

And, ſweet Soul, almoſt out of Life too. 

Jul. Prithee 

Let me but ſpeak one word. 
Wom. You will offend, Sir, 

And yet your Name is more familiar with her 

Than any thing but Sorrow ; good Sir, go. 
Ang. This little Varler hath her Leſſon perfect, 

Theſe are the baits they bob with. | 
Jul. *Faith I will nor. 

Mom. I ſhall be chidden cruelly for this; 

But you are ſuch a Gentleman 
Ful. No more. 2 (enough. 
Ang. There's a new Tyre, Wench; peace, thouartwell 
Jul. What, has ſhe Muſick ? þ 
Vom. Yes, for Heav'ns fake ſtay, 

Tis all ſhe feeds upon. AUP 
Jul. Alas, poor Soul. 
Ang. Now will I pray devoutly, for there's need on't. 


| The, SONG. | 
Away Delights, go ſeek ſome other dwelling, 


For muſt dye : 
Farewel falſe Love, thy Tongue is ever telling 
| Lye after Lye. n 
For ever let me reſt now from thy ſmarts, 
Alat, for pity go, 
And fire their Hearts | 
That haug been bard to thee, mine was not ſo. 


Never 
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Never again deluding Love ſball know me, 

3 For I will dye; POD, 
And all thoſe Griefs that think to over-grow me, 

2 4 411. 
For ever will T ſleep, while poor Maids cry, 
Alas, for Pity flay, 
And let us dye | 

With thee, Men cannot mock us in the Day. 


Jul. Miſtreſs? not one word? Miſtreſs, if I grieve ye 
I can depart again. | | 
Ang. Ler's go then quickly, | 
For if ſhe get from under this dark Cloud, 
We ſhall both ſweat, I fear, for't. 
Jul. Do but ſpeak 
Though you turn from me, and ſpeak bitrerly, - 
And I am gone, for that I think will pleaſe you. 
Ang. Oh, that all Women were thus filent cver, 
W hat fine things they were ! 
Jul. You have look'd on me, 
When, if there be belief in Womens words 
Spoken in Tears, you {wore you lov'd to do fo. 
Lel. O me, my Heart! | | 
Ang. Now, Julio, play the Man, 
Or ſuch another O me will undo thee: 
Would I had any thing to keep me buſie, 
I might not hear her; think but what ſhe is, 
Or I doubt mainly, I ſhall be i'th' math too. 
Jul. Pray ſpeak again. 
Lel. Where is my Woman? 


Mom. Here. 
Ang. Mercy upon me! what a Face ſhe has? 
Would it were vail'd again. s 


Lel. Why did you ler 
This flattering Man in to me? Did not I 
Charge thee to keep me from his Eyes again, 
As carefully as thou wouldſt keep thine own? 
Thou haſt Lenght me poyſon in a ſhape of Heaven, 
Whoſe violence will break the Hearts of all, 
Of all weak Women, as it hath done mine, hut 
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That are ſuch fools to love, and look upon him. 


Good Sir, be gone, you know not what an eaſe 

Your abſence is. | 14M een 
Ang. By Heav'n ſhe is a wonder 

[ cannot tell what tis, but I am quamiſh. 
Jul. Though I defire to be here more than Heav'n, 

As 1 am now, yet if my fight offend you, ak 

So much I love to be commanded by you, 

That I will go; farewel————— 

Lel. I ſhould ſay —_— | 
Eer you depart, and I would have you hear me; 

But why ſhould I ſpeak'to a Man that hates me, 

And will but laugh at any thing I ſuffer? 

Jul. If this be hate 7 

Lel. Away, away, Deceiver. 

Jul. Now help me, Angelo! 

Ang. I am worſe than thou art. 

Lel. Such Tears as thoſe might make another Woman 
Believe thee honeſt, Julio, almoſt me, + BH 
That know their ends, for I confeſs they ſtir me. 

Ang. What will become of me? I cannot $0 now, 
If you would hang me, from herz O brave Eye! 

Steal me away, Julio. en 
Jul. Alas, poor Man! I am loſt again too, ſtrangely. 
Lel. No, I will ſooner truſt a Crocodile 

When he ſheds Tears, for he kills ſuddenly, 

And ends our cares at once; or any thing 

That's evil to our Natures, than a Man; 

| find there is no end of his deceivings, 

Nor no avoiding em, if we give way; 

| was requeſting you to come no more 

And mock me with your Service, tis not well, 

Nor honeſt, to abuſe us ſo far; you may love too; 

For though,” I muſt confeſs, I am unworthy © 
Jour love every way; yet I would haye you 

Think I am ſomewhat too good to make ſport of. 
Jul. Will you believe me? | 
Lel. For your Vows and Oaths, | 

And ſuch deceiving Tears as you ſhed now, 

{ vill, as you do, ſtudy to forget em. 


— <A Prot — 
- 
- 


(Before 


Aſter I have ſuffer'd thus much evil by you, 
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Jul. Let me be moſt deſpis'd of Men 

Lel. No more; | | x 
There is no new way left, by which your cunning 
Shall once more hope to catch me; no, thou falſe Man, 
I will avoid thee, and for thy ſake all 
That bear thy ſtamp, as counterfeit in Love, 
For I am open-ey'd again, and know thee; 
Go, make ſome other weep, as I have done, 
That dare believe thee; go, and ſwear to her 
That is a ſtranger to thy cruelty, | 
And knows not yet what Man is, and his lyings, 
How thou dy'it daily for her; pour it out 
In thy beſt lamentations ; put on Sorrow, 
As thou canſt, to deceive an Angel, Julio, 
And vow thy ſelf into her Heart, that when 
I ſhall leave off to curſe thee for thy falſhood, 
Still a forſaken Woman may be found, 
To call to Heav'n for Vengeance. 

. From this hour, 
I heartily deſpiſe all honeſt Women; 
I care not if the World took knowledge on't, 
I ſee there's nothing in them, but that folly 
Of — one Man only; give me henceforth, 
the greateſt Bleſſing can be thought of ) 

If this be one, a Whore; that's all I aim ar. 

Jul. Miſtreſs, the moſt offending Man is heard 
Before his Sentence, why will you condemn me 
E'er I produce the Truth to witnels with me, 
How innocent I am of all your Angers? 

Lel. There is no truſting of that Tongue, I know't, 
And how far, if it be believ'd, it kills; no more, Sir. 

Jul. It never lied to you; if it did, | | 
Twas only when it callꝰ'd you mild and gentle. 

Lel. Good Sir, no more; make not my Underſtanding) 


So poor to think I have not reach'd the end 
Of all your forc'd Affections; yet becauſe 
I once lov'd ſuch a Sorrow too too dearly, 
As that would ſtrive to be; I do forgive ye 


Even heartily, as I would be forgiven, For 
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For all your wrongs to me; my Charity 
Yet loves you ſo far, (though again I may not) 
And wiſh when that time comes, you will love truly, 
if you can ever do fo) you may find | | 
The worthy fruit of your Affections, 
True Love again, not my unhappy Harveſt, 
Which, like a Fool, I ſow'd in ſuch a Heart, 
$o dry and ſtony, that a thouſand ſhowers 
From theſe two Eyes, continually raining, 
Could never ripen. 
Jul. You've conquer'd me; 
did not think to yield, but make me now, 
Even what you will, my Lelia, ſo l may 
Be but ſo truly happy to enjoy you. 
Lel. No, no, thoſe fond Imaginations 
Are dead and buried in me, let em reſt. 
Jul. I'll marry you. 


Ang. The Devil thou wilt, Julia, | 


How that word waken'd me! come hither, Friend, 
Thou art a Fool, look ſtedfaſtly upon her, 
Though ſhe be all that I know excellent, 
As ſhe appears, though I could fight for her, | 
And run through fire; though I am ſtark mad too 
Never to be recover'd, though I would 
Give all I had i'th' World to lye with her 
Even to my naked Soul, I am fo far gone, 
Yer, methinks ſtill, we ſhould not dote away 
That that is ſomething more than ours, our Honours. 
| would not have thee marry her by no means, 
Yet I ſhould do ſo; is ſhe not a Whore? 

Jul. She is; but ſuch a one 

Ang. *Tis true, ſhe's excellent, 
And when I well conſider, Julio, 
| ſce no reaſon we ſhould be confin'd 
In our Affections; when all Creatures elſe 
Enjoy ſtill where they like. | 

Jul. And fo will I then. | 

Lel. He's faſt enough I hope now, if I hold him. 

Ang. You muſt not do fo though, now I conſider 
Better what tis. 

Ful. 


To know, and tell thee, thou art miſerable. 


, thee, Tp 
Farewel for ever. [Exit Angelo. 
Jul. Stay, I am uncharm'd, | | 
Farewel thou curſed Houſe, from this hour be 
More hated of me than a Leproſie. [Exit Julio. 

2 Enter Lelia. 


And follow em, but I fear the ſpight of People, 
Till I have emptied all my Gall; the next 
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Jul. Do not conſider, Angelo, 
For I muſt do it. | 
Ang. No, Pll kill thee -arſt, _ of T 
1 love thee ſo well, that the Worms ſball have thee 
Before this Woman, Friend. 8” | 
Jul. It was your Counſel. Ye 
Ang. As I was a Knave, 
Not as I lov'd thee. 7 
Ful. All this is loſt upon me, Angelo. 
For I muſt have her; I will marry ye | 
When ye pleaſe: pray look better on me. 
Ang. Nay then no more, Friend; farewel, Julic, 
I have ſo much diſcretion left me yet 


Ful. Stay, thou art more than ſhe, and now I find it, 
Lel. Is he ſo? 
Ful. Miſtreſs, | | 
Lel. No, VII ſee thee ſtarv'd firſt. [ Exit Lelũ 
Til. NYand:;'* i tht yt ns 

2s Fly her as I do, Julio, ſhe's a Witch. 
Jul. Beat me away then, I ſhall grow here ſtill elſe 
Ang. That were the way to have me grow there wich 


Lel. Both gone ? A plague upon 'em both, 
Am I deceiv'd again? Gh, I would rail | 


I ſeize upon ſhall pay their follies 
To the laſt penny; this will work me worſe, 
He that comes next, by Heav'n ſhall feel their curſe. L=. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Jacomo at one Door, and Fabricio at anothvr. 
Fab. O, ye are a ſweet Youth, ſo uncivilly | 

To rail, and run away? * e J 
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Fac. Ol are you there, Sir? 2 
Jam glad I have found ye, you have not now your Ladies, 
To — your Wit before. = | 

Fab. Thou wou'lt not, wou'lt ou? | 

Jac. What a ſweet Youth I am, as you have made me, 
You ſhall know preſently. | 

Fab. Put up your Sword, 
| have ſeen it often, tis a Fox, 
| Fac. It is fo, 

And you ſhall feel it too; will you diſpatch, Sir, 

And leave your Mirth out? or I ſhall take occaſion 
To beat ye, and diſgrace ye too. 

Fab. Well, ſince there is no other way to deal with yau, 
Let's ſee your Sword, I am ſure you ſcorn all odds, 

I will fight with vou 
| They meaſure, and Fab. gets bis Sword. 

Jac, How now? ; * 

Fab. Nay, ſtand out, 

Or by this light I'll make ye. 

Jac , This is ſcurvy, 

And out of fear done. | 

Fab. No, Sir, out of judgment, | 5 
For he that deals with thee, thou'rt grown ſo boiſterous, 
Muſt have more Wits, or more Lives than another, 
Or always be in Armour, or inchanted, »3gk 
Or he is miſerable. 

.7ac, Your end of this, Sir? | 

Fab. My end is only Mirth, to laugh at thee, 
Which now P11 do in ſafety ; ha, ha, ha. 

Jac, S'heart! then I am grown ridiculous. 

Fab. Thou art, | 
And wilt be ſhortly ſport for little Children, 
if thou continueſt this rude ſtubbornneſs. 

Jac, O God, for any thing that had an Edge? 
ty, Fab. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Jac. Fye, what a ſhame it is, 
To have a Lubber ſhew his Tecth ? 5 

a Fab. Ha, ha. | (low? 
Jac, Why doſt thou laugh at me, thou weerehed — 


* 


7 
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Speak with a Pox; and look ye render me 
Juſt ſuch a reaſon | 
Fab. 1 ſhall dye with laughing. 180 
Fac, As no Man can find fault with; I ſhall haye 
Another Sword, I ſhall, ye flearing Puppy. 

Fab, Does not this Teſtineſs ſhew finely in thee ? 
Once more take heed of Children, if they find thee, 
They'll break up School to bear thee company, 

Thou wilt be ſuch a Paſtime, and whoot at thee, 
And call thee Bloody-bones, and Spade, and Spit-fire, 
And Gafter Mad-man ; and Go by Feronimo, 

And Will with a Whiſp, and Comealoft,and Crack Rope, 
And old Saint Dennis with the dudgeon Cod-piece? 
And twenty ſuch Names. * 

Fac, No, I think they will not. f (dren 

Fab. Yes, but they will; and Nurſes ſtill their Chil 
Only with thee, and Here take him, Jacomo. 

Fac. God's precious, that I were but over thee 
One Steeple height, I would fall and break thy Neck, 

Fab. This is the reaſon I laugh at thee, "a 
And while thou art thus, will do; tell me one thing. 

Fac. I wonder how thou durſt thus queſtion me; 
Prithee reſtore my Sword. 

Fab. Tell me but one thing, ; 
And it may be I will: N wes keep our. (Sr. 

Fac. Well, I will be your Fool now, ſpeak your mind, 

Fab. Art thou not breeding Teeth ? 

Fac, How? Tecth? Lee chef 

Fab, Yes, Teeth, thou wouldſt not be ſo froward ell. 

Fac. Tecth? 

Fab. Come, twill make thee _ 

A little Rheumatick, but that's all one, 

We'll have a Bib, for ſpoiling of thy Doublet; 
And a fring'd Muckender hang at thy Girdle, 
Il be thy Nurſe, and get a Coral for thee, 
And a fine Ring of Bells. 141 4 4 19 

Fac. Faith, this is ſomewhat... , , | 
Too much, Fabricis, to your Friend that loves you: 
Methinks your Goodneſs rather ſhould invent 
A way to make my Follies leſs, than breed em. 


. 


| 
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I ſhould have been more moderate to you, 
But I ſee ye deſpiſe me. 
Fab. Now I love ye: 

There, take your Sword, continue ſo: I dare not 

Stay now to try your Patience, ſoon I'll meet ye, 

And as you love your Honours, and your State, 

Redeem your felt well to the Gentlewoman, 

Farewel *till ſoon. | Exit Fab. 
Jac. Well, I ſhall think of this. [Exit Jac. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Hoſt, Piſo, and Boy with a Glaſs of Wine. 


Taſte him, and tell me. 
Piſo. Is a valiant Wine, 
This muſt be he, mine Hoſt. 
Hoſt. This ſhall be Tpſe. 
Oh he's a deviliſh biting Wine, a Tyrant 
Where helays hold, Sir, this is he that ſcorns 
Small Beer ſhould quench him, or-a fooliſh Caudel 
bring him to Bed; no, if he flinch P11 ſhame him, 
Ard draw him out to mull amongſt old Midwives. 
Piſo. There is a Soldier, I would have thee better 
Above the reſt, becauſe he thinks there's no Man 
Can give him Drink enough. | i 
Hiſt. What kind of Man? 


Ofa left-handed making, a lank thing, 
4s it his Belly were ta'en up with Straw, 
To hunt a Match. 
Hoſt, Has he no Beard to ſhew him ? f 
a o. Faith but a little; yet enough to note him, 
Which grows in Parcels, here and there a Remnant: 
nd that thou may'*ſt not miſs him, he is one 
thit wears his Fore- head in a vellet Scabbard. N 
Hoſt. That note's enough, he's mine, Pl fud4le bim 
Orlye bth' Suds; you will be here roo? 
iſo. Yes, till ſoon, farewel and bear up. 


Pio. Nothing i'th* World but a dry'd Tongue or two | 
oft. 7} 


Piſo. That thou may'ſt know him perfectly, he's one 


Vo. IV. t 5 Aa | | Hut. 


r998 er The Captain. | 


' Hoſt. It 1 do not, 
Sy l am recreant; * get things _ 


* 1 


ACTIV. SCENE I 


Enter Julio aud Angelo. 


Jul. .* ſtrange thou ſhould'ſt be thus, with thy 
Ang. I am fure1 am ſo. (Diſcretion, 

Jul. I am well you ſce. 

Ang. Keep your ſelf warm then, and go home and 
And pray to God thou may'ſt continue ſo; (keep, 
Would | had gone to th' Devil of an Errand, 
When I was made a Fool to ſee her: Leave me, 

I am not fit for Converſations. 

Ful. Why, thou art worſe than I was. 

Ang. Therefore leave me, 
The Nature of my Sickneſs is not cas'd 
By Company, or Counſel; I am mad, 
4 if you follow me with Queſtions, 
Shall ſhew my ſelf fo. 

Jul. This is more than Error. 

Ang. Pray be content that you have made me thus, 
And do not wonder at me. (am gone; 

Jul. Let me know but what you mean to do, and! 
I would be loth to leaye you thus elle. 

Ang. Nothing 
That needs your Fear, that is ſufficient ; ; 

Farewel, and pray for me. 
=_ I would not leave you. 
27 Lou muſt and ſhall. 
will then: Would yon Woman 
HA been ten fathom under nnd When firſt 
I faw her Eyes. ; 
Ang. Yet ſhe had been ous, , 
For to ſome wealthy Rock of precious Stone, 
Or mine of Gold as tempting, her fair Body ; 
Might have been turn d; which once found out by Labor 
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And brought to Uſe, having her Spells within it, 
Might have corru ted States, and ruin'd Kingdoms, 
Which had been fearful, Friend : Go; when I ſce thee 
Next, I will be as thou art, or no more. 
Pray do not follow me, youll make me angry. 
Jul. Heav'n grant you may be right again. 
Ang. Amen. | [Extt. 
SCENE Ul. 
Enter Tavern-Boys, &c. 

Boy. Score a Gallon of Sack, and a Pint of Olives 

Above within. Why Drawer? (ro the Unicorn. 

Boy. Anon, anon. | 

Another Boy. Look into the Nag s- bead chere. 

2 Boy. Score a Quart of Claret to the Bar, 

And a Pound of Sauſages into the Flower-poz. 
Enter firſt Servant with Wine. 
1 Serv. The Devil's in their Throats: Anon, anon. 
Enter ſecond Servant. 

2 Serv, Mull a Pint of Sack there for the Women in the 
Flower-de-Iuce, and put in Ginger enough, they belch 
like Potguns, | (nor be 
And, Robbin, fetch Tobacco for the Peacock, they will 
Drunk till Midnighr elſe : How now, how does my 

2 Boy, Faith he lyes, drawing on apace. (Maſter? 

1 Boy, That's an ill Sign. | 

2 Boy. And fumbles with the Pots'too. 

1 Boy. Then there's no way but one with him. 

2 Boy, All the reſt, | 
Lxcept the Captain, are in Limbo. Patrum, 

Where they lie ſod in Sack. 

1 Boy, Does he bear up: ſtill? f 

2 Boy. Afore the W ind ſtill, with his Lights up bravely : 
All he takes in T think he turus to Juleps, 

Or has 4 world of Sto wage in his Belly; Fa 
The reſt look all like Fite-Drakes, and lie ſeattet'd 
Like Ruthes round about the Room: My Maſter 
Is now the Joving'ſt Man, I think, above Ground. 


1 Boy, Would he were always drunk then. 
Aa * Within. 


y 


- 


ut 
nd 
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Within. Drawer. 17775 
2 Boy. Anon, anon, Sir. +7. +, , (weeps, 
1 Boy. And ſwears I ſhall be free to Morrow, and fo 

And calls upon my Miſtreſs. 46 | | 
2 Boy. Then he's right. ” he, 
1 Boy. And ſwears the Captain nie this Night with 

And bad me break it to her with Diſcretion, ; 

That he may leave an Iſſue after him, 

Able to entertain a Dutch Ambaſſador : 

And tells him feelingly how ſweet ſhe is, 

And how he ſtole her from her Friends i'th* Country; 

And brought her up diſguis'd with the Carriers, 

And was nine Nights bereaving her of her Maidenhead, 

And the tenth got a Drawer. Here they come, 

Enter Jacomo, Hoſt, Lodovico, and Piſo. 

Within cry Drawer. Anon, anon, ſpeak to the Tyger, Peter. 
Hoſt. There's my Bells Boys, my ſilver Bell. H 
Piſo. Would he were hang'd 

As high as I could ring him. 

Hoſt. Captain. M 


Zac. Ho Boy. | Ba an 
Lud. Robin, ſufficient ſingle Beer, as cold as Chriſtal, Th 
Quench Robin, quench. An 
1 Boy. I am gone, Sir. Ca; 
Hoſt. Shall we bear up ſtill? Captain, how love thee? On 
Sweet Captain let me kiſs thee, by this Hand f 
I love thee next to Malmſey in a Morning, E 
Of things tranſitory. L 
Fac. | love thee too, as far as I can love a fat Man, J 
Hoſt. Doſt thou, Captain? You 
Sweetly? and heartily ? ' ; L 
Fac, With all mine heart, Boy. (Captain b. 
Hoſt. Then welcome Death, come cloſe mine Eyes, ſweet By 
Thou ſhalt have all. | Fa 
Fac. What ſhall your Wife have then? (ver Sport” Pi, 
Het. Why ſhe ſhall have beſides my Bleſings and afil- L 
Enough to keep her ſtirring in the World, fa 


Three little Children, one of them was mine 
Upon my Conſcience, th* other two are Pagans- 


Fac. *T'were good ſhe had a little fooliſh Mony, To 
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To rub the time away with. 4 Wa 
Hoft. Not a Rag, 10 i 
Not a Deniere, no; let her ina God! Name, 
And raiſe her Houſe again. 3 
Jac. Thou ſhalt not die though. 


Boy, ſee your Maſter ſafe delivered, * 
He's ready to lye in, 


Hoſt. Good Night. 
Jac. Good Morrow. 


Drink till the Cow come home, tis ; all pay'd Bbyi 
Lod. A pox of Sack. 


Hoſt. Marry God bleſs my Buts, Sack is a Jewel, 

'Tis comfortable, Gentlemen. 

Jac, More Beer, Boy, 

Verry ſufhicient ſingle 29 
Bh. Here, Sir. 

How is it, Gentlemen? 

Fac. But e'en fo, ſo. 
Het. Go before finely Robin, and prepare 

My Wife, bid her be right and ſtreight, I come Boy; 

And Sirrah, if they quarrel, let em uſe $ 

Their own 'Diſcretions, by all means, and ftir not, 

And he that's kill'd ſhall be as ſweetly buried; 

Captain, adieu, adieu ſweet Bully Caprain, 

One kiſs before I Nie, one Kils. | | 
Fac. Fare wel Boy. ame 
Hoſt. All my fweer Boys firewel: [ Exit Ht 
Lad. Go Sleep, you are drunk. © 
7ac, Come Gentlemen, T1! fee you at your Lodging, 

You look not luſtily, a Quart r more. i 
Lod. No Boy, 1 e 

Fiſo. Get us a Torch, he AF gs 

. Is Day, Sir. 
Jar That's all one. 
Piſo. Are not thoſe the Stars, thou ſcurvy Boy #7? 
Lad. Is not Charle-wain there, tell me that, there? ? 

Fac. Yes: z 

[ have paid em truly: Do not vex him, Sirrah. 

Pifo. Confeſs it Boy, or as I live PI! beat 

Mi night into thy Brains. 

"3 
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Boy. I do confels it. | 
Piſo. Then live, and draw more ſmall Beer preſently. 


ac, Come, Boys, let's together, and be lovi 
* ſing, and do brave thing cheerly, my Hearts, Ty 
A-pox a being ſad ; now could 1 fly, 105 | 
And turn the World about upon my Finger: T 
Come, ye ſhall love me, I am an honeſt Fellow: | 
Hang Care and Fortune, we are Frineds |: 
Lod. No, Captain. 
Fac. Do not you love me? I love you two dearly. 
Piſo. No, by no means; you are a fighting Captain, 
And kill up ſuch poor People as we are by th' Dozens, 
= As they kill Flies with Fox-tails, Comin 
Well, Sir. 
Tal Methinks now, as I ſtand, the Captain thews 
To be a very merciful young Man. 
And prithee, Piſo, let me have thy Opinion. 
Piſo. Then he ſhall have Mercy that merciful i 1 
Or all the Painters are Apocrypha. 
Jac. I am glad you have your Wits yet; will ye go? 
71 You had beſt ſay We are amok 
ac. Ye are. 11 | 
it Ye lye. - 
Fac. Ve are Raſcals, drunken Raſcals.” 
Piſo. *Tis ſufficient. 
Fac.' And now I'll tell you why, bee! beat ye; 
You have been tampring any time __ Fer Days, 
Thus to diſgrace me. 
Piſo. That's a Lye too. 


Fac. Well, Sir. 
Yet, I thank God, [ have turn'd your beet on Jou, 


For which I'll ſpare ye ſomewhat, half a Ren, 
 Pifo. Ill make you fart Fire, Captains by | 
Hand, 
And ye provoke, do not e 1 wiſh you 
Fac. How do you like this? | 
Lod. Sure I am inchanted. 
Piſs. Stay till I draw. 


Zac. Diſpatch then, I am ang 
Piſo. Pas thou ſhalt ſce how 2 ru kill 75 
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Fac: Thou dar'ſt not draw, ye cold, tame, mangy 
Cowards. | | 
Ye drunken Rogues, can nothing make you valiant? 
Not Wine, nor Beating ? 
Lod. If this way be ſuffer'd 
Tis very well. ; | 
Fac. Go, there's your Way, go and ſleep. 
| have pity on you, you ſhall have the reſt 
To Morrow when we meet. 
Piſo. Come Lodvvick, 
He's monſtrous drunk now, there's no talking with him. 
Jac. I am ſo, when I am ſober Fll do more. 
| | [Ex. Lod. & Piſo. 
Boy, where's mine Hoſt? 
Boy. He's on his Bed aſleep, Sir. [Exit Boy. 
Jac, Let him alone then: Now am I high Proof 
For any Action, now could I fight bravely, 
And charge into a Wild- fire; or I could love 
Any Man living now, or any Woman, 
Or indeed any Creature that loves Sack 
Extreamly, monftrouſly ; I am fo loving, 
Juſt at this Inſtant, that I might be brought, 
feel it, with a little Labour, now to talk 
With a Juſtice of Peace, that to my Nature 
| hate next an ill Sword: I will do —_— 
Some ſtrange brave thing now, and I have it here: 
fray God the Air keep out; I feel it buzing. | Exit. 


SCENE Mb; 


Enter Frederick, Frank, and Clora: 
ch. She loves him too much, that's the plain Truth, 
For which, if might be beliey'd, I think ber (Frederick, 
Aſtrange Forgetter of her ſelf; there's Julio, 
Or twenty more }. 
Fred. In your Eye I believe you, 
But credit me, the Captain is a Man, 
Lay but his rough Affections by, as worthy. 
Clo. So is a reſty Jade, a Horſe of Service, 
it he would leave his Nature give me one, 
By your Leave, Sir, to make a Husband of, 
Aa 4 Not 


* 


* 


n 
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Not to be wean'd, when I ſhould marry him. 
Methinks a Man is Miſery enough. 

Fred. You are too bitter, 
I would not have him worſe. 
Yet I ſhall ſee you hamper'd one Day, Lady, 
I Go not doubt it, for this Hereſie. 


\ 


Clo. Il burn before: Come, prithee leave this Sack; | 


This walking by thy ſelf ro ſee the Devil, 
This Mumps, this Lachrimz, this Love in Sippets; 
It fits thee like a French Hood. 
Frank. Does it ſo ? 
I am ſure it fits thee to be ever talking, 
And nothing to the purpoſe ; take up quickly, 
Thy Wit will founder of all four elſe, Wench, 
If thou hold'ſt this Pace; take up, when I bid thee. 
Clo. Before your Brother? fie. 
Fred. I can endure it. 


Enter Jacomo. 
Clo, Here's Raw-head come again; Lord how he 
Pray God we ſcape with broken Pates. (looks! 


Frank. Were I he, 
Thou ſhould'ſt norſwant thy Wiſh; he has been drinking, 
Has he not, Frederick ? | 

Fred. Yes, but do not find it. 

Clo. Peace, and let's hear his Wiſdom. 

Fred. You will mad him. 

Fac. I am ſomewhat+bold, but that's all one. 

Clo. A ſhort and pithy Saying of a Soldier. 

Frank. As 1 live 
Thou art a ſtrange mad Wench. 

Clo. To make a Parſon. 

Fac. Ladies, I mean to kiſs ye. 

Clo. How he wipes his Mouth like a young Preacher 
We ſhall have it. 

Fac. In order as you lye before me: F irt, 
I] begin with you. 

Frank. With me, Sir? 

Fac, Yes, | 
If you will promiſe me to SEN in TA 

Frank, I care not if I. venture. 
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Jac. 1 will kiſs according to mine own inventions 
As Iſhallſee cauſe; ſweetly I would wiſh you, 
I love ye. 

Frank. Do you, Sir? 

ac. Yes indeed do I, 

Would I could tell you how. 

Frank. 1 would you would, Sir. 

Fac. I would to God Icould, but tis ſufficient, 
love you with my Heart. 

Frank. Alas poor Heart. 

Fac. And I am ſorry; but we'll dun of that 
Hereafter, if it pleaſe God. 

Frank. E'en when you will, Sir, 

Clo. He's diſmal Drunk, would he were mulled. 

Jac, You, 
I take it, are the next. 

Frank. Go to him, Fool. 

Clo. Not I, *a will bite me. - 

Jac. When wit? When? 

Clo, Good Captain. 

Jac. Nay, and you play Bo-peep, 1 ru ha' no wen, 
But catch as catch may. | 

Fred. Nay I'll not defend ye. 

Clo, Good Captain do not Ban me La am forry, 
That Cer I anger'd ye. d 2 1 

Fac. I'll tew you for't 

By this Hand Wit, unleſs you kiſs diſcreetly, 

Clo. No more, Sir. 

Fac, Yes a little more ſweet Wit, 
One taſte more o' your Office: Go thy ways | 
With thy ſmall Kettle Drums; upon my Conſcience 
Thou art the beſt; that c'er Man laid his Leg o cr. 

Uo. He ſmells juſt like a Cellar, 
Fye upon him. 

Fac. Sweet Lady now to you. 

Clo, For loves ſake kiſs him. 

Fred. 1 ſhall not keep my Countenance. 

Frank. Try prethee. 

Fac. Pray be not ay dert ae for ['ll kiſs ye, 
[am blunt, 


. 


But 


There 8 no 1 done. 
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But you muſt pardon me. 
Clo. O God my fides. 
All. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Fac. Why ha, ha, ha? why laugh? 
Why all this noiſe, ſweet La ies? 
Clo. Luſty Laurence, 
See what a Gentlewoman you have ghited; ; 
Pray God ſhe prove not quick. 
Fred. Where were thine eyes 
To take me for a Woman, ha, ha, ha. 
Fac. Who art's, art'a Mortal? 
Hel. I ama Frederick. | 
Fac, Then Frederick is an Aſs, 
A feurvy Frederick, to laugh at me. 
Frank. Sweet Captain. | 
Fac. Away, Woman; 
Go ſtitch and ſerve God, I deſpiſe thee, Woman, 
And Freaerick ſhall be beaten ; 3 S'blood ye Rogue, 
Have 2 none elſe to make your Puppies of, but me? 
I prithee be more patient, 


Fac. S'blood but there ſhall be, Scab. 

Oe. Help, help, for Love's ſake. 

Frank. Whoſe within there? h 

Fred. So, now you have made a fair hand. 

Fac. Why? ag” 
Fed. You have kill d me— [Full. as kill 
C/o. Call in ſome Officers, and ſtay the Captain. | 
Fac. You ſhall not need. 
Clo. This is your drunkenneſs. + 
Frank. O me unhappy Brother; Broderick, 7 
Look but upon me, do not part ſo 215 we. 5 
Set him a little higher, he is dead. 

Ch, O Villain, Villain. [Enter 5. abrigio 
Fab. How now, what's the matter? 

Frank. O Sir, my Brother! O my deareſt Broric 
Clo. This drunken Trough has ki d him. n 
Fab. Kill'd him? Ke. 
*Clo. Yes. 


For Heay'n ſake hang him N he will Jo * 


* 
, » 
o CY . 
, 
. 1 


og, 


The, Captain. 2007 


Ev'ry Day ſuch a Murder elſe, there is nothing 
But a ſtrong Gallows that can make him quict, 
| find it in his Nature too late, 7 is 61 
Fab, Pray be quiet, Eo evict. x wks 0 
Let me come to him. bn vi 
Clo. Some go for a Surgeon. | 
frank. Oh what a wretched Woman has he matte me 
Let me alone, good Sir. Oo 
Fab. To what a Fortune 
kat thou reſerv'd thy Life? 
Jac. Fabricio. | 
Fab. Never entreat me, for 1 will not know theos 
Nor utter one word. for thee, unleſs it be 414 
To have thee hang d; for God ſake be more te te. 
Jac. I have a Sword till, and I am a Villain. 
Clo. &c. Hold, hold, hold. i 
Jac. Ha? © Agr | 
Co, Away with him for Heav'ns fake L $53 
He's too deſperate for our enduring | 
Fab. Come, you (ball ſleep ; come ſtrive 2 
[ll have it ſo; here take hin to his Lodging, and. A" 
dee him laid, before you part. 


der, We will, Six, 4 * : +: 
Ired. Nees wonder, I am living yet, and wen- | 
[thank you, Siſter, for your Gul pray beer ite 
Till am fitter for it. 10 
Fab. Do you hve, Sir ? 2 ur As 


Fred. Yes, but *rwas time to counterfeit, beugen 
To ſuch a madneſs in his Wine. | | 
Ys N well, ng 5 Nc 
ou had that good reſpect unto his 'emper, | 
That no na follow d. ; (per iſh, 
Fred. If I had ſtood him, certain one of us. muſt have 
tow now, Frank?  / 
Frank. Beſhrew my Heart, I tremble like an Aſpine. 
Clo. Let him come here no more for Heav'ns _ 
Unleſs he be in Chains. 8 
Frank. 1 would fain fee him 0 
Aer he has ſlept, Fabrieio, but to try 


How he wilt bez chide him, and bring him back. 7 
0. 
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Clo. You'll never leave ill you be worried with him, 
Frank. Come Brother, we'll walk in, and laugh alittle 


To get this Fever off me. 


Clo. Hang him Squib, | A, 
Now could I grind him into rimming z Powifer This 
Frank. Pray will you leave your fooling? Her | 
Fab. Come, all Friends. Wer 
Frank, Thou art enough to make an Age of Men ov IT 
Thou art fo croſs and peeviſh. | wot 
Fab. 1 will chide him, | And I 
And if he be not graceleſs, make VIM cry for t. ˖ 
Clo. I would go a Mile (to ſee him cry) in Slipper, Herd 
He would look ſo like a Whey Cheeſe.” © Arthe 
Frank. Would we might ſee him once more. etreet 
Fab. If you dare Am m 
Venture a ſecond tryal of his Tempers | With 
I make no doubt to bring him. | have 
Clo. No, good Frank, | 115 8 Deſire 
Let him alone, I ſee his Vein lies n Wb ay __ Wo 
For falling out at Wakes and Bear-bairings,”" hid 
That may expreſs him ſturdy. £ p Rad, | 
Fab. Now indeed bs is 
You are too ſharp, ſweet Siſter; ; for — im 

It be this ſin, which is enough to drown him, - 
I mean this ſowrneſs, he's as brave a Fellow, -*_ Maid 
As forward, and as underſtanding elſe, FEISS ANY Ang, 
As any He that lives. th Mai, 
Frank. I do believe you, w Ang. 
And good Sir, when you ſee him, if we have | Maid 
Diſtaſted his Opinion any way, dot 
Make peace again. | "4 | lour Fr 
Fab. I will: I'll leave ye, Ladien e Men, is 
Co. Take heed you had beſt, he as ſworn to pay you elt 45 
Id. 


Fab. I warrant you, I have been often threatned, | 

Clo. When he comes next; 1 re have the Cough o dend t 

Toothach, 1 lee l 

Or ſomething that ſhall make m: keep my Chamber, 
I love him ſo well. 

Frank, Would you would keep your Tongue ler 

"SCEN y 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter Angelo. Yu 
Ang. I cannot keep from this ungodly Woman, 
This Lelia, whom I know too, yet am caught, 
Her Looks are nothing like her; would her faults 
Were all in Paris Print upon her Face, | 
n Privilegio, to uſe em (till, | (Maſque, 
would write an Epiſtle before it, on the inſide of her 
And Dedicate it to the Whore of Babylon, with a Preface . 
upon 8. % (ſold 
Her Noſe to the gentle Reader; and they ſhould be to be 
Arthe Sign of the W hore's Head i th Pottage- pot, in what 
{treet you pleaſe : But all this helps not me; — 1 
am made to be thus catch'd, paſt any redreſs, 
With a thing I contemn too. *| 
| have read Fpidtetut twice over againſt the | 
Deſire of theſe outward things, and {ill her Face runs in 
My Mind; 1 went to ſay my Prayers, and they were 
do laid out o'th' way, that if I could find any Prayers I 
Had, I'm no Chriſtian. EY 
This is the Door, and the ſhort 
b, I muſt ſee her-again. _— * 
Enter Maid. 
Maid. Who's there? 12 
Ang. Tis I, I would ſpeak with your Miſtreſs. 
Maid. Did ſhe ſend for you? (leave. 
Ang. No, what then? I would ſee her, prithee by thy 
Maid. Not by my leave; for ſhe will not ſee you, but 
doth hate you, and ing ſo proper 
lour Friend, and doth wiſh you both hang'd, which be- 
en, is great pity that you are no. 
Avg. How's this? _ + ( ſolves perſwaded your 
| Maid. For your ſweet ſelf in particular, who ſhe re- 
ai end to negle& her, ſhe deemeth Whipcord the moſt 
om enient Unction for your Back and Shoulders. 
Ang. Let me in, I'll ſatisfie her. (theſe my Speeches, 
Maid. And if it ſhall happen that you are in doubt of 
much that you ſhall ſpend more time in arguing at the 
ö Wor, Tam fully perſwaded that my Miſtreſs in * om | 
ove, 


[ He knocks, 


Ie 
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Above, will utter her Mind more at large by way of 
Urine upon your Head, that it may fink the more foundy 
Into your underſtanding Faculties. 


2010 


. This is the ſtrangeſt thing, good pretty Soul, w Mi 
"a thou uſe me 1 7 | * 3 ws Ab 
pray thee let me in, Sweet- heart. f 
Maid Indeed I cannot, Sweet-heart. (become thee 
Ang. Thou art a handſome one, and this Croſſneß do f 
- Maid. Alas, I cannot help ir. (I faid I lx d the: oi Dos 
Ang. Eſpecially to me; thou knowſt when I was ber = 
All thy Miſtreſs's Servants. | (expreß 7 
Maid. So did 1 you, tho' it be not my Fortune to by 
It at this preſent: for truly if you would cry, I cannot Wi. 
ED ge TT RS b (Look pon 0 b 
Ang. Pox on her, T muſt go the down-right Wy: 10 i 
Here is ten Pound for you, let me ſpeak with her. f 8 
Maid. I like your Gold well, but it isa thing, by Hen * 1 
1 cannot do, ſre (has Affain. \ - 
Will nor ſpeak with you, eſpecially at this time, han - 
- Ang. This makes her leave her Jeſting yet; but takes 1 th 
And let me ſee her, bring me ro a Place I i 
Where, undiſcern'd of her felf, I may * 
Feed my deſiring Eyes but half an Hour. (W * 
Maid. Why faith I think I can, and I will firerch 
And Body too for Gold: If you will ſwear, as you One 
Are gentle, not to ſtir or ſpeak, where you ſhall 
Sce or hear, now or hereafter. Give me your Gold, | Grew 
Ang * as I am a Gentleman, I will not ( plant you 
Maid. Enough, quick, follow me. T 
* » [Exit Ang. & A . 
Enter Servant, © | (Buſineſs. Ne , als 
Serv. W hy where's this Maid, ſhe has much Care of bt 
I think ſhe be ſunk —— Why, Nel? ——whiew And wi 
Maid within. What's the matter by; ba 
. Euter Maid. h Tom 
47 d. heartily c ay z oh, come, come 
Serv. I pray you * . wo 2 Gans Une bi. 
My Miſtreſs invited, is coming down the Street, and 18 wh, x, 


| a 1 (Banque 
Not yet brought out?. [They bring in the * 
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Lel. within. Nell, Sirrah ? 
Maid. I come, Forſooth. (ters in hand, my 
Serv. Now mutt I walk : When there's any fleſhly mat- 
Miſtreſs ſends me of a four Hours Errand - Burif Igo not 
About mine own bodily Buſineſs as well as ſhe, I am a 
Turk. | Exit Servant. 
| Enter Father, 

Fath. What, all wide open? *Tis the way to ſin, 
Doubtleſs; but I muſt on; the Gates of Hell 
Are not more paſſable than theic : How they 
Will be to ger out, God knows, I mult try. 
lis very ſtrange; if there be any Life 
Within this Houſe, would it would ſhew it ſelf. 

What's here? a Banquet? and no Mouth to cat, 
Or bid me do it? This is ſomething like 
The Entertainment of adventurous Knights 
Entring enchanted Caſtles : For the manner, 
Tho' there be nothing diſmal to be ſeen, 
Amazes me a little: What is meant 
By this ſtrange Invitation? I will found | 
My Daughter's Meaning e'er I ſpeak to her, | 
l it betpoſſiblez for by my Voice [ Mifoct. 
She will diſcover me! Hark, whence is this? 
The SONG. 
Ume bither you that love, and hear me ſing 
| _ Of Foys fill growing 
Green, freſb and luſty, at the Pride of Spring, 
ever blowing. 
Cue hither, Toutbs that bluſh, and dare not Ruom 
What ts Defire, 15 
Aud old Men, worſe than you, that cant blow 
nd Spark f Fire. 
And with the Power of my enchanting Song, 
$y: ball be able Men, and old Men younz 
[Enter Angelo above. 
ne bither you that hope, and you that ery, 
Leave off complaining, 5 
, Strength and Beauty, that ſhall never die, 
Are bers remaining. a 
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Come hither, Fools, and bluſh you ſtay ſo long 


From being bleſt, 

And mad Men worſe than you, that ſuffer Wrong, 
Yet ſeek no Reſt. 

And in an Hour, with my enchanting Song, 

Tou ſhall be ever pleas'd, and young Maids long. 


Enter Lelia and her Maid with a Night-gown and Slippers. 


Lel. Sir, you are welcome hither, as this Kiſs, 
Given with a larger Freedom than the Ule 
Of Strangers will admit, ſhall witneſs to you. 
Put the Gown on him, in this Chair fit down; 
Give him his Slippers: Be not ſo amaz'd, 
Here's to your Health, and you ſhall feel this Wine 
Stir lively in me, in the Dead of Night. 
Give him ſome Wine; fall to your Banquet, dir 
And let us grow in Mirth; tho' I am ſet | 
Now thus tar off you, yet four Glaſſes hence 
J will fit here, 
And try, till both our Bloods 
Shoot up and down to find a Paſſage out, 
Then Mouth to Mouth will we walk up to Bed, 
And undreſs one another as we go; 
Where both my Treaſure, Body, and my Soul 
Are yours to be diſpos'd of. 
Fath, Umh, umh. — — 
(Make. Sign of his white Head and Beard. 
Lel. You are old, 
Is that your Meaning? Why, you are to me 
The greater Novelty, all our freſh Youth 
Are daily offer'd me; tho” you perform, 
As you think, little, yet you fatisfie. 
My Appetite: From your Experience 
I may learn ſomething in the way of Luſt 
may be better for. But I can teach 
Theſe young ones. 
Þut this Day I did refuſe 
A Pair of them, Julio and Angela, 
And told them they were as they were, 
Raw Fools and W hel ps. Ang. makes bee 


ry 
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Maid. Pray God he ſpeak not. | 
' [ Maid lays ber Finger croſs her Mouth to him. 
Lel. Why ſpeak you not, ſweet Sir? 8 
Fath. Umh 5 
[ Szops his Ears, ſhews he is troubled with the Muſick, 
Lel. Peace there, that Muſick. Now, Sir, ſpeak © * 
To me. | 3 
Farb. Um [ Points at the Maid. 
Lel. Why? Would you have her gone? You need not 
Your freedom in for her; ſhe knows my Life, (keep 
That ſhe might write it; 
Think ſhe is a Stone: 
She is a kind of bawdy Confeſſor, 
And will not utter Secrets. 
Fath. Umh [ Points at her again, 
Le]. Be gone then, ſince he needs will have it ſo, 
'Tisall one. [Exit Maid. Fath. Incks the Door. 
Is all now as you would? Come meet me then, 
And bring a thouſand Kiſſes on thy Lips, 
And I will rob thee of em, and yet leave 
Thy Lips as wealthy as they were before. 
Farb. Yes, all is as I would, but thou. | 
Li. By Heav'n 'tis my Father. — [ Starts. 
Fath. And ] do beſeech thee | 
Leave theſe unheard of Luſts, which worſe become thee 
Than mocking of thy Father; let thine Eyes 
Reflect upon thy Soul, and there behold 
How loathed black it is; and whereas now 
Thy Face is Heav'nly fair, but thy Mind foul, 
Go but into thy Cloſet, and there er 
Till thou haſt ſpoil'd that Face, and thou ſhalt find 
tow excellent a Change thou wilt have made, 
or inward Beauty. y. TC 
Lel. Though I know him now 
o be my Father, never let me live 
my Luſt do abate. 
take upon mm 
| o have known him all this while. 
* eth. Look, doſt thou know me? 
J. Iknew ye, Sir, before. 
| / 0 L. IV. : B b 


- 
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Fath. What didſt thou do? N 

Lel. Knew you; and ſo unmov'dly have you born 
All the fad Cröſſes that I laid upon ybu, 
With ſuch a noble Temper, which indeed 
1 urpoſely caſt on you, to diſcern 

our Carriage in Calamity, and you 
Have undergone em with that brave Contempt, 
That I have turn'd the Reverence of a Child 
Into the hot Affection of a Lover. | 
Nar can there on the Earth be found, but yours, 
A Spirit fit to meet with mine. 

Fath. A Woman? thou art not ſure. 

Lel. Look and believe. 

Farb. Thou art 


Something created to ſucceed the Devil, 


When he grows weary of his envious courſe, 
And compaſſing the World; but 1 believe thee, 
Thou didſt but mean to try my Patience, 
And doſt fo ſtill; but better be advis'd, 
And make thy tryal with ſome other things 
That ſafelier will admit a Dalliance: 
And if it ſhould be carneſt, underſtand 
How curſt thou art, ſo far from Heav'n, that thou 
Believ'ft it not enough to damn alone, | 
Or with a Stranger, but wouldſt heap all fins 
Unnatural upon this aged Head, 
And draw thy Father to thy Bed, and Hell. 

Lel. You are deceiv'd, Sir, tis not againſt Nature 
For us to lye tagether; if you have | 
An Arrow of the ſame Tree with your Bow, 
Is't mare unnatural to ſhoot it there 
Than in another? *Tis our general Nature 
To procreate, as Fire's is to conſume, 
And it will trouble you to find a Stick | 
The Fire will turn from: If't be Nature's will 
We ſhould not mix, ſhe will diſcover to us 
Some moſt apparent croſſneſs, as our Organ 
Will not be fit; which if we do.perceive 
We'll leave, and think it is her Pleaſure 
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That we ſhould deal with others. | | 

Fath. The Doors are faſt; thou ſholt not ſay a Prayer, 
"Tis not God's will thou ſhould'ft; when this is done 
111 kill my ſelf, that never Man may tell me 


Lel. I pray you, Sir, help here, for God's ſake Sir. 
Ang. Hold, Reverend Sir, tor Honour of your Age. 
Fatb. Who's that? re | 
Ang. For ſafety of your Soul, and of the Soul 

Of that too wicked Woman yet to dye. (place? 


Ang. I am a Man fo ftrangely hither come, 
That I have broke an Oath in ſpeaking this, 
But I believe *twas better broke than kept, 
And I defire your Patience; let me in, 
And I proteſt I will not hinder you | 
In any a& you wiſh, more than by word, 
It ſo | can perſwade you, that I will not 
Uſe violence, I'll throw my Sword down to you: 
This Houſe holds none but I, only a Maid 
Whom I will lock faſt in as I come down. 

Fath, I do not know thee, but thy Tongue doth ſeem 
To be acquainted with the truth ſo well 
That I will let thee in: Throw down thy Sword. 

There tis. 

Lel. How came he there? I am betray'd to ſhame, 
The fear of ſudden Death ſtruck me all over 
% violently, that I ſcarce have Breath 
To ſpeak yet: But I have it in my Head, 
and our it ſhall, that, Father, may perhaps 
Oer. reach you yet. 

[Father lets in Angelo, and locks the Door. 

Farb. Come, Sir, what ist you ſay? 

Lil. My Angelo, by all the joys of Love _ 
Thou art as welcome, as theſc plyant Arms | 
Twin'd round, and faſt about thee, can perſwade thee. 

Ang. Away. 13 

Le. I was in ſuch a fright before thou cam ſt, 
Lon old mad Fellow, (it . make thee laugb, 

B b 2 1 


got thee. ¶ Farb. draws bis Sword, Ang. diſcovers bimſe K 


Fath. What art thou? and how cam'ſt thou to that 


- 
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Though it feared me) has talk'd ſo wildly here 
Sirrah, he raſh'd in at my Doors, and ſwore © © 
He was my Father, and I think believ'd it: 
But that he had a Sword, and threatned me 
Ffaith he was ou ſport, good, thruſt him out 
That thou and I may kiſs together, wilt thou? 
Fatb. Are you her Champion? and with theſe fair words, 
Got in to reſcue her from me? | Offers zo run at bim. 
Ang. Hold, Sir, 1 
I fwear I do not harbour ſuch a thought, 
I ſpeak it not, for that you have two Swords, 
Bur for 'tis Truth. | 
Lel. Two Swords, my Angelo? | 
Think this, that thou haſt two young brawny Arms 
And ne'er a Sword, and he has two good Swords 
And ne'er an Arm to uſe em; ruſh upon him, 
I could have beaten him with this weak Body, 
If I had had the Spirit of a Man. | 
Ang. Stand from me, and leave talking, or by Heav'n 
III trample thy laſt damning word out of thee. ” 
| Fath. Why do you hinder me then? ſtand away, 
| And I will rid her quickly. 
| Lel. Would I were 
| Clear of this buſineſs, yer I cannot pray. 
Ang. Oh be advis'd, why you were better kill her 
If ſhe were good; convey her from this place, 
Where none bur you, and ſuch as you appoint, 
May viſit her; where let her hear of nought 
But Death and Damning, which ſhe hath deſerv'd, 
Till ſhe be truly, juſtly ſorrow ful. | 
And then lay Mercy to her, who does know 
But ſhe may mend? | 
Fatb. Bur whither ſhould I bear her? 
Ang. To my Houle, | 
Tis large and private, I will lend it you. 
Fatb. I thank you, Sir, and happily it fits 
With ſome deſign I have. But how thall we 
Convey her? "44 | 


Lel. Will they carry me away?  - © | 
Farb. Forſhe will ſcratch and kick, and ſcream ſo lov 


loud 


[hat 
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That People will be drawn to reſcue her. 


Ang. Why? none canh 


Who is as faſt as ſhe. 


Farb. But in the Street? 


Ang. Why, we will take em both 


| owe you much for this, and I may pay you: 


2017 


ear her here, but her own Maid, 


into the Kitchen, 
There bind em, and then gag em, and then throw em 

Into a Coach I'll bring to the Back-door, | 
And hurry *em away. 


Fath. It ſhall be fo, 


There is your Sword, lay hold upon her quickly; 


This way with me, thou diſobedient Child. 


Why does thy ſtubborn Heart beat at thy Breaſt ? 
Let it be ſtill, for I will have it ſearch d 
Till I have found a Well of living Tears 


Within it, that ſhall ſpring out of thine Eyes, 


And flow all o'er thy Body foul'd with Sin, 
Till it have waſt'd it quite without a ſtain, | They drag ber. 


Lel. Help! help! ah] ah! 
Murther, I ſhall be murdered, I ſhall be mu 
Fath, This helps thee not. | 


Lel. Baſely murdered, baſely. 
Fath, I warrant you. 


E 


rdered. 


[Exennt, 


—_— 
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About this time again 


L. His roguy Cap 


Piſo. I woul 


e 
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ACT V. SCENE IL 
Euter Lodowick, and Piſo. 
tain has made fine work with us. 
d the Devil in a Storm would car⸗- 
Home to his Garriſon again; Take all over, (ry 
That I am ſure of: Certainly my Body 
Is of a Wild-fire, for my Head rings bac 
Or elſe 1 have a Moriſe in my Brains: 


Ld. 1'1l deal no mere with Soldiers: 
Did not the Viſion promiſe to appear 


him 


kward, 
Well remembred, | 


* 
o 
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Piſo. Yes, here he comes: 
He's juſt on's word. 
Enter Father. 
Fath. O, they be here together. 
She's penitent, and by my troth I ſtagger 
Whether, as now ſhe is, cithet of theſe 
Two Fools be worthy of her; yet becauſe 
Her Youth is prone to fall again, ungovern'd, 
And Marriage now may ſtay her, one of em: 
And Piſo, ſince I underſtand him abler, 
Shall be the Man; the other bear the charges, 
And willingly, as I will handle it. 
I have a Ring here, which he ſhall believe 
Is ſent him from a Woman ] have thought of: 
But e'er I leave it, I'll have one of his 
In pawn worth two on't z ſor I will not loſe 
By ſuch a meſs of Sugar-ſops as this is: 
I am too old. 
Lod. It moves again, let's meet it. | 
Fath. Now if I be not out, we ſhall have fine ſport. 
Lam glad I have met you, Sir, fo happily, 
You do remember me, I am ſure. 
Lod. I do, Sir. ö 
Piſo. This is a ſhort Præludium to a Challenge. 
Fath. I have a Meſſage, Sir, that much concerns you, 
And for your ſpecial good; nay, you may hear too. 
Piſo. What ſhould this Fellow mean? 
Fatb. There is a Lady, | 
(How the poor Thing begins to warm already) 
Come to this Town, (as yet a Stranger here, Sir) 
Fair, young, and rich, both in Poſſeflions, 
And all the Graces that make up a Woman, 
A Widow, and a virtuous one. —— lt works, 
He needs no Broth upor't. | 
Lod. What of her, Sir? | 
Farb. No more but this; ſhe loves you. 
Lod. Loves me? Wn 
Path. Yes, © | | 8 
And with a ſtrong Affection, but a fair one. 
Ifye be wiſe and thankful, you are made: there's the whole 
33 CE | Lod. 


ole 
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Lod. I am ſure I hear this. 
Farb. Here is a Ring, Sir, of noi little value: 
Which after ſhe had ſeen you at x Window, 
She bad me haſte, and give it, when-ſhe bluf'd 
Like a blown Roſe. 
Lid. But pray Sir, by your leave—— / 
Methinks your Years ſhould promiſe no ill meaning. 
Fath. Jam no'Bawd, nor Cheater, nor a Coarſer 
Of broken-winded Women: Tf you fear me, 
[ll take my leave, and let my Lady uſe 
A Fellow of more form; 4 
am ſure ſhe cannot. 
Ld. Stay, you have confirm'd me: 
Yet let me feel; you are in health. 
Fath. I hope fo, 
My Water's well enough, and my rule. 
Lad. Then 
All may be excellent : Pray 8 me; 
For I am like a Boy that R found Mony, 
Afraid I dream ſtill. 
Pifo. Sir, what kind of Woman? 
Of 10 proportion is your Lady? 
A (#21 
Farb. Pl tell you preſently' her very Picture: 
Do you know « Woman i in this Town they a. 
"uy, yes, it is fo, Lelia? | 
ſo. Not by fight. 
2 Nor you, Sir? 
d. Neither. 
Tarb. Theſe are precious ung 
To rail upon a Woman they never fir; 
80 ay would uſe their Kindred. 
Piſo. We have heard though 
be is very fair and goodly. 
Fath. Such another, 


Juſt of the ſame Complexion, Making, Speech, | 


ta thought ſweeter, is m 
d. Then 7 


de muſt be excellent ine, 
Fath. Indeed fhe is, ms 


Lady. 
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And you will find it ſo; you do believe me? 
Lod. Yes marry do I, and J am ſo alter dd 
Fath. Your happineſs will alter any Man. 

Do not delay the time, Sir: At a Houſe 

W here Don Velaſco lay, the Spaniſb Signior, 


Which now is Signior Angelos, ſhe is. h 
Lad. I know it. F 
Fath. But before you ſhew your ſelf, Y 

Let ir be Night by all means, willingly U 

By day ſhe would not have ſuch Gallants ſeen N 

W 


Repair unto her, *tis her Modeſty. 
Lod. I'll go and fit my ſelf. 
Fatb. Do, and be ſure. © 
You ſend Proviſion in, in full abundance, 
Fit for the Marriage; for this Night I know 
She will be yours? Sir, have you never a Token 
Of worth to ſend her back again! ? you * 
She will expect it. 
Lod. Ves, pray give her this, 
And with it all I have; I am made for ever. [Ex.Lod 
Piſo. Well, thou haſt Fools luck; ſhould I live aslong 


As an old Oak, and ſay my Prayers . 

I ſhould not be the better of a penny 

I think the Devil be my ghoſt] 1 1. 

Upon my Conſcience, [ am n full as handſome, 

I am ſure I have more Wit, and more Performance, 


Which is a pretty matter, 
 Fath. Do you think, Sir, 
That your F riend, Signior Piſo, will be Sultan 
Unto my Lady? you ſhould know him wal. | 
Piſo. Who? Signior Piſo? ; 
Fath. Yes, the Gentleman. | 
Piſo. Why, you are wide, Sir. 
Fath. Is not his Name Piſo 
Piſo. No, mine is Piſo, 
Fath. How? _ | 
Piſo. Tis indeed, Sir, | 
And his is Lodwick. 1 
Fath. Then I am undone, Sir, 


For I was ſent at firſt to Piſo 3 what a Raſcal | Wa 
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Was I, ſo ignorantly to miſtake you? 
Piſo. Peace. | 
There is no harm done yet. 
Fath. Now tis too late, 
know my Error: 
At turning of a Street, Man 
For you were then upon the Right Hand of him, 
You chang'd your Places ſuddenly : Where 1 
(Like a croſs Block-head) loſt my Memory: 
What ſhall I do? My Lady utterly 
Will put me from her Favour. 
Piſo. Never fear it, | 
[1 be thy Guard, I warrant thee. O, O, 
am art length reputed? For the Ring, 
ll fetch it back with a light Vengeance from him. 
Had better keep tame Devils than that Ring; 
Art thou not Steward? 
Fath. No. 
P;ſo. Thou ſhalt be ſhortly. 
Fath. Lord how he takes it? 
Piſo. IL go ſhift me ftreighr ;, - 
Art ſure it was to Piſo 2 
Fath. O too ſure, Sir. 0 
Piſo. VII mount thee, if I live, for't; | 
Give me Patience, Heav'n, to bear this Bleſſing, 
lam but Man; I, prithee break my Head, (ſeech thee: 
To make me under ſtand I am ſenſible. \ 
Fath, Lend me your Dagger, and I will, Sir, 
Piſo. No, 
believe now like a good Chriſtian. | 
vince I have ſo miſtaken. 
Piſo. Tis no matter; . 
Meet me within this half Hour at St. Margaret's. 
Well, go thy ways, old Leg thou haſt the trick ont. [Exiz. 
Enter Angelo and Julio. 
Ang. How now, the News? 
Fath, Well, paſſing well, I have em 
both in a Laſh, and made right to my Purpoſe. 
Jul. 1 am glad on't, I muſt leave you. 


Ang. 


/ 


N 
be- 


Farb. Good Sir, make haſte; I dare not go without ye, 
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Ang. Whither, Man ? | 
Jul. If all go right, I may be faſt enough too. 
Ang. I cry you Mercy, Sir, E know your Meaning, 
Clora's the Woman, ſhe's Frank's Bedfellow; 
Commend me to 'em, and go, Julio, 
Bring em to Supper all, to grace this Matter: 
They ſerve for Witneſſes. | 


Jul. 1 will, Farewel. [anther 
Exit Julio at one Door, and Angelo and Father at 
SCENE II. 


Enter Clora, Frank, Frederick ant Maid. 
Fred. Siſter, I brought you Jacumo to the Door, 
He has forgot all that he ſaid laſt Night : 
And Shame of that makes him more loth to come, 
I left Fabricio perſwading him, bur tis in vain. 
Frank. Alas my Fortune, (lors. | 
Quo. Now, Frank, ſee what a kind of Man you love, 
That loves you when he's drank (hope, 
Frank. If ſo, Faith I would marry him: My Friends, I 
Would make him drink. Humours then; 
Clo. Tis well conſider'd, Frank, he has ſuch 
Beſides, being a Soldier, tis better he ffrould love 
You when he's drank, than when he's ſober; for then he 
Will be ſure to love you the greateſt part on's Life. 
| Frank. And were not I a happy Woman then? 
Clor. That ever was born, Frank, i'fairh 
Fred, Howno'w' ? What fays he? 
Enter Fabricio. | (and Bell, 
Fab. Faith you may as well ticea Dog up witha Whip 
As him by telling him of Love and Women; hefwears 
They mock him. | 
Fred, Look how my Siſter werps. 
Fab. Who ean help it? 
Nod. Yes, you may ſafely (wear ſhe loves him. 
Fab. Why, ſo J did, and may do all the Oaths 
Arit hmetick can make, cer he believe mr 
And ſince he was laſt drunk, he is more jealous 
They would abuſe him: If we could perfwade Him 
She loy'd, he would embrace im. Fred. 
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fred. She her _ Ss 
Shall bate ſo much own Modeſty, 
To ſwear it to him; with fuch Tears as now 
You ſee rain from her. 
Fab. I believe twould work, | 
But would you have her do t i'thꝰ open Street 
Or if you would, he'll run away from her. 
How ſhall we get him hither ? 
Fred. By entreaty. 
ab. Tis moſt impoſſible. No, if we could 
Anger him hither, as there is no way 
But that to bring him, and then hold him faſt, 
Women and Men, whilſt ſhe delivers to him the Truth 
Seal'd with her Tears, he would be plain 
As apleas'd Child; he walks below for me 


Under the Window. 
Cl, We'll anger him I warrant ye, 
Let one of the Maids take a bowl of Water, - 


Or ay it be a Piſs-pot, and pour't on's Head. 

Fab. Content; hang me if I like not the caſt of it rarely, 
For no queſtion it is an approv'd Receipt to fetch fuch 
a Fellow. | 
Take all the Women-kind in this Houſe, betwixt the 

Age of one, Pl 
And one hundred, and let them take untothema Por or a 
Bowl containing ſeven Quarts or upwards, and let them 
Never leave, till the above name 
Pot or Bowl become fall ; then let one of them ſtretch our 
Her Arm and poor it on his Head, and Probatum et, it 
yy fetch him, for in his Anger he wiltrun up, and then 
Let us alone: 


Co. Go you and do it. ; [ Exit Maid. 

Frank. Good ora, tio. | 

Clo. Away I fay, and do it; never fear, we have enough 
Of that Water ready diftilPd. ; 


Frank. Why this will make him mad, Fabricio, 
He'll neither love me drunk, nor ſober, now. 
fab. warrant you: What, is the Wench come ap? 
Enter Wench above. b 
Clo, Art thou there; Wench ? 


Wench. 
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Wench. Ay. Wes | 
Fab, Look out then if thou canſt ſee him. 
Wench. Yes 1 ſee him, and by my troth he ſtands 

So fair, I could not hold were he my Father 

His Hat's off too, and he's ſcratching his Head. 
Fab. O waſh that Hand I prethee. (I have thrown thee 
Wench. God ſend thee good luck, this is the ſecond time 

Out to Day. Ha, ha, ha! juſt on's Head. 
Frank. Alas! 252121 
Fab. What does he now? (the Street Windows. 
Wench. He gathers Stones, God's light, he breaks all 
Fac. Whores, Bawds, your Windows, your Win- 


dows. | 
Wench. Now he is breaking all the low Windows with 
| his Sword, * | 
Excellent ſport, now he's beating a Fellow that laugh'd 
at him ; IT) 
Truly the Man takes it patiently ; now he goes down 
the Street | WEE 
Gravely, looking on each ſide, there's not one more dare 
Frank. Does he go on? agb. 
Wench. Ves. 


Frank. Fabricin, you have undone a Maid ¶ Fran. &neel;. 
By Treachery; know you ſome other better, 
You would prefer your Friend to? If you do not 
Bring him again, I have no other Hope 
But you, that made me loſe hope; if you fail me, 
Ine er thall ſee him, but ſhall languith out 
A diſcontented Life, and die contemn'd. e 

Fab. This vexes me; I pray you be more patient. 

If T have any truth, let what will happen, [Lifts ber u. 
I'll bring him preſently. Do you all ſtand 


At the Street Door, the Maids, and all, to watch 
When 1 come back, and have ſome private place 
To ſhuffle me into, for he ſhall follow 

In fury, but I know I can out-run him - 

As he comes in, clap all faſt hold on him 

And uſe your own Diſcretions. & 


Fred. We will do it, 2 Fab, 


* 
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Fab. But ſuddenly, for I will bring him hither, 
With that unſtop'd ſpeed, that he ſhall run over 
All that's in's way: And though my Life be ventur'd 
'Tis no great matter, I will dot. 
Frank. I thank you, 
Worthy Fabricto. | [ Exeunt. 


SA III. 


Enter Jacomo. 


Jac. I ever knew no Woman could abide me, 
But am I grown ſo contemprible, by being once drunk 
Amongſt em, that they begin to throw Piſs on my Head? 
For ſurely it was Piſs; huh, huh. [ Seems to ſmell, 

Enter Fabricio, 

Fab. Facomo, how doſt thou? | 

Jac, Well, ſomething troubled with watriſh Humours. 

Fab. Foh, how thou ſtink'ſt; prethee ſtand further 

of mez 
Methinks theſe Humours become thee better then thy dry 
Cholerick Humours, or thy Wine-wet Humours; ha? 

Jac. You're pleaſant; but Fabricio, know, | 
lam not in the mood of ſuffering Jeſts. (moody; 

Fab. If you be noti'th* mood, I hope you will not be 
but truly cannot blame the Gentiewoman, you ſtood 

Eveſdropping RA * 
Under their Window, and would not come up. 
Jac. Sir, I ſuſpe& now, by your idle talk, 
Your hand was in't, which if I once believe, 
be ſure you ſhall account to me. (to you already, 
fab. The Gentlewoman and the Maids have counted 
The next turn I ſee is mine. 

fac. Let me die but this is very ſtrange; good Fabricio 
Do not provoke me ſo. (there's no 

Fab. Provoke you? You'regrown the ſtrangeſt Fellow; 
Keeping company with you; piſh, take you thar. 

Fab. gives him @ Box ot Ear fuddenh, and throws 

bim from bim; and goes bis ways, whilſt Jacomo 
draws his Sword. | | 

Jac, O all the Devils? Stand, Slave. 


Fab. 
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Fab. Follow me if thou dareſt. 
Fac. Stay Coward, ſtay.+--[Jacomo runs after Fabricio II. 


* i 
SCENE IV. 7 
Enter Frederick, Frank, Clora Servant and Maid. p 
Clo. Be ready, for I ſee Fabricio running, 7 
And Facomo behind him. Or 1 
| Enter Fabricio. n 7 
Fab. Where's the Place? . 7 
Fred. That way, Fabricio. [Exit Fab. C 
Enter Jacomo. - 
Zac. Where art thou, Treacher? Tha 
Frederick, Clora, and Maid, lay bold on Jacomo. Will 450 
What is the matter, Sirs? Fr 
Why do you hold me? I am baſely wrong'd, For 
Torture and Hell be with you; let me go. \ Will 
| [They drag him to 4 Chair, aud bold him downin't Wi || 
Fred, Good Facomo be patient, and but hear 75 
W har I can ſay, you know I am your Friend, Toa 
If you yet doubt it, by my Soul I am. Br 
Fac. $ death, ftand away 2 
I would my Breath were Poiſon. Fth: 
Fred. As I have life, that which was thrown on you, fre 
And this now done, were but to draw you hither % 
For Cauſes weighty, that concern your ſelf, *' 1612 
Void of all Malice, which this Maid, my Siſter, ode 
Shall tell you. ] My ſe 
Fac. Pub, a Lee ee 3 you will not hold me 05 * 
For ever here, and till you let me go, Be, 
* no more. 3 | | ac 
/ . As re a leman, m 
Let not this boldneſs make me be beliey'd tay, 
To be immodeſt; if there were a way I wi 
More filently to be acquainted with you, * 
Cod knows, that I would chuſe; but as it is, Lam a 
Take it in plainneſs : I do love you more bew 
'Than you = pots ; if you refuſe Fears 3 
To pity me, I'll never ceaſe to weep, Fran 
Ani whe mine Eyes be out, I will be told * 


How faſt the Tears I hed for you do tall, 


And if they do not flow abundantly, 6b : 
yu fetch a Sigh ſhall make em ſtart and leap, 
as if the Fire were under. 
Fac. Fine Mocking, fine Mocking. 
fred. Mocking ? Look how ſhe weeps. 
Jac. Do'sſhe counterfeit Crying too? 
fred. Behold how the Tears flow, or pity her, 
Or never more be call'd a Man. 
Jac. How's this? Soft you, ſoft you, my Maſters : 
bt poſſible, think you, ſhe ſhould be in earneſt ? 
Clo. Earneſt? Ay, in earneſt: She's a Faol to break ſo 
many Sleeps, 
That would have been ſound ones, and venture ſuch. a Face, 
And ſo much Life, for e er an humorous Aſs i th World? 
Frank. Why, Clora? I have known you cry as much 
For Fulio, that has not half his Worth, ; 
All Night yon write and weep too much, I fear 
Ido but what I ſhould. 
Cl. If I do write, 
Im anſwer'd, Frank. 
Hank. 1 would I might be ſo. | 
Jac. Good Frederick, let me go, I would fain try 
If that thing do not counterfeit. 
Fred. Give me your Sword then. 
Jac. No, but take my Word, 
Iam Man, I will not hurt a Creature 
Under this Roof, before I have deliver'd 
My ſelf, as Iam now, into your Hands, 
Or have your full Conſent. 
Fred. It is enough. 
Jac. Gentlewoman, I pray you let me feel your Face; 
Iman Infidel, if ſhe do not weep: . 
ny, where's my Handkerchief? FA 
wipe the old Wet off; the freſh Tears come. Pox 
on't, | | 
| am a handſome gracious Fellow amangft Women, and 
ewt not. Gentlewoman, how ſhould I know theſe 
fears are for me? Is not your Mather dead? 
Han. By Heav'n they are for you. (Marrow 
fac. S'light, I' have my Head curl'd and powder'd 5 
| Y 


\ nc 
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By Break of Day; if you love me, I pray you kiſs me, 
For if I love you, it ſhall be ſuch Love as I will not be 
Aſham'd of; if this be a Mock, | Kiſſes. 
It is the heartieſt and the ſweeteſt Mock 
That &er I taſted; mock me fo again. [ Kiſſes again. 
Fred. Fic, Jacomo, why do you let her kncel 
So long ? | | 
Fac. It's true, I had forgot it, [ Lifts her up, 
And ſhould have done this Twelve-month : Pray you riſe. 
Frederick, if I could all this while have been perſwaded 
She could have lov'd me, doſt thou think I had 
Not rather kiſs her than another ſhould ? 
And yet you may gull me for ought I know; 
Bur if you do, Hell rake me, if I do nor cut 
All your Throats ſleeping. 
Fred. Oh, do not think of ſuch a thing. 
Fac. Otherwiſe, if ſhe be in earneſt, the ſhort is, Iam. 
Frank. Alas, I am. 3 
Fac. And I did not think it poſſible any Woman 
Could have lik'd this Face; it's good for nothing, is't? 
Clo. Yes, it's worth forty Shillings to pawn, 
Being lin'd almoſt quite through with Velvet. 
Frank. Tis better than your Fulio's. 
Fac. Thou thinkeſt ſo, 
But otherwiſe, in faith, it is not, Frank. 
[Whilſt Jacomo is Filing Frank, 
Enter Fabricio. 
Fab. Hiſt, Jacomo, how doſt thou, Boy? Ha! 
Fac. Why, very well, I thank you, Sir. (Paſlages, 
Fab. Do'ſt thou perceive the Reaſon of Matters and 
Yet, Sirrah, or no.? 
Jac. *Tis wondrous good, Sir. 
Fab. I have done ſimply for you, 
But now you are beaten to ſome Underſtanding, 
I pray you dally not with the Gentle woman, 
But diſpatch your Matrimony with all convenient Specd. 
Fred. He gives good Counſel. | 
Fac. And I will follow it. 
Fab. And I you; prithee do not take it unkindly, 


For 


For 
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For truſt re, 1 boxt thee for thy Advancement, 
A fooliſh deſire I had to Jo ggle thee into Preferment: 
7ac.I a prehend you 8185 and if I can ſtudy out a courſe 
15 Baſtinadin may an 11 * raiſe your ortunes 
In the State, you ſhall be ſure on t. 
Fab. Oh Sir, keep oor way, God ſend you much 3 joy | 
Clo. And me my 
0 God I here his 7 now ke is true, 
Have at a marriage ien as ſoon as you. 
Exeunt all but Fred. 
Enter a  Meſſeng er. i 
Meſſ. Sir, I would ſpeak with you. | 
Fred. What is your haſty buſineſs, Friend? 
Meſſ. The Duke commands your preſent Attendance 
Fred. The Cauſe ? _ .at Court: 
Meſſ. 1 know not in particular; but this: 
Many are ſent for more, about Affairs 
Foreign I take it, Sir. 
Fred. 1 will be there | 
Within this hour, return my humble Service. 
Meſſ. 1 will, Sir. Exit Meſſenger 
Fred. Farewel friend. What News with you? 
Enter a Servant. 
ver. My Miſtreſs would defire you, Sir, to follow | 
With all the haſte you can, ſhe is oneto Church, 
To marry Captain Facomo; and Juli 


To do as — for the young m De [ 
Far Miſtreſs Cora ? * | 


Held. Julio marry Clora ? 

Thou art deceiv'd, I warrant thee; 
der, No ſure, Sir. | 

[ aw their Lig as cloſe upon the Bargain } 2 16 BO 

"s Cockle, ; | * 
ed. Give em joy; I cannot now go, 

The Duke hath MB mein haſte. 25 

WI. , This Note, Sir, when you are free, 5 

in 2 where they are. Exit. 


Fred. reads. Vou ſhall find us all at Signior Augelo's, 
here Ck and the worthy 7 — | 

amous Memory, are to be Married, 
Vor, Iv. 9 And 
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And we not far behind. 


Would I had time 
To wonder at this laſt Couple in Hell, 


Enter Meſſenger again. 
Meſſ. You are ſtaid for, Sir. 
Fed. I come, pray God the Buſineſs - * 
Hold me not from this ſport, I would not loſe it. ¶ Exe. 


e N Net 


Euter Fushi, Piſo, Angelo, and Lelia. 
Ang. God give you JoH and 1 99 80 hy live together 


A happy Pair. 8 
Piſo. I do not doubt We ſhall. T Fortune, 5 
There was never Gentleman bad ſuch a ſudden 
J could thruſt my Head betwixt two Pales, and ſtrip me 
out of y (faid'it A 
My old Skin like a Grille 3 Will the Gueſts come, thou x 


Thou ſenr'ft for to ſolemnize the Nuptials? 
Fath. They will, Ilookt for em Ser this, 
Enter Julio, Jacoma; Fabricio, F ale nd Clora, 


Jul. By your leave all. 

Fath. They're here, Sir. 

Ful. Eſpecially, N 
I ask your pardon, to whoſe Marriage Bed 
I wiſſr all good ſucceſs, I have here brought you 
Such Gueſts as can di ſoeru your Happineſs, 
And heſt do know how to rejoyce at it 
For ſuch a fortune they ee have Ns 
The worthy Jacomo, and his fair Bride, 
Noble Fabrici9, whom this age of Peace 
Has not yet taught to love ought but the Wars, 
And his true Friend; this Lady, who is but | 
A yore of me. 

el. Sir | 

Sir, you are n all, 70. (kai ad 


Are they not, Sir? 
Piſo. Bring in ſome Wine, * of the Wine 


Lodowick the Fool ſent hither : Whocver thou bid' 
Welcome, ſhall find it 
Lel. An unexpected Honour you have done 
To pur too haſty Wedding. a 
Fac. Faith, Madam, r dae 
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We're glad to run up and down any whether, to ſee 
We can get Meat to our Wedding. There 
Piſo. That Lodowick hath provided too, good Aſs. 
Ang. I thought you, Julio, would not thus have ſtollen 
a Marriage, = | 
Without acquainting your Friends. | 
Jul. Why, I did give thee inklings. (cer almoſt 
Ang. If a Marriage ſhould be thus flubber'd up ina Play, 
Any body had taken notice you were in love, the Spe- 
Would take it to be but ridiculous. (Ctators 


* Jul. This was the firſt, and 1 will never hide 
x Another Secret from vou. | 
; b Euter Fatber. 


* Fath. Sir, yonder's your Friend Lodowick, hide your ſelf, 
Fl And 'twill be the beſt ſport---=-» 
Fiſo. Gentlemen, I pray you take no notice I'm here, 
The Coxcomb Lodowick is coming in. 
Ener Lodowick. 
L:d. Is that the Lady? 
Fath. That is my Lady. 2." 
Lod. As live ſhe's a fair one; what make all theſe here? 
Fath. O Lord Sir, ſhe is fo peſter d (us. 
Fab. Now will the ſport be, it runs right as Julio told 
Ld. Fair Lady, health to you; ſome words 1 have, that 
Require an utterance more private. 
Than this Place can afford. 
Lel. I'll call my Husband, 
All buſineſs I hear with his Ears now. 
Lod. Good Madam no, but I perceive your Jeſt, 
You have no Husbard, I am the very Man 
That walk'd the Streets ſo comely. 
Le]. Are you fo? | 
Lid. Yes faith, when Cupid firſt did prick your Heart. 
am not cruel, but the Love began 
[th Street, I'll farisfie i'th* Chamber fully. 
Lel. To ask a Madman whether he be mad 
Vere but an idle Queſtion, if you be, 
do nat ſpeak to you, but if you be not. 
Walk in the Streets again, and there perhaps 


way dote on you, here 4 not endure you. 2 
—— op | ode 


* a 
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Lod. Good Madam tay; do not you know this Ring? 
Lel. Yes, it was mine, I ſent it by my Man 
To change, and fo he did, it has a blemiſh, 
And this he brought me for it; did you change it? | 
Are you a Goldſmith ? 
Lod. Sure the World is mad. 
Sirrah, did you not bring me this Ring from your Lady? / 


Fath. Yes ſurely Sir, did I; but your Worſhip muſt 1 
een bear with me, | | 
For there was a miſtaking in it; and ſo, as I was I 
Saying to your Worthip, my Lady is now married. B 
Lod. Married? To whom ? | Y 
Fath. To your W orſhip's Friend, Piſo. [ 
Lod. S'death, to Piſo? | D 
Piſo within. Ha, ha, ha. [1 
Ang. Yes Sir, I can aſſure you ſhe's married to him, A 
I ſaw't with thele gray Eyes. | lt 
Lod. W hy what a Rogueart thou then? Thou haſt made | 
Me ſend in Proviſion too, (Words in's Mouth; WM 1 d 
Fath. O, a Gentleman ſhould not have ſuch foul I Co 
But your Worſhip's Proviſion could not have come in at WY Th 
a fitter time; Let 
Will it pleaſe you totaſt any of your own Wine? k : 


It may be the Vintner has cozen'd you. 
Lad. Pox, I am mad. Ne (out. Shi, 
Ang. You have always Plots, Sir, and ſee how they fal 7 


Fac. You had a Plot upon me, how do you like this? 7 
Lod. | do not ſpeak to you. 124.0 The 

Fab. Becauſe you dare not. (in this Ring 
Lod. But I will have one of that old Rogues Teeth ſe 5. 
Farb. Doſt not thou know that I can beat thee? We 
Doſt thou know it now? | Diſcovers bimſe! 74 
Lod. He beat me once indeed. Fa 
Fath. And if you have forgot it, I can call a Witneſs Fr. 
Come forth i remember you it? fa 
re 


Piſo. Faith I do call to mind ſuch a matter. 

Fath. And if I cannot ſtill do't, you are young, 
And will aſſiſt your Father-in-law. 

Piſo. My Pather-in-law ? | 


Ang. Your Father - in- la w, as ſure as this is Widow 25 


— 
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? Piſo. How ! Widow Lelia? 
i Fath. Tfaith 'tis ſhe, Son. | 
Lod. Ha, ha, ha, let my Proviſion go, I am glad I 
Have miſs'd the Woman. | 
Piſo. Have you put a Whore upon me ? 
Lel. By Heav'n you do me wrong, I have a Heart 
E As pure as any Woman's, and I mean 
it To keep it fo for ever. 
Fath, There is no ſtarting now, Son, if you offer't ; 
| can compel you; her Eſtate is great, 
But all made o'er to me, before this Match: 
Yet if you uſe her kindly, as I ſwear 
| think ſhe will deſerve, you thall enjoy it 
During your life, all ſave ſome ſlender piece 
[ will relerve for my own maintenance, 
f And if God bleſs you with a Child by her, 
It ſhall have all. | 
ade P;ſo, So I may have the Means, 
th; do not much care what the Woman is : 
oul WW Come my ſweet Heart, as long as I ſhall find 
1 at Thy Kiſſes ſweet, and thy Means plentiful, 
Let People talk their Tongues out. 4 74 
Lel, They may talk 
Of what is paſs'd, but all that is to come 
out. WI Shall be without occaſion. 
fall l. Shall we not make Piſo and Lodowick Friends? 
s? Fac. Hang em, they dare not be Enemies, or if they be, 
The danger is not great. Welcome Frederick. 
ing Enter Frederick. 
h (cl Fed. Firſt joy unto you all; and next I think 
We ſhall have Wars. | | 
pſel Jac. Give me ſome Wine, I'll drink to that. 
Fab. I'll pledge. 
nel frank. Bur I ſhall loſe you then. (a Soldier. 
fac, Not a whit, Wench); Ell teach thee preſently to be 
Fred. Fabricio's command, and yours, are both reſtor d. 
Jac. Bring me four Glaſſes then. | 
Fab. Where are they? | | 
g. You ſhall not drink em here, tis Supper time, 
Leli⸗ And from my Houſe no Creature here {hall ſtir, | 
iſo Cc; . Theſe 
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Theſe three days, Mirth ſhall flow as well as Wine. 
Zath. Content, within I'll tell you more at large 

How much I am bound to all, but molt to you, 

W hoſe undeſerved Liberality 

Muſt not eſcape thus unrequited. 
Jac. Tis happineſs to me, I did fo well: 

Of every noble Action, the intent 

Is to give Worth Reward, Vice, Puniſhment. | Exeunt. 


— 


E P 1 IL O G U k. 


3 you-miſlike (as you ſhall ever be 
Your own free Judges) this Play utterly, 
For your own Nobleneſs yet do not hiſt, 
But as you go by, ſay it was amiſs, 

we will mend : Chide us, but let it be 
Never in cold Blood : O' my Honeſty 
(If I have any) this PII ſay for all, 
Our Meaning was to 2 you ſtill, and ſhall. 
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PROPHETESS. 


/ 


N 


ragical 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
NM E N. 


Harinus, Emperor of Rome. 
| Coſroe, King of Perſia, 
Diocles, of a private Soldier elected Co-Emperor. 
Maximinian, Nephew ro Diocles, and Emperor by bis D. — 


nation. | 
Volutius Aper, Murtherer of Numerianus, the late Eu- 
feror. 


Niger, @ noble Soldier, Servant to the Emperor, 
Camurius, 4 Captain, and Creature of Aper's, 


Perfian Lords. 
Senators. © & 
Soldiers. 
Guard. 
Sui tors. . 
Ambaſſadors. - x 
Lidors. a 
Flamen. FE: , p 
Attendants. 7 1 ; 
| Shepherd. | 0 
Cuntry- men. ö | 1 
Geta, @ Feſter, Servant ro Diocles, a merry Knave. ® l 
| | ear | 
L W O M E N . Made 
| | Out o 
Aurelius, Ster ro Charinus. | [ ſhall 
Caſſana, Siſter to Coſroe, a Captive, waiting on Aurelia. Au 
Delphia, 4 Propbeteſs. 8 You ſ 
Druſilla, Neice to Delphia, in love with Diocles. oe 
t c or 
ET i Great 
SCENE ROME. pere 
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CCC 
THE 


ACT I SCENE I. 
Enter Charinus, Aurelia, and Niger. 


CHARINUS. 
OU buz into my Head ſtrange likelihoods, 
And fill me full of Doubts: But what 
Proots, Niger, (Brother 

W hat Certainties, that my moſt noble 
Came to his end by Murther? Tell me 
— 1 Aſſure me by ſome Circumſtance. (that, 
Nig. I will, Sir. K 
And as I tell you truth, ſo the Gods proſper me. 
[have often nam'd this Aper. 

Cha. True, ye have done: 
\nd in myſterious Senſes I have heard ye 
break out o'th* ſudden, and abruptly. 

Nig. True, Sir. > 
fear of your Unbelicf, and the Time's giddineſs, 
Made me I durſt not then go farther. So your Grace 
Out of your wonted Goodneſs to give credit, (pleaſe 
[ſhall unfold the Wonder. | 

Aur. Do it boldly : 
Tou ſhall have both our hearty Loves, and Hearings. 

Mg. This Aper then, this too much honour'd Villain, 
(For he deſerves no mention of a good Man) 
Great Sir, giveEar: This moſt ungrateful, ſpightful, 
Above the memory of Mankind miſchievous, 
With his own bloody Hands 


+» 


Cha. 


PROPHETESS. 


2038 Ihe Propheteſs. 
Cha. Take heed. 


Nig. I am in, Sir; 

And if I make not good my Story 
Aur. Forward: | 
I ſee a Truth would break out: Be not fearful. 
Mg. I fay, this Aper, and his damn'd Ambition, 

Cur off your Brother's Hopes, his Life, and Fortunes: 
The honour'd Numerians fell by him, | 
Fell baſely, moſt untimely, and moſt treacherouſl: 
For in his Litter, as he bore him Company, 
Moſt privately and cunningly he kill'd him 
Yet ſtill he fills rhe faithful Soldiers Ears 
With ſtories of his weakneſs; of his Life; 
That he dare not venture to appear in open, * 
And ſhew his warlike Face among the Soldiers; 
The tenderneſs and weaknels of his Eyes, 
Being not able to endure the Sun yer. 
Slave that he is, he gives out this Infirmity 
(Becauſe he would difpatch his Honour too) 
To ariſe from Wantonnels, and love of Women, 
And thus he juggles ſtill. 

Aur. O moſt pernicious, 
Moſt bloody, and moſt baſe ! Alas, dear Brother, 
Art thou accu d, and after Death thy Memory 
Loaden with Shames and Lies? Thoſe pious Tears 
Thou daily ſhower'dſt upon my Father's Monument, 
(When in the Perſian Expedition 
He fell unfortunately by a ftroak of Thunder) 
Made thy Defame and Sins? Thoſe wept out Eyes, 
The fair Examples of a noble Nature, 
Thoſe holy drops of Love, turn'd by Depravers 
(Malicious poiſon'd Tongues) to thy Abuſes? 
We mult not ſuffer this. | 


yd .]} KK 


Cha. It ſhows a truth now: 
And ſure this Aper is not right nor honeſt, 
He will not come near me. bens 
Nziz. No, he dare not: 
He has an Inmate here, that's call'd a Conſcience, 
Bids him keep off. | 
Cha, My Brother honour'd him, Ma ge 
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Made him firſt Captain of his Guard, his next Friend; 
Then to my Mother (to aſſure him nearer) 
He made him Husband 

Nig. And withal Ambitious: ; | Bj 
For when he trod ſo nigh, his falſe Feet itch'd, Sir, 
To ſtep into the State. | 

Aur. It ye believe, Brother, 
Aper a bloody Knave, as 'tis apparent, 
Let s leave diſputing, and do ſomething Noble. 
Cha. Siſter, be rul'd, I am not yet ſo powerſul, 
To meet him in the Field: He has under him 
Ihe flower of all the Empire, and the ſtrength, 
The Britain and the German Cohorts; pray ye be patient. 
Mger, how ſtands the Soldier to him? | 

Mg. In Fear, more, Sir, | 1 
Than Love or Honour: He has loft their fir Affections, 
by his moſt covetous and greedy Griping. 
Are ye deſirous to do ſomething on him, 
That all the World may know ye lov'd your Brother ? 
And do it ſafely too, without an Army? 

Cha. Moft willingly. 

Mg. Then ſend out a Profcription, 
dend ſuddenly: And to that Man that executes it, 
mean, that brings his Head) add a fair Payment, 
No common Sum: Then ye ſhall ſee, I fear not, 
Eren from his own Camp, from thoſe Men that follow 
follow, and flatter him, we ſhall find one, (him, 
And if he miſs, one hundred that will venture it. 

Aur. For his Reward, it ſhall be ſo, dear Brother, 
9 far I'll honour him that kills the Villain, 
For ſo far runs my Love to my dead Brother, 
Let himbe what he will, baſe, old, or crooked, 
He hall have me: Nay, which is more, il love him. 
will not be denied. | 

Cha. You ſhall nor, Siſter. 

ut ye ſhall know, my Love ſhall go along too: 
dee a Proſcription drawn; and for his Recompence, 
My Siſter, and half Partner in the Empire; 
and I will keep my Word. 

Aur, Now ye do bravely. 


ade 


Nig. 
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Nig. And though it coſt my Life, T1I ſee it publiſh'g, 


Cha. Away then, for the buſineſs. F 
Nig. I am gone, Sir - 1 
You ſhall have all diſpatch'd to Night. \ 
Cha, Be proſperous. _ I 
Aur. And let the Villain fall. A 
Nig. Fear nothing, Madam. ; [ Exeunt. ö 
| ö 
S CEN E. IL [ 
Enter Delphia and Druſilla. X 
Dru. Tis true, that Diocles is courteous, W 
And of a pleaſant Nature, ſweet and temperate; 8 
His Couſin Maximinian, proud and bloody. B 
Del. Yes, and miſtruſtful too, my Girl; take heed, 8 
Although he ſeem to love thee, and affect E 
Like the more Courtier, curious Complement, F 
Yet have a care. "3% A 
Dru. You know all my Affection, | 80 
And all my Heart-defires, is ſet on Diocles. 
But, Aunt, how coldly he requites this courteſie, 
How dull and heavily he looks upon me, wie 
Although I woo him ſometimes beyond modeity, 
Beyond a Virgin's care: How ſtill he {lights me, 
And puts me {till off with your Prophecy, 
And the performance of your late Prediction, | 
That when he is Emperor, then he will marry me: 1 
Alas, What hope of that? ; De 
Del. Peace, and be patient, W 
For though he be now a Man moſt miſerable, Or 
Of no Rank, nor no badge of Honour on him, Ca 
Bred low and poor, no Eye of favour ſhining To 
And though my ſure Prediction of his riſing, a 
Which can no inore fail, than the Day or Night docs, F 
Nay, let him be afleep, will overtake him, An 
Have found ſome rubs and ſtops, yet hear me, Niece, N ( 
And hear me with a Faith, it ſhall come to him. Oo 
FII tell thee the occaſion. , 
Dru. Do, good Aunt ; | * For 
For yet I am ignorant. | . Ift] 
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d. Del. Chiding him one Day 

For being too near and ſparing for a Soldier, 

Too griping, and too greedy: He made anſwer, 

When I am Ceſar, then I will be liberal; 

| preſently inſpir d with holy fire, 

And my Prophetick Spirit burning in me, 
nt. Gave anſwer from the Gods; and this it was, 

 Inperator eris Rome, cum Aprum grandem interfeceris : 
Thou ſhalt be Emperor, O Drocles, 
When thou haſt kill'd a mighty Boar. From that time, 
As giving credit to my words, he has imploy'd 
Much of his life in hunting. Many Boars 
Hideous and fierce, with his own Hands he has kill'd too, 
But yet not lighted on the fatal one, 
Should raiſe him to the Empire: Be not ſad, Niece, 
Fer long he ſhall : Come, let's go entertain him; 
For by this time, I gueſs, he comes from hunting: 
And by my art, I find this very inſtant 
Some great deſign's afoot. 
Dru. The Gods give good, Aunt. [ Exeunt. 


S C.EN E III. 


Enter Diocles, Maximinian, and Geta, with a Boar. 


Dio. Lay down the Boar. | 
Geta. With all my Heart, I am weary on't ; 
[ ſhall turn Jew, if I carry many ſuch burthens, 
Do you think, Maſter, to be Emperor 
With killing Swine ? ye may be an honeſt Butcher, 
Or ally'd to a ſeemly Family of Sowſe-wives. 
Can you be ſuch an Aſs, my reyerend Maſter, _ 
To think theſe Springs of Pork will ſhoot up Ceſars? 
Max. The Fool ſays true. 
Dio. Come leave your fooling, Sirrah, | 
and think of what thou ſhalt be when I am Emperor. 
' Gera, Would it would come with thinking, for then 
U'my Conſcience I ſhould be at leaſt a Senator. | 
Max, A Sowter | 
, For that's a place more fitted to thy Nature, 
Del there could be ſuch an expectation. 
e | 


Or 
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Or ſay the Devil could perform this wonder, 

Can ſuch a Raſcal as thou art hope for Honour? 

Such a Log- carrying Lowt? 
Gera. Ves, and bcar it too, 

And bear it ſwimmingly. I am not the fr ſt Aſe, Sir, 

Has born good Office, and perfornid.ir reverendly. 
Dio. Thou being theSonota'Tiler, canſt thou hope tobe 

a Senator ? (to be an Emperor? 

Geta. Thou being the 80 10ta Tanner, canſt thou hope 
Dio. Thou fay'it true, Gera, there's a ſtop indeed 

Put vet the bold and virtuous, 
Geta. Ve are right, Maſter, | 

Right as a Gun: For we the virtuous, 


Though we be Kennel-rakers, Scabs, and Scoundrels, 


bas e the diſcreet and bold: And yet, now 1 remember it, 
We Tilers may delerve to be Senators; 
And there we ſtep before you thick-skin'd Tanners,, 
For we are born three Stories high; no baſe ones, 
None of your groundlings, Maller. 
Dio. I like thee well, 
Thau haſt a good Mind, as I have, to this Honour. 
Geta ds g good A inthe, Sir, of a ſimple Plaiſterer 
And when] come to execute my Office, 
Then you ſhall ice. 
Max. W hat? 
Gela. An Ottficer in fury: 
An Officer as he ought to be: Do you laugh at it? 
Is a Senator, in hope, worth no more Reverence? 
Ey theſe Hands I'll clap you by thi Heels the firſt hour of it. 
Max. © my Conſcience, the Fellow believes. 
Dio. Ay, do, do, Geta, 
For if J once be Emperor 
Get, Then will I, 
(For wiſe Men muſt be had ta „prop. the Republick) 
Not bate ye a ſingle Ace of a {ound Senator. 
Dio. But what ſhall we do the whilſt? 
Geta Kill Swine, and ſowie em, 
And eat *em when we have Bread. 
Max. W hy didſt thou run away 


? 
W hen the — made toward thee? art thou not .* 
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Geta. No indeed am I not; and tis for mine Honour too: 
took a Tree, tis true, gave way to the Monſter; 
Hark what Diſcretion ſays, let Fury paſs; 

From the Tooth of a mad Beaſt, and the Tongue 
Of a Slanderer, - preferve thine Honour. | 

Dio. He talks hke a full Senator. 

Go, take it up, and carry it in: *ris a huge one; 
We never kilPd fo large a Swine; fo ficrce too 
I never met with yet. 

Max. Take heed, it ſtirs again; | 
How nimbly the Rogue runs up! he climbslike a Squirrel. 

Dio. Come down ye Dunce, is it not dead? 

Geta. 1 know not. 1 
Dio. His Throat is cut, and his Bowels out. 

Geta. That's all one 
lam ſure his Teeth are in; and for any thing I know, 
He may have Pigs ot his own Nature in's Belly. 

Dio. Come, take him up I fay, and fee him dreſs'd, 
He is lat, and will be luſty Meat; away with him, 

And get ſome of him ready for our Dinner. 

Geta. Shall he be roaſted whole, 

And ſerv'd up in a Sowee- tub? a portly ſerviee, 
I'l run i'th' Wheel my ſelf. | 

Max. Sirrah, leave your praring, 
and get ſome piece of him ready preſently, 
We are weary both, and hungry. 

Geta. l' about it. 

What an inundation of BrewiG ſhall I ſwim in? ¶ Exit. 

Dio. Thou art ever dull and melancholy, Couſin, 
Diltruſtſul of my hopes. 

Max. Why, can ye blame me? 

Do Men give (credit to a Juggler? 
Dio. Thou know'ſt the is a Propheteſs. 
9 Max. A ſmall one, 
And as ſmal Profit to be hop'd for by her. 
Di. Thou art the ſtrangeſt Man; how does thy hurt? 
The Boar came near you, Sr. | F 
Mer. A ſcratch, a ſcratch. (angry. 

2 Vio. it akes and troubles thee, and that makes thee 
ant BY Lex. Not at the Pain, but at the Pract ce, 8 

| The 
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The butcherly baſe cuſtom of our lives now: 
Had a brave Enemy's Sword drawn ſo much from me, 
Or danger met me in the head o'th' Army, 
To have bluſh d thus in my Blood, had beenmine Honour. 
Bur to live baſe, like Swine-herds, and believe too, 
To be fool'd out with Tales, and old Wives Dreams, 
Dreams, when they are drunk. 

Dio. Certain, you much miſtake her. 

Max. Miſtake her? hang her: To be made her Purveyors, V 


To feed her old Chaps; to provide her daily, M 
And bring in Feaſts, whilſt ſhe fits farting at us, A 
Ard blowing out her Prophecies at both ends. W 
Dio. Prithee be wiſe : Doſt thou think, Maximinian, Wb. 
So great a Reverence, and ſo ſtaid a Knowledge W 
Max. Sur-reverence, you would ſay: What Truth? Wir 
What Knowledge? | | 
W hart any thing, bur cating, is good in her? 


Twould make a Fool prophecy to be fed continually: 
Whar do you get? your labour and your danger; 
Whilſt ſhe fits bathing in her larded fury. 
Infpir'd with full deep Cups, who cannot Prophecy? 
A Tinker, out of Ale, will give Predictions : 
But who believes? 
Dio. She is a holy Druid. 
A Woman noted for that Faith, that Piety, 
Belov'd of Heav'n. | 
Max. Heav'n knows, I do not believe it. 
Indeed, I mult confeſs, they are excellent Jugglers; 
Their Age upon ſome Fools too flings a confidence; 
But what grounds have they, what elements to work on? 
Show mas. that; the Sieve and Sheers ? a learned one. 
I have no patience to diſpute this Queſtion, 
*Tis ſo ridiculous; I think the Devil does help em: 
Or rather, mark me well, abuſe em, Uncle: 
For they are as fit to deal with him; theſe old Women, 
They are as jump and ſquar'd out to his nature 
Dio. Thou haſt a perfect malice. 
Max. So l would have 5 
Againſt theſe purblind Prophets; for look ye, Sir, Old 


fall a truth hangs ever on her Prophecies, 
Mat hom I ſhould think otherwiſe. 
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Old Women will lie monſtrouſly, fo will the Devil, 

Or elſe he has had much wrong: upon my knowledge, 
Old Women are malicious, fo is he; y 

They are proud, and covetous, revengeful, lecherous, 


All which are excellent Attributes of the Devil. 
They would at laſt ſeem holy, ſo would he; 


And to vail over theſe Villanies, they would Propheſie; 


He gives them leave now and then to uſe their cunnings, 
Which is to kill a Cow, or blaſt a Harveſt, | 
Make young Pigs pipe themſelves to Death,choakPoultry, 
And chate a Dairy-wench into a Feaver 

With pumping for her Butter. 

but when he makes theſe Agents to raiſe Emperors, 
When he.diſpoſes Fortune as his Servant, 


And tyes her to old Wives Tails | 


Dio. Go thy ways, | 
Thou art a learned Scholar, againſt credir. 
lou hear the Prophecy? 

Max. Yes, and I laugh at it, 

And ſo will any Man can tell but twenty, 
[hat is not blind, as you are blind and ignorant. 

90 you think ſhe knows your Fortune 

Div. I do think it. 

Max. I know ſhe has the Name of a rare Soothſayer, 
bit do you in your Conſcience believe her holy? 
pied with ſuch Prophetick fire? 

Div, Yes in my Conſcience. 

Max. And that you muſt upon neceſſity 
om her words be a Ceſar? 

Div. If 1 live. 

ax. There's one ſtop yet. 

Div, And follow her Directions. 
Har. But do not juggle with me. 
Div, In faith, Couſin, 


*. Very well, Sir; 


0 then believe (for methinks 'tis moſt neceſſary) 


knows her own Fate? 


D d Max, 


Dio. believe it certain. 
91. IV. | 
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Max. Dare you but be ſo wile to let me try it, 
For I ſtand doubtful. 

Dio. How? 

Max. Come nearer to me; 
Becauſe her cunning Devil ſhall not prevent me; 
Cloſe, cloſe, and hear; if the can turn this Deſtiny, 
F1l be of your Faith too. 

Dio. Forward, I fear not. 
For if ſhe knows not this, ſure ſhe knows nothing. 

-Enter Delphia. 


I am fo confident 
Max. Faith ſo am I too, 
That I ſhall make her Devil's ſides hum. 
Dio. She comes here, a6 4 
Go take your ſtand. . 
Max. Now holly, or you howl fort. - [ Exit. 
Dio. *Tis pity this young Man ſhould be ſo ſtubborn. W 
Valiant he is, and to his Valour temperate, It 
Only diſtruſtful of Delays in Fortune; 


I love him dearly well. 

Del. Now my Son Diocles, 
Are ye not weary of your Game to day? : 
And are ye well? | No 

Dio Yes, Mother, well and luſty ; | Th 
Only ye make me hunt for empty Shadows. (Day = 

Del. You mult have Patience, Rye was not built in one Tha 
And he that hopes, muſt give his hopes their currents. Laſi 
You have kill'd a mi 8 Ba 

Dio. But I am no 1 p "Y 
Why do ye fool me thus, and make. me follow _ 
Your flattering Expectation hour by hour? 1 
R ſe early, and ſleep late? to feed your Appetites, 4 A 
Forgct my Trade, my Arms? forſake mine Honour, — 


Labour and ſweat to arrive at a baſe Memory? Mer? 


Oppole my ſelf to hazards of all torts, Ih 
Only to win the barbarous Name ot Butcher ? Jo 
Del. Son, you are wile. | 4 n * 
> 


Dio. But you are cunning, Mother; 
And with tliat Cannon, and the Faith I give ye, Both 
Ye lead me blindly to no End, no Honour. vo Aud ir 
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You find ye are daily fed, you take no Labour, 
Your Family at Eaſe, they know no Market, 
And theretore to maintain this, you ſpeak darkly, 
As darkly {till ye nouriſh it, whilſt I, 
being a credulous and obſequious Coxcomb, 
Hunt daily, and ſweat hourly, to find out 
To clear your Myſtery; kill Boar on Boar, 
and make your Spits and Pots bow with my Bounties - 
Yer I ſtill poorer, further ſtill 
Del. Be provident, | 
4nd tempt not the Gods Dooms; ſtop not the Glory 
They are ready to fix on ye. Ye are a Fool then; 
Chearful and gratetul Takers the Gods love, 
And ſuch as wait their Pleaſures with full hopes; 
The doubrtul and diſtruſtful Man Heav'n frowns at. 
What I have told you by my Inſpiration, 
| tell ye once again, muſt and ſhall find ye. 
Dio. But when;.or how? | 
Del. Cum Aprum interfeceris. 
Dio. I have kill'd many. 
Del. Not the Boar they point ye; 
Nor muſt I reveal further, till you clear it. 
The lots of glorious Men are wrapt in Myſteries, 
Aud fo deliver'd: Common and light Creatures, 
That have their-Ends as open as their Actions, 
Laſie and open Fortunes follow. 
Max. I ſhall try 
How deep your Inſpiration lies hid in ye, 
And whether your brave Spirit have a Buckler 
To keep this Arrow off, I'll make you ſmoak elſe, 
Dio. Knowing my Fortune ſo preciſely, punctualiy, 
And that it muſt fall without contradiction, 
being a Stranger of no tye unto ye, 
Methinks you ſhould be ſtudied in your own, 
In your own Deſtiny, methinks, moſt perfect, 
and every hour, and every minute, Mother, 
do great a care ſhould Heav'n have of her Miniſters; 
Methinks your Fortunes both ways ſhould appear to ye, 
th to avoid, and take. Can the Stars now, 
roi And all thoſe influences you receive into ye, 
D d 2 Or 
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Or ſecret Inſpirations ye make ſhey of, 
It an hard fortune hung, and were now ready 


To pour it ſelf upon your Life, deliver ye? It 
Can they now ſay, Take heed? He 
Del. Ha? pray ye come hither. (ye, 0 
Max. I would know that : I fear your Devil will cozen 4 
And ſtand as cloſe as ye can, I ſhall be with ye. He 
Del. I find a preſent Ill, ( 
Dio. How? WI 
Del. Bur I ſcorn it. | 1 
Max. Do ye fo? do ye ſo? 0 
Del. Ves, and laugh at it, Dioc les. Yer 
Is it not ſtrange, theſe wild and fooliſh Men He 
Should dare to oppoſe the power of Deſtiny? May 
That Power the Gods ſhake at? Look yonder, Son. N 
Max. Have ye ſpy'd me? then have at ye. G 
Del. Do, ſhoot boldly. [hay 


Hit me and ſpare not, if thou canſt. 


Dio. Shoot, Couſin. | | ; N 
Max. I cannot, mine Arm's dead, I have no feeling; And 
Or if I could ſhoot, ſo ſtrong is her arm'd Virtue, dare 
She would catch the Arrow flying. 1. 
Del. Poor doubtful People, 1 

I pity your weak Faiths. air 
Dio. Your mercy, Mother, Dro 
And from this Hour a Deity, I crown ye. De] 
Del. No more of that. Now 
Max. O let my Prayers prevail too, Dro 
Here like a Tree, I dwell elſe: Free me Mother, and 
And greater than great Fortune, I'll adore thee. | Nig 
Del. Be free again, and have more pure thoughts in ye WI ud 
Dio. Now I believe your words moſt conſtantly, be n 
And when I have that Power ye have promis'd to me. Di 
Del. Remember then your Vow: my Niece , thy 

I mean, to marry her, and then ye proſper. Mg. 
Vio. I ſhall forget my Life elſc. | Max 
Del. I am a poor weak Woman; to me no orſhip. M. 
Euter Niger, Geta, and Soldiers. : © ye {| 

Get. And ſhall he have, as you ſay, that kills this er? Ne . 

Y 


Del. Now mark and underſtand. Nig 


— 
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Nig. The Proſcription's up, 
th Market- place tis up, there ye may read it, 
He ſhall have half the Empire. 

Get. A pretty Farm, i'faith. 

Nig. And the Emperor's Siſter, bright Aurelia, 
Her to his Wife. 
Get. Ye ſay well, Friend; but hark ye, 
Who ſhall do this? 

Nig. You, if ye dare. 

Get, I think fo: 

Yer I could poiſon him in a Pot of Perry, | 
He loves that veng ancely: But when I have done thus, 
May I lye with the Gentlewoman? 

Nig. Lye with her? what elſe, Man? 

Get. Yes, Man, 
Ihveknowna Man married, that never lay with his Wife 
Thoſe dancing days are done. 

Mg. Theſe are old Soldiers, 

And poor, it ſeems. I'll try their Appetites. 
dare ye brave Soldiers. 

Max. Sir, ye talk'd of Proſcriptions? 

Nig. 'Tis true, there is one ſet up from the Emperor 
gzinſt Volutius Aper. 

Dio. Aber? 
Del. Now; 
Now have ye found the Boar? 
Dig. J have the meaning; 
ud bleſſed Mother 

Mg. He has ſcorn'd his Maſter, 
ud bloodily cut off by treachery 
The noble Brother to him. 


e-. He lives here, Sir, | | 
Glo, Wkly and weak. 
Mg. Did you ſee him? 


Max. No. 
Mg. He is murthered; 
o ye ſhall find it mention d from the Emperor, 
4 honeſt faithful Soldiers, but believe it; 
, by the Gods, you will find it ſo, he is murthered, 


ſte manner how, read in the large Proſcription. 
n Del. 


i 
X \ | 
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Del. It is moſt true, Son; and he cozens ye, 
Aper's a Villain falfe. | 

Dio. I thank ye, Mother, 
And dare bclieve ye: Hark ye, Sir, the Recompence? 
As ye related. | 


Nig. Is as firm as Faith, Sir; 45 
Bring him alive or dead. | u 
Max. You took a fit time, (him nor, D1 
The General being out o'th' Town; for though we love T, 
Yet had he known this firſt, you had paid for't dearly. 0! 
Dio. "Vis Niger, now I know him; honeſt Niger, Or 
A true ſound Man, and I believe him conftantly : Ne 
Your buſineſs may be done, make no great hutry ] 
For your own ſafety. | Per 
Nig. No, I am gone, I thank ye. Exit. Col 
Dio. Pray, Maximinian, pray. Th 
Max. II pray and work toe. 5 Fo 
Dio Vl! to the Market- place, and read the Offer, M. 
And now I have found the Boar. | | Ret 
Del. Find your own Faith too, Find 
And remember what ye have vow'd. My 
Dio. O Mother. | Gal 
Del. Proſper. . Or | 
Jet. Tf my Maſter and Ido this, there's two Emperors, D 
And whata ſhow will that make? how weſhall bounce it? WI hob 
[ Excunt. ro: 

| Ton 

— — lo 
| | 2 S0 
ACTI. SCENE L t 

: In his 

Euter Druſilla and Delphia. 3 

Dru. I Eave-us, and not vouchſafe a parting kiſs ... >, 
Jo her that in his hopes of Greatneſſlives, And; 

And goes along with him in all his Dangers? And ſ 
Del. I grant twas moſt inhuman. And c 
Dru. O you give it | | Are by 
Too mild a Name; 'twas more than barbarous, That's 


And you a Partner in't. © Del That | 


el. 
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Del. I, Drufilla * 

Dri. Yes, | 
You have blown his ſwoln Pride to that vaſtneſs, 
as he believes the Earth is in his Fathom, © 
This makes him quite forget his humble Being: 
And can I hope that he, that only fed 
With the imagin'd Food of future Empire, 
Didains even thoſe that gave him Means, and Life, 
To nouriſh ſuch Deſires, when he's poſſeſt 
Of his ambitious Ends (which mult fall on him, 
Or your Predictions are falſe) will ever 
Deſcend to look on me? 

Del. Were his Intents 
perfidious as the Seas or Winds, his Heart 
Compos'd of Falſhood; yet the benefit, 
The greatneſs of the good he has from you, 
For what I have conterr'd, is thine, Draſilla) 
Muſt make him firm, and thankful : But if all 
Remembrance of the Debts he ſtands engag'd for, 
Find a quick Grave in his Ingratitude, 
My powerful Art, that guides him to this height, 
Shall make him curſe the hour he c'er was rais'd, 
Or fink him to the Center. | 

Dru. T had rather 
Your Art could force him to return that Ardour 
To me, I bear to him; or give me Power 
To moderate my Paſſions: Yet I know nor, | 
| ſ1ould repent your grant, though you had fign'd it, 
So well I find he's worthy of all Service.) 
but to believe that any check to him 
in his main Hopes, could yield content to me, 
Were Treaſon to true Love, that knows no Pleaſure, 
The Object that it doats on ill affected. 

pretty Simplicity, I love thee for't, 
And , not fit an idle looker on, 
And fee it cozen d; dry thy innocent Eyes, 
\nd caſt off jealous Fears, (yet Promiſes 
Are but Lip-comforts) and but Fancy ought- 
That's poſſible in Nature, or in Art, 
That may advance thy * and be bold 


———— 2 


— 


— 
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To tell thy Soul ' tis thine, therefore ſpeak freely. 


Dru. You new create me. Toconceal from you 
My virgin Fondneſs, were to hide my Sickneſs 
From my Phyſician. O dear Aunt, I languiſh 
For want of Diocles fight: He is the Sun 
That keeps my Blood in a perpetual Spring; 


But in his abſence, cold benuming Winter 


Seizes on all my Faculties. Would you bind me 
(1 hat am your Slave already) in more Fetters, 
And (in the place of Service) to adore you? 
O bear me then (bur 'tis impoſſible, 
I fear, to be effected) where I may 
Sec how my Diocles breaks thorow his Dangers, 
And in what heaps his Honours flow upon him, 
That I may meer him, in the height and pride 
Of all his Glories; and there (as your Gift) 
Challenge him, as mine own. 
Del. Enjoy thy Wiſhes: 
This is an eaſie Boon, which, at thy years, 
I could have given to any; but now grown 
Perfect in all the hidden Myſteries 
Of that immitable Art, which makes us 
Equal even to the Gods, and Natures Wonders, 
It ſhall bedone, as fits my Skill and Glory: 
To break thorow Bolts, and Locks, a Scholars prize 
For Thieves, and Pick-locks : To paſs thorow an Army 
Cover'd with Night, or ſome diſguiſe, the Practice 
Of poor and needy Spies: No, my Drufilla, 
From Ceres Iwill force her winged Dragons, 
And in the Air hung over the Tribunal; 
The Muſick of the Spheres attending on us. | 
There, as his good Star, thou ſhalt ihine upon him, 
If he prove true, and as his Angel guard him. 
Bur if he dare be falſe, I, in a moment 
Will put that glorious Light our, with ſuch horrov”; 


As if the eternal Night had ſeiz d the Sun, if 


Or all things were return'd to the firit Chaos, 

And then appear like Furics: | 
Dru. i will do 

Whatc'er vou ſhall} command. 


Del, 


I a 
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Del. Reſt then aſſur'd, 
am the Miſtreſs of my Art, and fear not. 


[Soft Mufick. Exennt. 
S. C-E NE. II. 


Enter Aper, Camurius, Guard, a Litter covered. 


Aper. Your care of your ſick Emperor, Fellow-ſol" 
in colours to the Life, doth ſhew your Love, (diers- 
And zealous Duty: O continue in it. 
and though I know you long to ſee and hear him, 
mpute it not to Pride, or Melancholy, 
That keeps you from your Wiſhes; ſuch State-vices 
[Too too familiar with great Princes) are 
Strangers to all the actions of the Life 
Of good Numerianus: Let your patience 
be the Phyſician to the wounded Eyes, 
(Vounded with pious ſorrow for his Father) 
Which Time and your ſtrong Patience will recover, 
Irovided it prove conſtant. 

| Guard. If he counterfeit, | 

| will hereafter truſt a prodigal Heir, 
When he weeps at his Father's Funeral. 

2 Guard. Or a young Widow, following a Bed-rid 
After three years groaning) to the Fire. (Husband, 

Guard. Note his Humility, and with what ſoft Mur- 
tle does enquire his Pleaſures. (murs 

Card. And how ſoon 
tle is inſtructed. 

2 Guard. How he bows again too. 

Aper. All your commands (dread Ceſar) 1'Il impart 
Jo your moſt ready Soldier, to obey them; 

take your reſt in peace. It is the Pleaſure 
Of mighty Ceſar (his thanks ſtill remembred 
for your . Patience, which a Donative, 
Ai is State to give, ſhall quickly follow ) 
Thaty continue a ſtrict Guard upon 

3 ſacred Perſon, and admit no Stranger 

any other Legion, to come near him; 

au being moſt truſted by him. I receive 


Your 
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Your anſwer in your ſilence. Now Camurius, 
Speak without Flattery: Hath thy Aper acted 
This Paſhon to the Life? 

Cam. I would applaud bim, 
W here he ſaluted Ceſar: But I fear 
Theſe long protracted Counſels will undo us; 
And *ris beyond my Reaſon, he being Dead, 
You ſhould conceal your ſelf, or hope it can 
Continue undiſcover'd. 

Aper. That I have killed him, 
Yer feed theſe ignorant Fools with hopes he lives, 
Has a main end in't. The Pannonian Cohorts 


(Thar are my own, and ſure} are not come up, 
The German Legions waver; and Charinus, ( 
Brother to this dead Dog, (Hells plagues on NMęer,) ] 
Is jealous of the Murther ; and, I hear, Thi 
Is marching up againſt me. Tis not ſafe, 90 
Till! have power to juſtifie the Act, lo 
To ſhew my ſelf the Author: Be therefore careful Hf 
For an hour or two (till I have fully ſounded Oat 
How the Tribunes and Centurions ſtand affected) And 
That none come near the Litter. If I find them lou 
Firm on my part, I dare proicſs my ſelt, C 
And then live Aper's Equal, D, 
Cam. Does not the Body And 
Begin to putrifie? a 
Ater. That exacts my haſte: 0: ki 
When, but even now, I teign'd Obedience to it, | Ce 
As ] had ſome great buſineſs to impart, | 0 x 
The Scenthad aimoſt choak'd me; be therefore curious, , Der 
All keep at diſtance. [Exit. a 
Cam. I am taught my Parts; | 7 Go 
ght my Farts; 

Haſte you, to perfect yours. . 
f 1 Guard. I had rather meet | By 
An Enemy in the Field, then ſtand thus noddir , Wa 
Like to a Rug-gown'd Watch-man. | Wh 
| Enter Diocles, Maximinian, and Geta. * VE 
men 


eta. The Watch at Noon? 
This is a new device. 
Cam. Stand. 
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Dia. I am Arm'd | | 

Againſt all danger. 

Max. If I fear to follow, 

A Coward's name purſue me. 

Dio. Now my Pate 

Guide and direct me. | 
Cam. You are rude and fawcy, 

With your forbidden Feet to touch this Ground, 

Sacred to Cæſar only, and to theſe 

That do attend his Perſon. Speak, what are you? 
Dio. What thou, nor any of thy Faction are, 

Nor ever were: Soldiers, and honeſt Men. 

Cam, So blunt? | | 
Geta. Nay, you ſhall find he's good at the ſharp too. 
Dio. No inſtruments of Craft, Engines of Murder, 

That ſerve the Emperor only with oil'd Tongues, 

Hoth and applaud his Vices, play the Bawds 

Lo all his Appetites; and when you have wrought 

H far upon his Weakneſs, that he's grown 

Odious to the Subject and him(.1f, 

und can no further help your wicked Ends, 

You rid him out of the way. 4 
Cam. Treaſon? AL 4; 8 
Dn, 'Tis truth, 

4nd 1 will make it good. 

(am. Lay Hands upon em, 

0: kill them ſuddenly. 

Ceta. I am out at that; 
do not like the Sport. 
Dio. Whar's he that is 

Owner of any Virtue worth a Roman, 

Ur does retain the memory of the Oath 

le made to Ceſar, that dares lift his Sword 

the Man that {careleſs of his Life) 

d » diſcover ſuch a horrid Treaſon, 

when er Lear 't, and underſtand how long 

ob re been abus'd, will run you mad with Fury? 

im no Stranger, but (like you) a Soldier, 

in q up one from my Youth: And there arc ſome 
Ith whom I have ſerv'd, and (not to praiſe my = ) 4 

* 


US, 
ixtt. 


Dio 
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Muſt needs confeſs they have ſeen Diocles 
In the late Britain Wars, both dare and do 


Beyond a common Man. Py 
Guard. Diocles? 
2 Guard. | know him, J. 
The braveſt Soldier of the Empire. Hi 
Cam. Stand; | | TI 
If thou advance an Inch, thou art dead. Fi 
Dio. Die thou, N W 4; 
That durſt oppoſe thy ſelf againſt a Truth e. 
That will break out, though Mountains cover it. En 
Get. I fear this is a ſucking Pig; no Boar, 'v 
He falls fo caſte. Mc 
Dio. Hear me, fellow Soldiers; Na 
And if I make it not apparent to you An 
This is an Act of Juſtice, and no Murther, Th 
Cut me in Pieces: I'll diſperſe the Cloud To 
That hath ſo long obſcur'd a bloody Act Th: 
Ne'er equal'd yet; you all know with what Favours Ma 
The good Numerians ever grac'd 0 
The Provoſt Aper ? | 1 
1 Guard. True. If 
Dio. And that thoſe Bounties dhe 


Should have contain'd him (if he &er had learn'd 
The Elements of Honeſty and Truth) 
In Loyal Duty : But Ambition never 


Looks backward on Deſert, but with blind haſte En 
Boldly runs on. But I loſe time. You are here 
Commanded by this Aper to attend D 
The Emperor's Perſon, to admit no Stranger Tha 
To have acceſs unto him, or come near his Litter, Dur 
Under pretence, forfooth, his Eyes are ſore behi 
And his Mind troubled ; no, my Friends, you are cozen'd, Thc 
The good Numeriants now is paſt | Mat 
The Senſe of Wrong or Injury. WR 8 
Guard. How? Dead? D- 
Dio. Let your own Eyes inform you. * 
Get. An Emperor's Cabinet? | bel 
Fough, I have known a Charnel-houſe ſmell ſweeter. ppe 


If Emperor's Fleth have this ſavour, what will mine do, he 
When I am rotten ? „ | 1 Guard. 
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Guard. Moſt unheard of Villany. 
2 Guard. And with all Cruelty to be reveng'd. 
3 Guard. Who is the Murtherer? Name him, that 
Puniſh it in his Family. (we may 
Dio. Who but Aper? 
The barbarous and moſt ingrateful Aper? 
His deſperate Poniard printed on his Breaſt 
This deadly Wound ; Hate to vow'd Enemies 
Finds a full Satisfaction in Death, 
und Tyrants ſeek no farther. He, a Subject, 
da bound by all the Ties of Love and Duty, 
Ended not ſoz but does deny his Prince, 
(Whoſe Ghoſt forbad Paſſage to his reſt, 
Mourns by the Szygian Shore,) his Funeral-Rites. 
Nay, weep not; let your Loves ſpeak in your Anger, 
And, to confirm you gave no Suffrage to 
The damned Plot, lend me your helping Hands 
To wreak the Parricide; and if you find 
That there is Worth in Diocles to deſerve it, 
Make him your Leader. 
Guard, A Diocles, a Diocles, 
Div. Well force him from his Guards. And now 
If you have any good for me in ſtore, (my Stars, 
dhew it, when I have flain this fatal Boar. { Exernr. 


SCENE III. 
Eiter Delphia and Druſilla in 4 Throne drawn by Dra- 


ns. 

Del.Fix here,and reſt 3 your Sail-ftretch'dW ings 
That have out-ſtript the Winds; the Eye of Heav'n 
Durſt not behold your Speed, but hid it ſelf 
behind the groſſeſt Clouds; and the pale Moon 
Puck in her ſilver Horns, trembling for fear 
an my ſtrong Spells ſhould force her from her Sphere; 
. e Power of Art. 


Dru. ' * unt, where are we? 

Del. Look down, Drufilla, on theſe lofty Towers, 
Theſe ſpacious Streets, where every private Houſe 
. ippears a Palace to receive a King: 

do, lte Site, the Wealth, the Beauty of the Place, 


ard. 
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Will ſoon inform thee *tis imperious Rowe, 
Rome, the great Miſtreſs of the conquer'd World, 
Dru. But without Dzocles, it is to me | 
Like any Wilderneis we have paſs'd oer. 
Shall 1 nor ſee him? 
Del. Yes, and in full Glory, - 
And glut thy greedy Eyes with looking on - 
His proſperous. Succeſs: Contain thy elf; 
| For though all things beneath us are tranſparent, 
The ſharpeſt ſighted, were he Eagle-ey'd, 
Cannot diſcover us; nor will we hang. 
Idle Spectators to behold his Trium b. 2 
Euter Diocles, Maximinian, 2. Aper, Senators, 
Geta, Officers, with, Litter. 
But when Occaſion fhall preſent it ſelf, 
Do ſomething to add to it. See, he comes. 
Dru. How God-like he appears? With ſuch a Grace 
The Giants that attempted to ſcale Heav'n, 
When they lay dead on the Phlægrean Plain, 
Mars did appear to Joe. Del. Forbear. 
Dio. Look on this, e 
And when with Horror thou haſt view'd thy Deed, 
Thy moſt accurſed Deed, be thine own Judge, 
And ſec (thy Guilt conſider'd) if thou canſt 
Perſwade thy ſelf, whom thou ſtand'ſt bound to hate, 
To hope or plead for Mercy. , 
Aper. I confeſs 
My Life's a Burden to me. 
Dio. Thou art like thy Name, 
A cruel Boar, whote Snout hath rooted up 
The fruitful Vineyard of the Common-Wealth : 
I long have hunted for thee, and fince now 
Thou art in the Toil, it is in vain to hope 
Thou ever ſhalt break out; thou doſt deſerve 
The Hangman's Hook, or be puniſhed 
More Majmum, whipt with Rods to Death, 
Or any way, that were more terrible. 
Yer, ſince my future Fate depends upon thee, | 
Thus, to fulfil great Delphia's Prophecy, 
Aper (thou fatal Boar) receive the Honour 
To fall by Diocles Hand. Shine clear, my Stars, 
That uſher'd me to taſte this common Air, 1 
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In my Entrance to the World, and give Applauſe 
To this great Work. "gti [ Mufick, 
Del. Strike Muſick from the Spheres. 
Dru. O now you honour me. 
Dio. Ha? In the Air? 
All. Miraculous. | 
Max. This ſhews the Gods approve 
The Perſon, and the Act: Then if the Senate 
(For in their Eyes I read the Soldiers Love) 
Think Diocles worthy to ſupply the Place 
Of dead Numerianus, as he ſtands 
His Heir, in his Revenge, with one Conſent 
Salute him Emperor. 
Sen. Long live Diocles, 
Auguſtus, Pater Patria, and all Titles 
Thar are peculiar only to the Ceſars, 
We gladly throw upon him. 
Guard. We confirm it, 

And will defend his Honour with our Swords 
Againſt the World; raiſe him to the Tribunal: | 
Sen. Fetch the Imperial Robes, and as 4 Sign 
We give him abſolute Power of Life and Death, 

Bind this Sword to his fide. 
2 Sen. Omit no Ceremony 
That may be for his Honour. 
S O XN G. 

Max. Still the Gods | 
Lxpreſs that they are pleas'd with this Election. 
Geta. My Maſter is an Emperor, and I feel 
a Senators Itch upon me: Would I could hire 

Theſe fine inviſible Fidlers to play to me 
at my Inſtalment. | 
Dio. 1 embrace your Loves, 
And hope the Honours that you heap upon me, 
al be with Strength ſupported. It ſhall be 
dy to appear another Arlas, 
1 arm underneath this Heay'n of Empire, 
And bear . idly; I defire no Titles, 
Bur as 1 ſhall deſerve em. I will keep 
Ihe Name I had, being a private Man, 


CC 


Only 
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Only with ſome ſmall Difference ; I will add 

To Diocles but two ſhort Syllables, 

And be call'd Drzoclefianus. 

Seta. Thar is fine; . 
FIl follow the Faſhion; and when I am a Senator, 
I will be no more plain Geta, but be call'd 
Lord Getianus. | N 
Dru. He ne'er thinks of me, 
Nor of your Favour. 
Enter Niger. 

Del. If he dares prove falſe, 8 
Theſe Glorics ſhall be to him as a Dream, 

Or an enchanted Banquet. 

Niger. From Charinus, who with Joy hath heard 
Of your Proceedings, and confirms your Honour ; 
He, with his beauteous Siſter, fair Aurelia, 

Are come in Perſon, like themſelves attended, 
To gratulate your Fortune. [ Loud Muſick, 
Enter Charinus, Aurelia and Attendants. + 

Dio. For thy News, | 
Be thou in France Pro-Conſul; let us meet 
The Emperor with all Honour, and embrace him. 


* 
wv 


— 


Dru. O Aunt ] fear this Princeſs doth eclipſe Th 
Th' Opinion of my Beauty, though I were . 
4 My ſelf to be the Judge. If / 
Del. Rely on me. 
Cbar. "Tis Virtue,and not Birth that makes us noble: C 
Great Actions ſpeak great Minds, and ſuch ſhould govern; p 
And you are grac'd with both. Thus, as a Brother, F 
A Fellow, and Co-partner in the Empire, 2 
I do embrace you; may we live ſo far She 
From Difference, or emulous Competition, | D, 
| That all the World may ſay, Although two Bodies, ln m 
We have one Mind. Ch, 
Aur. When I lock on the Trunk | 
Of dear Numeriauus, I ſhould waſh 8 Cur, 
His Wounds with Tears, and pay a Siſter > -.:'9W Proce 
To his fad Fate; but ſince he lives again and; 
In your moſt brave Revenge, 1 bow to you, Asen 


— — _— — 
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As to a Power that gave him ſecond Life, 
And will make good my promiſe. If you find 
That there is worth in me that may deſerve you, 
And that in being your Wife, I ſhall not bring 
Diſquiet ani! Diſhonour to your Bed, 
Althou zh my Yourh and Fortune ſhould require 
Both to be ſu'd and fought to, here 1 yield 
My ſelf at your Devotion. 
Dio. O you Gods, | 
Teach me how to be thankful; you have pour'd 
All bleflings on me, that ambitious Man 
Could ever fancy: Till this happy Minute 
I ne'er ſaw Beauty, or believ'd there could be 
perfection in a Woman. I ſhall tive 
To ſerve and honour you, upon my Knees 
| thus receive you; and, ſo you vouchſafe it, 
This day I am doubly married, to the Empire, 
And your beſt ſelf. 
Del. Falſe and perfidious Villain... 
Dru. Let me fall headlong on him: O my Stars! 
This I foreſaw and fear'd. 
Cha. Call forth a Flamen. 
This Knot ſhall now be ty'd. 
Del. But 1 will looſe it, 
If Art or Hell have any ſtrength. 
Enter a Flamen. [Thunder and Lightning. 
Cha. Prodigious | 
Max, How ſoon the day's o'ercaſt ? 
Fla. The figns are fatal; 
zumo ſmiles not upon this Match, and ſhews too 
dhe has her Thunder. | 
Dio. Can there be a ſtop 
ln my full Fortune ? 
(a, We are too violent, 
voepent the haſte: we firſt ſhould pay 
Vur, due to the dead, and then ; 
Proceea. ty. Let's take up the Body, 
| and when we have plac'd his Aſhes in his Urn, 
As We'll try the Gods again; for wiſe Men ſay, 2 
Marriage and Obſequles do not ſuit one day. [Sen. Er. 
Vo L. IV. E e Del. 


2062 The Propheteſs. 


Del. So, 'tis defer d yet, in deſpight of falſhood : 
Comfort, Driſilla, for he ſhall be thine, 
Or wiſh, in vain, he were not. I will puniſh _ 
His Perjury to the height. Mount up, my Birds; 
Some Rites I am to perform to Hecate, x 
To perfect my deſigns; which once perform'd, 


He thall be made obedient to thy Call 
Or in his Ruin I will bury all. ¶Aſceuds in the Throne, 


n 


ACT IIL SCENE I 


— 


Enter Maximinian, ſolus. a 
Max. * powerful Star ſhin'd at this Man's Na- T 
tivity, SL | 


And bleſs'd his homely Cradle with full Glory? 
W har throngs of People preſs and buz about him, 
And with their humming flatterics ſing him Ceſar? 
Sing him aloud, and grow hoarſe with ſaluting him? 
How the fierce-minded Soldier ſteals in to him, 
Adores and courts his Honour? at his Devotion 
Their Lives, their Virtucs and their Fortunes laying? 
Charinus (ues, the Emperor entreats him, 
And as a brighter flame, takes his Beams from him: 
The bleſsd and bright Aurelia, ſhe doats on him, 
And as the God of Love, burns Incenſe to him; 
All Eyes live on him. Yet I am ſtill Maximinian, 
Still the ſame poor and wretched thing, his Servant. 
What have I got by this? where lies my Glory? 
How am I rais'd and honour'd? I have gone as far 
To woo this purblind Honour, and have paſs'd 
As many dangerous Expeditions, | 
As noble, and as high; nay, in his Deſtiny, _ 
Whilſt 'twas unknown, have run as many haz!” , 
And done as much, ſweat thorough as ma-, s; 
Only the Hangman of Yolutins Aper, _ 
Which I miſtook, has made him Emperor, 


And me his Slaye, 


Euter 


* 
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Euter Delphia, and Druſilla. 

Del. Stand ſtill, he cannot ſee us, 

Till I pleaſe; mark him well, this diſcontentment 

have forc'd into him, for thy cauſe, Dryflla. 
Max. Can the Gods ſee this, 

See ir with juſtice, and confer their bleſſings 

On him, that never flung one grain of Incenſe. 

Upon their Altars? never bow'd his Knee yet; 

And I that have march'd foot by foot, ftruck equally, 

And whilſt he was a gleaning, have been praying, 

Contemning his baſe covetous 
Del. Now we'll be open. 

Max. Blefs me, and with all Reverence. 
Del. Stand up, Son, 

And wonder not at thy ungrateful Uncle; 

know thy thoughts, and I appear to caſe em. 

Max. O Mother, did I ſtand the tenth part to ye 

Engag'd and fetter'd, as mine Uncle does, | 

How would I ſerve, how would I fall before ye? 

The poorer Powers we worſhip. 

Del. Peace, and flatter not; 

Neceſſity and Anger draws this from ye, 

Of both which I will quit ye: For your Uncle 

I ſpoke this Honour, and it fell upon him, 

Fell to his full content: he has forgot me, 

For all my care, forgot me and his Vow too; 

As if a Dream had vanitſh'd, ſo Was loſt me, 

And I him, let him now ſtand faſt. Come hither; 

My care is now on you. : | 
Max. O bleſſed Mother! 1 
Del. Stand ſtill, and let me work. So now, Maximinian, 

Go, and appear in Court, and eye Aurelia; 

Believe what I have done, concerns ye highly. 

Stand in her view, make your Addreſſes to her; 

ko is the Stair of Honour. I'll ay no more, 


But Þ. "tune is your Servant: go. 


Max. vv nn Reverence;, —— | ö 
All this as holy Truths. Exit. 
Del. Believe, and proſper. | 

E e 2 Dru. 
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Dru. Vet all this cures not me, but as much credit, 

As much belief from -Dzoclefian. 
Enter Geta, Littors, and Suitors with Petitions. 

Del. Be not dejected; I have warn'd ye often; 
The proudeſt thoughts he has, I'll humble. W ho's this? 
O ”tis the Fool and Knave grown a grave Officer. 
Here's hot and high Preferment. 

Geta. What's your Bill? 
For Gravel for the Appran way, and Pills? 
Is the way Rheumatick? 

I Suit. Tis Piles, and't pleaſe you. 

Geta. Remove me thoſe Piles to Port Eſquiline, 

| Fitter the Place, my Friend: you ſhall be paid. 

1 Sur. | thank your Worſhip. 

Geta. Thank me when ye have it, 
Thank me another way, ye are an Aſs elſe. 
I know my Office; you are for the Streets, Sir. 
Lord, how ye throng! that Knave has caten Garlick, 
Whip him and bring him back. 

3 Suit, | beſeech your Worthip, 
Here's an old reckoning for the Dung and Dirt, Sir. 

Geta. It ſtinks like thee, away. Let let him tarry, 
His Bill ſhall quit his Breath. Give your Petitions 
In ſeemly fort, and keep your Hats off, decently. 
For ſcowring the Water- courſes thorow the Cities? 
A fine Periphraſis of a Kennel-raker. 
Did ye ſcour all, my Friend? ye had ſome buſineſs; 
Who fhall ſcour you? you re to be paid, I take it, 
When Surgeons {wear you have performed your Office, 

4 uit, Your Worſhip's merry. 
Geta. We mult be ſometimes witty, 
To nick a Knave; tis as uſeful as our Gravity. 
IIl take no more Petitions, I am peſter'd, 

Give me ſome reſt. 

4 Suit. J have brought the Gold, and't pleaſe ye. 
About the Place ye promiſed. 

Geta. See him enter'd. 


How docs your Daughter ? 5 
4 Sit. Better your Worſhip thinks of her. : 
Gta. This is with the leaſt But let me ſee your * 


—— — ——ũ— — — = 
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Tis a good forward Maid, Ill join her with ye. 
do beſeech ye leave me. ; , 

Liz. Ye ſee the Edile's buſie. 

Geta. And look to your Places, or I'll make ye ſmoak e'ſe. 
Sirrah, I drank a Cup of Wine at your Houſe Yeſterday, 
A good ſmart Wine. 

Li#. Send him the piece, he likes it. 

Gera. And eat the beſt wild Boar at that ſame Farmer's. 

2 Suit, I have half left yet: your Worſhip ſhall com- 

mand it, | 

Geta. A bit will ſerve; give me ſome reſt; Gods help me, 
How ſhall I labour when I am a Senator? 

Del. Tis a fit place indeed. Save your Maſterſhip; 
Do you know us, Sir? 

Geta. Theſe Women are ſtil] troubleſome.” 

There be Houſes providing for ſuch wretched Women, 
And ſome ſmall Rents, to ſer ye a Spinning. 

Dre. Sir, - | 
We are no Spinſters; nor, if you look upon us, 

So wretched as you take us. 

Del. Does your Mighrinels, 

That is a great deſtroyer of your Memory, 
Yet underſtand our Faces? 

Geta. *Prithee keep off, Woman; 
tis not fit I ſhould know every Creature. 
although I have been familiar with thee h#etofore, 
| muſt not know thee now, my Place neglects thee. 

Yet, becauſe I deign a glimpſe of your remembrances, 
Give me your Suits, and wait me a Month hence. 
Del. Our Suits are, Sir, to ſee the Emperor, 
The Emperor Dinclefian, to ſpeak to him, 
And not to wait on you. We have told you all, Sir. 

Cera. 1 laugh at your ſimplicity, poor Women; 
dee the Emperor? Why you are deceiv'd; now 
the L 1peror appears but once in ſeven Years, 

And the. tines not on ſuch Weeds as you are. 
Forward, and keep your Stare, and keep Beggars from me. 
Dru. Here is a pretty Youth. { Exeunt.' 


72 Ee 3 Enter 
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Enter Diocles. 

Del. He ſhall be pretty, . ED 
Or 1 will want my will, ſince ye are ſo high, Sir, 
Th raiſe ye higher, or my Art ſhall fail me. | 
Stand cloſe, he comes. 

Dio. How am I croſs'd and tortur'd? 
My moſt wiſh'd Happineſs, my lovely Miſtreſs, 
That muſt make good my hopes, and link my Greatneſs, 
Yet ſever'd from mine Arms? Tell me, high Heav'n, 
How have 1 ſin'd, that you ſhould ſpeak in Thunder, 
In horrid Thunder, when my Heart was ready 
To leap into her Breaſt? the Prieſt was ready? 
The joytul Virgins and the young Men ready ? 
When Hymen ſtood with all bo rams about him 
Blefling the Bed? the Houſe with full joy ſweating ? 
And expectation, like the Roman Eagle, 
Took ſtand, and calFd all Eyes? It was your Honour; 
And &er you give it full, do you deſtroy it? 
Or was there ſome dire Star? ſome Devil that did it? 
Some ſad malignant Angel to mine Honour ? 
With you, I dare not rage. 

Del. With me thou canſt not, 

Though it was I. Nay, look not pale and frighted, 


T'll fright thee more. With me thou canſt not quarrel; 
I rais'd the Thunder to rebuke thy falſhood ; 1 
Look here, to her thy falſhood. Now be angry, But 
And be as great in Evil as in Empire. [ 
Dio. Bleſs me, ye Powers. 7 Thy 
Del. Thou haſt full need of Bleſſing. 1 
"T'was I, that at thy great Inauguration, Wo 
Hung in the Air unſeen: *twas I that honour'd thee To 
With various Muſicks, and ſweet ſounding Airs; Gre 
"T'was I inſpir'd the Soldiers Heart with wonder, Bow 
And made him throw himſelf with Love and Duty, (Brig 
Low as thy Feet; *twas I that fix'd him to thec  W 
But why did I all this? To keep thy Hor * [lf 
Thy Vow and Faith; that once forgot and 1;yaced, That 
Aurelia in regard, the Marriage ready, 
The Prieſt and all the Ceremonies preſent, De 
Twas I that thundred loud, *twas I that threatned, Ver] 


'T was 
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Twas I that caſt a dark Face over Heav'n, 
And ſmote ye all with terror. 
Dru. Yet conſider, | 
As ye are noble, as I have deſerv'd ye; 
For yet ye are free: If neither Faith nor Promiſe, 
The deeds of elder Times, may be remembred, 
Let theſe new-dropping Tears; for I ſtill love ye, 
Theſe Hands held up to Heav'n. 
Dio. I muſt not pity ye; 
Tis not wiſe in me. 
Del. How? Not wile ? 
Dio. Nor honourable. 
A Princels is my Love, and doats upon me: 
A fair and lovely Princeſs is my Miſtreſs. 
lam an Emperor; conlider, Propheteſs, 
Now my Embraces are for Queens and Princeſſes, 
For Ladies of high Mark, for divine Beauties: 
To look ſo low as this cheap common Sweetnels, 
Would ſpeak me baſe, my Names and Glories nothing, 
grant I made a Vow, what was I then? 
As ſhe is now, of no ſort, (Hope made me promiſe) 
but now I am; to keep this Vow, were monſtrous, 
à madneſs, and a low inglorious fondneſs. 
Del. Take heed, proud Man. 
Dru, Princes may love with Titles, 
But I with Truth. | 
Del. Take heed; here ſtands thy Deſtiny 
Thy Fate here follows. | 
Dio. Thou doating Sorcereſs, 
Would'ſt have me love this Thing, that is not worthy 
To kneel unto my Saint? To kiſs her Shadow ? 47 
Great Princes are her Slaves; ſelected Beauties 
Bow at her beck, the mighty Perſian's Daughter 
(Bright as the breaking Eaſt, as the Mid-day Glorious) 
» ... her Commands, and grows proud in her Pleaſures. 
[Il ſee . »r >-nour'd; ſome Watch | ſhall think of, 
That ſhall advance ye both; mean time I'll favour E. 
Del. Mean time I'll haunt thee. Cry not, Wench, be colts 
Ler long, thou ſhalt more pity him (obſervc me) ( fident, 
Ee 4 And 
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And pity him in truth, than now thou ſeek'ſt him : 
My Art and Iare yet Companions. Come, Girl, [ Exeunt, 


S E. 


Enter Geta, and Lictors. 


Geta. I am too merciful, 1 find it, Friends, 

Of too ſoft a Nature to be an Officer; 
I bear too much Remorſe. 

1 Lie, Tis your own fault, Sir; | 
For look you, one ſo newly warm in Office 
Should lay about him blindfold, like true Juſtice, 

Hit where it will, the more ye whip and hang, Sir, 
(Though without cauſe; let that declare it ſelf afterward) 
The more ye are admired. 

Geta | think I ſhall be. | 

2 Lict. Your Worſhip is a Man of a ſpare Body, 
And prone to Anger. 

Geta. Nay, I will be angry, 

And, the beſt is, I need not ſhew my Reaſon. 

2 Lid. You need not, Sir, your Place is without Reaſon; 
And what you want in Growth and full Proportion, 
Make up in Rule and Rigour. 

Geta. A rare Counſcllor; 

Inſtruct me further. Is it fit, my Friends, 

The Emperor my Maſter Diocleſan 

Shou'd now remember or the Times or Manners 

That call'd him plain down Diocles? | 
1 7:4. He muſt not, 

It ſtands not with his Royalty. 

Geta. I grant ye, | 

I being then the Edile Getianus, 

A Man of Place, and Judge, it is held requiſite 

- 1 ſhould commit to my conſideration 

Thoſe Raſcals of removed and ragged Hours, 
That with unreverend Mouths call'd me Slave G 

2 Li. You mult forget their Names; nour᷑ 

Gta l do forget; but I'll hang their Natui cs: (bids ye. 
I will aſcend my Place, which is of Juſtice; 

And Mercy, I forget thee. | 

Suit. A rare Magiſtrate; | Ano- 
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another Solon ſure. _ | 
Geta. Bring out the Offenders. 
Lid. There are none yet, Sir, but no doubt there will 
But if you pleaſe touch ſome things of thoſe Natures. 
Geta. And am I ready, and mine Anger too? 
The Melancholy of a Magiſtrate upon me, 
And no Offenders to execute my Fury ? 
Ha? No Offenders, Knaves ? 
1 Li#. There are Knaves indeed, Sir, 
But we hope ſhortly to have 'em tor your Worſhip. 
Geta. No Men to hang or whip? Arc yougood Officers, 
That provide no Fuel for a Judge's Fury ? (ye, 
In this Place ſomething muſt be done; this Chair, 1 tell 
When I fit down, mult favour of Severity : 
Therefore 1 warn ye all, bring me lewd People, 
Or likely to be lewd ; T'wigs muſt be cropt too; 
Let me have evil Perſons in abundance, 
Or make em evil; 'tis all one, do but ſay ſo, 
That I may have fit matter for a Magiſtrate; 
And let me work. If I fit empty once more, 
And loſe my longing, as I am true Edile, 
And as I hope to rectify my Country, 
You are thoſe Scabs I will ſcratch off from the Common- 
You are thoſe Raſcals of the State I treat of, (wealth: 
And you ſhall find and feel. 
2 Lict. You ſhall have many, 
Many notorious People. 
Geta. Let em be Peop'e, 
And take ye notorious to your ſelves. Mark me, my Lict rs, 
And you the reſt of my Officials; 
ItT be angry, as my Pace will ask it, 
And want fit mattcr to diſpoſe my Authority, 
yl hang a hundred of ye: I'll not ſtay longer, 
Nor enquire no further into your Offences: 
Voient that I find no Criminals, 
Ore T muſt make ſome; it I cannot, 


ur Suffer un, or ſo runs my Commiſſion 
ye. eit. An admirable, zealous and true Juſtice. 


I Lid, | cannot hold; if there be any People, 


Of what degree ſoever, or what quality, 
no- A | NR That 
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That would behold the wonderful works of Juſtice | 
In a new Officer, a Man conceal'd yet, 
Let him repair, and fee, and hear, and wonder 
At the moſt wiſe and gracious Getiams. 
. Enter Delphia, and Druſilla. 
Geta. This qualifies a little. What are theſe? 
Del. You ſhall not mourn ſtill: Times of Recreation, 
To allay this ſadneſs, muſt be ſought. What's here? 
A ſuperſtitious Flock of ſenſeleſs People 
Worſhiping a Sign in Office? 
Geta. Lay hold on her, 
And hold her faſt, 5 
She'll lip thorow your Fingers like an Eel elſe; 
T know her tricks; hold her, I ſay, and bind her, 
Or hangher firſt, and then I'll tell her wheretore, 
Del. What have I done? 
Geta. Thou haſt done enough to undo thee ; 
Thou haſt preſſed to the Emperor's Preſence without my 
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being his Key and Image. (Warrant, l 
Del. Vou are an Image indeed, ( 
And of the courſeſt tuff and the worſt making 1 
That e er I look'd on yet; I'll make as good an Image of an 7 
Geta. Beſides, thou art a Woman of alewd Life. (Als. G 
Del. Tam no Whore, Sir, nor no common Fame D 
Has yet proclaim'd me to the People, vitious. G 
Geta. Thou art to me a damnable Iewd Woman, , 
1 


Which is as much as all the People ſwore it; 
I know thou art a keeper of tame Devils: 
And whereas great and grave Men of my Place Uver 
Can by the Laws be allow'd but one apiece, The 
For their own Services and Recreations; | Wh 
Thou, like a traiterous Quean, keep'ſt twenty Devil; one 
Twenty in ordinary. Ur ce 
Del. Pray ye, Sir, be pacified,, | 
If that be all; and if ye want a Servant, 
You ſhall have one of mine ſhall ſerve for ung, 
Faithful, and diligent, and a wile Devil too; 
Think for what End. 
Geta. Let her alone, tis uſeful; a ; 
We Men of Buſineſs muſt uſe ſpeedy Servants: 1 Nor n; 
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Let me ſee your Family 
Del. Think but one, he is ready. 
Geta. A Devil for intelligence? No, no, | 
He will lie beyond all Travellers. A Stare-devil? 
Neither; he will undo me at mine own Weapon. 
For Execution? He will hang me too; 
| would have a handſom, pleaſant and a fine She-devil, 
To entertain the Ladies that come to me; | 
A travelV'd Devil too, that ſpeaks the Tongues, . 
and a neat carving Devil. [ Muſick, - 
Enter a She-devil. | 
Del. Be not fearful. 
Geta. A pretty brown Devil faith 3 may I not kiſs her? 
Del. Yes and embrace her too; ſhe is your Servant. 
Fear not, her Lips are cool enough. 
Geta. She is marvellous well mounted; what's her Name? 
Del. Lucifera. f 
eta. Come hither, Lucifera, and kiſs me. 
Del. Let her fit on your Knee. 
Geta. The Chair turns, hey- boys: h 
Pleaſant i faith, and a fine facetious Devil. Dance. 
Del. She would whiſper in your Ear, and tell ye won- 
Gera. Come, what's her Name? ; /ders. 
Del. Luci fera. g (burnt to Aſhes. 
Geta. Come, Lucie, come ſpeak thy Mind. I am certain 
Erxeunt. 
baye a kind of Glaſs-houſe in my Cod- piece. 
e theſe the flames of State? I am roaſted over, 
Uver, and over-roaſted. Is this Office? 
The pleaſures of Authority? I'll no more on't, 
lil I can puniſh Devils too; I'll quit it. 
yils ; Woe other Trade now, and ſome courſe leſs dangerous, 


Ur certainly I'll Tile again for two-pence. [ Exit, 
SCENE III. 
, Enter 4s, Aurelia, Caſſana, Ambaſſadors, - 
and Attendants. | 


Aur. Never diſpute with me, you cannot have her, 
or name the greatneſs of your King; I ſcorn him - - 
: Your 
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Vour Knees to me are nothing; ſhould he bow too, 

It were his Duty, and my Power to light him. 
Cha. She is her Woman; never ſue to me, 

And in her Power to render her, or keep her; 

And ſhe, my Siſter, not to be compell'd, 

Nor have her own ſnatch'd from her. 

Amb. We deſire not, 

But for what Ranſom ſhe ſhall pleaſe to think of; 
Jewels, or Towns, or Provinces. 

Aur. No ranſom. 

No, not your King's own Head, his Crown upon it, 
And all the low Subjections of his People. 

Amb. Fair Princes ſhould have tender Thoughts. 

Aur. Is ſhe too good ö 

To wait upon the mighty Emperor's Siſter ? 
What Princeſs of that Sweetneſs, or that Excellence, 
Sprung from the proudeſt, and the mighrieſt Monarchs, 
But may be highly bleſt to be my Seryant ? 

Caſ. Tis moſt true, mighty Lady, 

Aur. Has my fair Uſage 
Made you ſo much deſpiſe me and your Fortune, 
That ye grow weary of my Entertainments? 
Henceforward, as ye are, Iwill command ye, 
And as you were ordain'd my Priſoner, 
My Slave, and one I may diſpoſe of any way, 
No more my fair Companion; tell your King ſo: 
And if he had more Siſters, I would have 'em, 
And uſe 'em as I pleaſe. You have your Anſwer. 

Amb. We muſt take ſome other way, Force mul 

compel it. | [ Exe. 

. | Enter Maximinian. 

Max. Now if thou be'ſt a Propheteſs, and can'ſt do 
Things of that Wonder that thy Tongue delivers, 
Can'ſt raiſe me too, I ſhall be bound to ſpeak thee: 

I half believe, confirm the other to me, i 
And Monuments to all ſucceeding Ages. Ma, 
Of thee, and of thy Piety.— Now ſhe eyes me. Aur 
Now work great Power of Artz ſhe moves unto me: 
How ſweet, how fair, and lovely her Aſp &s are? 
Her Eyes are like bright Ian Flames ſhot throng on 


I — 


The Propheteſs. 2573 


Aur. O my fair Friend, where have you been ? 
Max. What am If 
What does ſhe take me for? Work ſtill, work ſtrongly. 


Aur. Where have you fled, my Loves and my Embraces? 
Max. I am beyond my Wits. 


Aur. Can one poor Thunder, 
Whoſe Cauſes are as common as his Noiſes, 
Make ye defer your lawful and free Pleaſures? 
Strike Terror to a Soldier's Heart, a Monarch's? 3 
Thorow all the Fires of angry Heav'n; thorow Tem- 
That ſing of nothing but Deſtruction, (peſts, 
t, Even underneath the Bolt of Fove, then ready, 
And aiming dreadtully, I would ſeek you, 
And flie into your Arms. ; 
Max. I ſhall be mighty, 
and (which I never knew yet) I am goodly; 
For certain, a moſt handſome Man. 
(ha, Fie, Siſter, 
What a forgetful Weakneſs is this in ye ? | 
What a light Preſence? Theſe are Words and Offers 
Due only to your Husband, Drocleſaar ; 
This free Behaviour only his. 
Aur. *Tis ſtrange, | | 
That only empty Names compel Affections: 
This Man, ye ſee, give him what Name or Title, 
Let it be ne er ſo poor, ne'er ſo deſpiſs'd, Brother, 
This lovely Man a | 
Max. Though I be hang'd, I'll forward; 
for, certain, I am excellent, and knew nor. | 
| Aur. This rare and ſweet young Man, ſec how he looks, 
Ext. Max. I'll juſtle hard, dear Uncle. (Sir. 
Aw. This Thing, I ſay, 


chs, 


% 
o 
. 


ot doi him be what he will, or bear what Fortune, 
Sy bis moſt unequall'd Man, this ſpring of Beauty, 
ee: es the Bed of Juno. "mo 
f are not mad. | 
Max. he be; I am ſure I am little better. 
Aur. O ....., tweet Man! | 
o me Ca. For Shame refrain this Impudence. (Blefling - 
ö Hax, Would 1 had her alone, that 1 might ſeal this 


Sure, 
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Sure, ſure ſhe ſhould not beg: If this continue, 


As I hope Heav'n it will, Uncle, III nick ye, L 
III nick ye, by this Life. Some would fear killing L 
In the Purſuit now of ſo rare a Venture: A 
Enter Diocles.' E. 

am covetous to die for ſuch a Beauty, _ A. 
Mine Uncle comes; now, if the ſtand, I am happy, Lo 
Cha. Be right again, for Honour's ſake. As 
Dio. Fair Miſtreſs Lo 
Aur. What Man is this? Away, What ſawcy Fellow? Ih 
Dare any ſuch bale Groom preſs to ſalute me? 
Dio. Have ye forgot me, Fair, or do you jeſt with me? Le 
PI! tell ye what Iam: Come, pray ye look lovely, ] 
Nothing but Frowns and Scorns ? ( 
Aur. Who is this Fellow? | [ 
Dio. VII tell ye who I am; J am your Husband: C 
Aur. Husband to me? | Be 1 
Dio. To you. I am Diaocleſian. [ 


Max. More of this Sport, and I am made, old Mother:. 
Effect bur this thou haſt begun. Tis 
Dio. I am he, Lady, 
Reveng'd your Brother's Death; flew cruel Ayer: 
I am he the Soldier courts, the Empire honours, 
Your Brother loves; am he, my lovely Miſtreſs, 
Will make you Empreſs of the World. 
Max. Still excellent : 
Now I ſee too, mine Uncle may be cozen'd. 
An Emperor may ſuffer like another. 
Well ſaid, old Mother, hold but up this Miracle. 
Aur. Thou ly'ſt, thou art not he; thoua brave Fellow 
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Cha. Is there no Shame, no Modeſty in Women? exe 

is Aur. Thou one of high and full Mark:? Vhat 
) Dio. Gods, what ails the? | Din, 
Aur. Generous and noble? Fie thou lieſt moſt baſclyM, A 

Thy Face, and all Aſpect upon thee, tells me i 

Thou art a poor Dalmatian Slave, a low thir ; als 

Not worth the Name of Roman: Stand wv. arther. a te 


Dio. What may this mean? 
Aur. Come hither, my Endymion 
Come, ſhew thy ſelf, and all Eyes be bleſſed in thee: 
| Dio, Hah? what is this? | | Aur 
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Aur. Thou fair Star that I live hy, 
Look lovely on me, break into full Brightneſs: 
| Look, here's a Face now, of another making, 
| Another Mold; here's a divine Proportion, 
Eyes fit for Phebus ſelf, to gild the World with 
And there's a Brow arch'd like the State of Heav'n; 
|; Look how it bends, and with what Radience, 
ss if the Synod of the Gods fate under: 
Look there, and wonder; now behold that Fellow, 
That admirable thing, cut with an Ax out. 
Max. Old Woman, though I cannot givethee recom- 
Yet, certainly, I'll make thy Name as glorious. { pence, 
Dio. Is this in truth? | 
Cha. She is mad, and you muſt pardon her. 
Dio. She hangs upon him, ſee. 
Cha, Her Fit is ſtrong now: 
be not you paſſionate, | 
Dio. She kiſſes. 
Cha. Let her; | 
Tis but the Fondneſs of her Fit. 
Dio. J am fool'd, 
And if I ſuffer this. 
cha. Pray ye, Friend, be pacity'd, 
This will be off anon: She goes in. [ Exit Aurelia. 
Dio. Sirrah, | | 
Max. What ſay you, Sir? | 
Div. How dare thy Lips, thy baſe Lips ? 
Max. Jam your Kinſman, Sir, and no ſuch baſe one: 
bought no Kiſſes, nor I had no Reaſon 
o kick the Princeſs from me; twas no Manners: 
never yet compell'd her, of her Courteſie 
Vhat ſhe beſtows, Sir, I am thankful for. 
Div. Be gone, Villain. 
baſeh Mer. 1 will, and I will go off with that Glory, 


ther: 


deanifie my Fate. [ Exiz. 
„ od Brother leave me, 
T am to n , trouble now. 
a (ba. I am ſorry fot't. 
cl find it but a Woman - Fit to try ye. 
thee. bio, It may be ſo; 1 hope ſo. 
Aut Chg. 
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Cha. I am aſham'd, and what I think I bluſn at. Exiz 
Dio. What Miſery hath my great Fortune bred me? 

And how far muſt 1 ſuffer ? Poor and low States, 

Though they know Wauts and Hungers, know not theſe, 

Know not theſe killing Fates : Little contents them, 

And with that little they live, Kings commanding, 

And ordering both their Ends and Loves. O Hononr! 

How greedily Men ſeek thee; and once purchaſed, 

How many Enemies to Man's Peace bring'ſt thou? 

How many Griefs and Sorrows, that like Sheers, 

Like fatal Sheers, are ſneering off our Lives til]? 

How many tad Eclipſes do we ſhine through? 

Enter Delphia, and Druſilla ves d 

When I preſum'd I was bleſs'd in this fair Woman. 
Del. Behold him now, and tell me how thou lik'ſt him. 
Dio. When all my Hopes were up, and Fortune dealt me 

Even for the greateſt and the happieſt Monarch, 

Then to be cozen'd, to be cheated baſely? | 

By mine own Kinſman croſ#d? O Villain Kinſman! 


, Ng OR, 


Curſe of my Blood; becauſe a little younger, Li 
A little ſmother fac'd: O falſe, falſe Woman, Al 
Falſe and forgetful of thy Faith; I'll kill him. 10 
But can I kill her Hate too? No, he woes not, th 
Nor worthy is of Death, becauſe ſhe follows him, | 
Becauſe ſhe courts him - Shall I kill an Innocent? 4, 
O Diocles! Would thou hadſt never known this, * 
Nor ſurfeited upon this ſweer Ambition, * 
Thar now lyes bitter at thy Heart: O Fortune, 11. 
That thou haſt none to Fool and blow like Bubbles, 15 
But Kings, and their Contents! V 

Del. What think ye now, Girl? ” 

Dru. Upon my Life, I pity his Misfortune. 2 
Sce how he weeps; I cannot hold. 10 5 

Del. Away Fool; 3 8 
He muſt weep bloody Tears before thou haſt“ D 
How fare ye now, brave Droclefian? hos 
What? Lazy in your Loves? Has too tw... pleaſure SY 
DulFd your moſt mighty Faculties? D 
Dio. Art thou there? : He, 
More to torment me? Doſt thou come to mock * „. 


i 


ſurc 


me? 


Del 
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„ 
Del. I do, and I do laugh at all thy ſufferings. 

that have wrought 'em come to ſcorn thy wailings; 

told thee once, This is thy Fate, this Woman, 

And as thou uſeſt her, fo thou ſhalt proſper. 

It is not in thy power to turn this Deſtisy, 

Nor ſtop the torrent of thoſe Miſeries 

(If thou neglectꝰſt her ſtill) ſhall fall upon thee, 

Sigh that thou art diſhoneſt, falſe of Faith, 

Proud, and doſt think no Power can croſs thy Pleaſures 

Thou wilt find a Fate above thee. 

Dru. Good Aunt, ſpeak mildly 
See how he looks and ſuffers. 
Dio. I find and feel, Woman, 
That I am miſerable. 
Del. Thou art moſt miſerable. 
Dio. That as I am the moſt, I am moſt miſerable. 
But didſt thou work this? 
Del. Ves, and will purſue it. 
Dio. Stay there, 1 have ſome pity; fair Druflla, 

Let me perſwade thy Mercy, thou haſt lov'd me, 

Although I know my Suit will ſound unjuſtly 

To make thy Love the means to loſe it ſelf, 

Have pity on me. 

D:#, T will do. 
Del. Peace, Neice. 

though this ſoftneſs may become your Love, 

Your Care muſt ſcorn it. Let him till contemn thee, 

and ſtill I'll work; the fame Affection 

te ever ſhews to thee, be it ſweet or bitter, 

The fame Aurelia ſhall ſhew him; no further: 

Nor ſhall the wealth of all his Empire free this. 
Dio. ] muſt ſpeak fair. Lovely young Maid, forgive me, 
%k gently on my Sorrows: You that grieve too, 

**1t in your Eyes, and thus I meet it. 


') Aunt, I am bleſs'd. _. 
% nor both young and cruel, 
Again [ L tus. 


— 


D Enter Aurelia. 
U %. Thus, Sir, 1 grant it. 
z mine own now, Aunt. 
Vo L. IV. Ff 
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Del. Not yet, Girl; thou art cozen'd. (ence? 

Aur. O my dear Lord, how have I wrong'd your Pati- 
How wandred trom*the truth of my Aﬀections ? 
How, like a wanton Fool, ſhun'd that I lov'd moſt? 
Bur you are full of Goodneſs to forgive, Sir, 

As I of Grief to beg, and Shame to take it: 
Sure I was not my ſelf, ſome ſtrange Illuſion, 
Or what you pleaſe to pardon. 

Dio. All, my Deareſt; 

All my Delight; and with more pleaſure take thee, 
Than if there had been no ſuch Dream; for certain, 
It was no more. 

Aur. Now you have ſeal'd Forgiveneſs, 

I rake my leave, and the Gods keep your goo 125 
t, 

Del. You ſee how kindneſs proſpers; be but fo kind 
To marry her, and ſee then what new Fortunes, 
New Joys, and Pleaſures ; far beyond this Lady, 
Beyond her Greatneſs too. 

Dio. VI] die a Dog firſt. 
Now I am e e I will enjoy her 
In ſpight of all thy Spirits, and thy Witchcrafts. 

Del. Thou ſhalt not, Fool. 

Dio. 1 will, old doating Devil ; 

And wert thou any thing but Air and Spirit, 
My Sword ſhould tell thee. 

Del. I contemn thy Threatnings, , 
And thou ſhalt know I hold a Power above thee. 
We muſt remove Aurelia: Come, farewel Fool, 

W hen thou ſhalt ſee me next, thou ſhalt bow to me. 


Dio. Look thou appear no more to croſs my Pleaſures. 


[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE! 
Enter Chorus. 


GO full of” Matter is our Hiſtory, 
: Tet mix'd, I hope, with ſweet Variety, 


The Accidents not vulgar too, but rare, Aud 
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And fit to be preſented, that there wants 

Room in this narrow Stage, and Tiba to expreſs 

In Action to the Life, our Diocleſian® 

In his full e : Tet (as the Statuarie, 

That by. the large fize of Alcides Foot, 

Gueſs at bis whole proportion) ſo we hope, 

Tour appre 13 will conceive 

Out of the Shadow we can only ſhew, 

How fair the Body was; and will be Pleaſed 

Out of your wonted Goodneſs, to bebold, © 

As in a filent Mirror, what we cannot 

With fit comveniency of Time, allow'd 

For ſuch Preſentments, cloath in Vocal Sounds. 

Tet with ſuch Art the Subject is convey d, 

That every Scene and Paſſage ſhall be clear 

Even to the groſſeſt Underſtander here. 
[Loud Muſick, 


Dumb Shew. 


Enter (at one Door) Delphia, Ambaſſadors, they 
whiſper together; they take an Oath upon her Hand; 
dhe circles them (kneeling) with her Magick Rod; 
They riſe and draw their Swords. Enter (at the other 
Door) Diocleſian, Charinus, Maximinian, Niger, Aure- 
lia, Caſena, Guard; Charinus and Niger perſwading Au- 
za; She offers to imbrace Maximinian, Diocles draws 
lis Sword, keeps off Maximiman, turns to Aurelia, 
kneels to her, lays his Sword at her Feet, ſhe ſcornfully 
urns away: Delphia gives a ſign; the Ambaſſadors and 
Soldiers ruſh upon them, ſeiſe on Aurelia, Caſſana, Cha- 
mu, and Maximinian; Diacleſian and others offer to 
reſcue them, Delphia raiſes a Miſt : Exeunt Ambaſſadors 
ad Priſoners, and the reſt diſcontented. 


ul Delphia finding by ſure Proof 
ive. wnce of Aurelia dim d the Beauty 
Of ber . 1; and in ſpight of Charms, 
The Emperor her Brother, Great Charinus, 
Still urg'd her to the Love of Diocleſian, 


Deals with the Perſian Legats, that were bound 
Ff 2 For 
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For the Ranſom of Caſſana, 9 remove 


Aurelia, Maximinian, and Charinus 

Out of the fight of Rome; but rakes their Oaths 
(In lien of ber Affiſtance) that they ſhall not, 

On any terms, when they were in their Power, 
Preſume to touch their Lives: This yielded to, 
They He in Ambuſh for *em. Dioclefiin 

Sell mad for fair Aurelia, that doated 

As much upon Maximinian, twice had Fill him, 
But that her Frawn reſtrain'd bim: He purſues her 
With all Humility, but ſhe continues $25 
Proud and diſdainful. The Sign given by Delphia, 
The Perſians break throw, and ſeize upon 
Charinus and his Siſter, with Maximinian, 

And free Caſſana. For their ſpeedy Reſcue, 
Enraged Diocleſian draws his Sword, 

And bids his Guard aſſiſt bim: Then too weak 
Had been all Oppoſition and Reſiſtance, 

The Perſians could have made againſt their Fury, 
Tf Delphia by her Cunning had not raisd 

A foggy Miſt, which as a Cloud conceaPd them, 
Deceiving their Purſuers. Now be pleard, © 
That your Imaginations may help you 

To think them ſafe in Perſia, and Diocleſian 


For this Diſaſter circled round with Sorrow, W. 
Tet mindful of the wrong. Their future Fortunes Wi 
We will preſent in Action; and are bold Th 

In that which follows, that the moſt ſhall ſay, To 
"Twas well begun, but the End crowi'd the Play. ITI 

| (Exit. I , 

$1/CG BENE - IL Out 

| Tha 2 

Enter Diocles, Niger, Senators, and Guard. And 

Dio. Talk not of Comfort; I have broke my Faith- F 
And the Gods fight againſt me: And proud M., Tr. 
However magnified, is but as Duſt . D 
Before the raging Whirlwind of their Juſtice. Hon 
What is it to be great? Ador'd on Earth? The 


When the immortal Powers that are above us a 


xit. 


urn 
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Turn all our Bleſſings into horrid Curſes, 
and laugh at our Reſiſtance, or Prevention 
Of hat they purpoſe ? O the Furies that 
| ie] within me! Whip'd on, by their Angers, 
For my Tormentors. Could it elſe have been 
In Nature, that a few poor {fugitive Perſians, 
Unfriended, and unarm'd too, could have rob'd me 
n Rowe, the World's Metropolis, and her Glory; 
In Ryme, where I command, inviron'd round 
With ſuch invincible Troops that know no fear, 
Bur want of noble Enemies) of thoſe Jewels 
| priz'd above my Lite, and I want Power 
To free them, if thoſe Gods I have provok'd 
Had not given ſpirit to the Undertakers, | 
And in their deed protected 'em: 

Nig. Great Caſar, 
Your Safety does confirm you are their care, 
And that howe'er their practices reach others, 
You ſtand above their Malice, 

den. Rome in us 
Offers (as means to further your Revenge) 
The Lives of her beſt Citizens, 
And all they ſtand poſleſs'd of. 

Guard. Do but lead us on 
With that invincible and undaunted Courage 
Which waited bravely on-you, when you appear'd 
The Minion of Conqueſt, married rather | 
To glorious Victory, and we will drag 
[Though all the Enemies of Life conipire 
Againſt our Undertakings) the proud Perſe. 
Out of his ſtrongeſt hold. 

2 Guard. Be but your ſelt, 
And do not talk but do. 
Guard. You have Hands and Swords, 

o make up a well proportion'd Army, 


Thar or. in you an Head to lead us. 


Dio. The gods reward your Goodneſs; and believe, 


Howe'er (for ſome great Sin) I am mark d out 
The object of their Hate, though Fove ſtood ready 
To dart his three · fold Thunder on this Head, 


Ff 3 1 


„ * *- thy Propheteſs. 


It could not fright me from a fierce Purſuit 7 
Of my Revenge: I will redeem my Friends, A 
And with my Friends mine Honour; at leaſt fall A 
Like to my ſelf, a Soldier. | A 
Nig. Now we hear T 
Great Dioclefian ſpeak. T 
Dio. Draw up our Legions. : 

And let it be your care, my much lov'd Niger, F, 
To haſten the remove: And Fellow-ſoldiers, A] 
Your love to me will teach you to endure R 

Both long and tedious Marches. 
I Guard. Die he accurs'd | T 
That thinks of Reſt or Sleep, before he ſets T 
His Foot on Per/ian Earth. T 
Nig. We know our Glory: 0 
The Dignity of Rome, and what's above Tt 
All can be urg'd, the Quiet of your Mind, Ti 
Depends upon our haſte. Ar 
Dio. Remove to Night; 0! 
Five days ſhall bring me to you. He 
All. Happineſs 5 2108 Jo! 
To Ceſar, and glorious Victory. Exeunt. . 
Dio. The cheerfulneſs of my Soldiers gives aſſurance Ot 
Of good ſucceſs abroad; if firſt I make | 
My Peace at home here. There is ſomething chides me, Vo 
And ſharply tells me, that my breach of Faith To 
To Delpbia and Drufilla, is the ground | ec 
Of my Misfortunes: And I muſt remember, S BW 
While I was lov'd, and in great Delphia's Grace, Bot 
She was as my good AT and bound Fortune Th 
| To proſper my Deſigns; I muſt appeaſe her: [ ra 
| Let others pay their Knecs, their Vows, their Prayers I ſe 
i" To weak imagin'd Powers; ſhe is my All, I 
| 1 And thus I do invoke her. Knowing Delphia, 3 2 
ii Thou more than Woman, and though thou vou L 
10 To ues the Earth with thy celeſtial Steps Kr 
| it And taſte this groſſer Air, thy heav'aly Spirit In! 
i" Hath free acceſs to all the ſecret Counſels For 
"n W hich a full Senate of the Gods determine To 


When they conſider Man: The Braſs-leay'd Book of Th: 
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Of Fate lies open to thee, where thou read'ſt, 
And faſhioneſt the Deſtinies of Men 
At thy wiſh'd pleaſure: Look upon thy Creature, 
And as thou twice halt pleaſed to appear 
To reprehend my Falſhood, now vouchſafe 
To ſee my low Submiſſion. | Delphia and Druſilla appear; 
Del. What's thy Will? 
Falſe, and unthankful, (and in that deſerving 
All human Sorrows) dar'it thou hope from me 
Relief or Comfort? 
Dio. Penitence does appeaſe 
Th'incenſed Powers, and Sacrifice takes off 
Their heavy Angers; thus I tender both - 
The Maſter of great Rome, and in that, Lord 
Of all the Sun gives heat and being to, 
Thus ſues for Mercy: Be but as thou wert, 
The Pilot to the Bark of my good Fortunes, 
And once more ſteer my Actions to the Port 
Of glorious Honour, and if I fall off 
Hereafter from my Faith to this ſweet Virgin, 
Join with thoſe Powers that puniſh Perjury, 
Jo make me an Example, to deter 
Others from being falſe. 
Dru. Upon my Soul 
You may believe him; nor did he e' er purpoſe 
To me but nobly; he made Tryal how 
could endure Unkindneſs; I fee Truth 
Triumphant in his Sorrow. Deareſt Aunt, 
Both credit him, and help him; and on aſſurance 
That what I plead for, you cannot deny, 
[ raiſe him thus, and with this willing Kiſs 
rs | ſeal his Pardon. 
Dio. O that I &'er look'd 
this Abſtract of all Womans goodnels. 
em thine again; thus I confirm our League; 
| know . es, and how much thou ſuffer" ſt 
In Honour for thy Friends; thou ſhalt repair all, 
For to thy Fleet I'll give a fore-right wind 
To pals the Perſian Gulf; remove all lets 
of that may molett thy Soldiers in their March 
: 44 That 


_ 


= 
A 
= 
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That paſs by Land; and Deſtiny is falſe, 


If thou prove not Victorious: Vet remember, 
When thou art rais'd up to the higheſt point 
Of human Happineſs, ſuch as move beyond it 
Muſt of neceſſity deſcend. Think on't, | 
And uſe thoſe Bleflings that the Gods pour on you 
With moderation. 

Dio. As their Oracle 
I hear you, and obey you, and will follow 
Your grave directions. | 


Del. You will not repeat it. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Niger, Geta, Guard, Soldiers, and Enfigns. 


Nig. How do you like your entrance to the War! 
When the whole Body of the Army moves, 
She vs it not gloriouſly ? | 

Ceta. *Tis a fine May- game; 

But cating and drinking I think are forbad in't, 
(mean, with leaſure) we walk on, and feed 
Like hungry Boys that haſte to School; or as 
We carried Fiſh to the City, dare ſtay no where, 
For fear our Ware ſhould ſtink. | 

I Guard. That's the neceſſity 
Of our ſpeedy March. 

Gera. Sir, I do love my eaſe, 

And though I hate all Scats of Judicature, 

I mean in the City, for conveniency, 

I ſtill will be a Juſtice in the War, 

And ride upon my Foot-cloth. I hope a Captain 


(And a Gown'd Captain too) may be diſpens'd with. | 


I tell you, and do not mock me, when I was poor, 
I could endure like others, Cold and Hunger; 
But fince I grew rich, let but my Finger ake, 
Or feel bur the leaſt pain in my great Toe, 
Unleſs I have a Doctor, mine own Doctor, 
That may aſſure me, I am gone. 55 

Nig. Come, fear not; 


You ſhall want nothing. 


nt. 


ward. 
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1 Guard. We will make you fight 


As you were mad, a 
Gera. Not too much of fighting, Friend; 
It is thy Trade, that art a common Soldier; 
We Officers, by our place, may ſhare the Spoil, 
And never ſweat for' t. 
2 Guard. You ſhall kill for practice 
But your dozen or two a Day. 
Geta. Thou talk'ſt as if 
Thou wert louſing thy ſelf; but yet Iwill make danger, 
If I prove one of the Worthies, ſo: However, 
I have the fear of the Gods before my Eyes, 
And do no hurt, I warrant you. 
Mg. Come, march on, 
And humour him for our Mirth. 
Guard. *Tis a fine Peak-gooſe. 
Mg. But one that fools to the Emperor, and in that, 
A viſe Man and a Soldier. 
Guard. True Morality. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE uv. 


Enter Coſroe, Caſſana, Perſians; and Charinus, Maxi- 
minian, Aurelia, (bound) with Soldiers. 


Coſ. Now by the Perſian Gods, molt truly welcome, 
Encompaſs'd thus with Tributary Kings, | 
entertain you. Lend your helping Hands 
To ſear her by me; and thus rais'd, bow all, 
Todo her Honour: O, my beſt Caſſana, 
diſter, and Partner of my Life and Empire, 
We'll teach thee to forget with preſent Pleaſures 
Thy late Captivity ; and this proud Roman, 
That us'd thee as a Slave, and did diſdain 
dioeely Ranſom, ſhall, if ſhe repine, 
be I by various Tortures to adore 
What We dr late contemn'd. a 

caſ. All Greatneſs ever 
Attend Coſroe : Though Perſia be ſtibd 


—— —— 
— — — — 
— — — — 


— 
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The Nurſe of Pomp and Pride; we'll leave to Rome 


Her Native Cruelty. For know, Aurelia, 


"j 


A Roman Princeſs, and a Cæſar's Siſter, 

Though now, like thee captiv'd, I can forget, 
Thy barbarous Uſage: and though thou to me, 
When 1 was in thy Power, didſt ſhew thy ſelf 
A molt inſulting Tyranneſs, I to thee 

May prove a gentle Miſtreſs, 

Aur. O my Stars, 

A Miſtreſs? can I love, and owe that Name 
To Fleſh and Blood? I was born to command, 
Train'd up in Soveraignty; and I, in Death, 
Can quit the Name of Slave: She that ſcorns Life, 
May mock Caprivity.. 

Cha. Rome will be Rome | 
When we are nothing; and her Pow'rs the ſame 
W hich you once quak'd ar. Ws 

Max. Diocleſian lives; 

Hear it, and tremble: Lives, thou King. of Perſia, 
The Maſtcr of his Fortune, and his Honour: 
And though by deviliſh Arts we were ſurpriz'd, 


And made the Prey of Magick and of Theft, 


And not won nobly, we ſhall be redeem'd, 
And by a Roman War; and every Wrong 
We ſuffer herc, with intereſt be return'd 
On the inſulting Doer. 4 

1 Per. Sure theſe Romans 
Are more than Men. 

2 Per, Their great Hearts will not yield, 
They cannot bend to any adverſe Fate, 
Such is their Confidence. 

C. They then ſhall break. 
Why, you rebellious Wretches, dare you ſtill 
Contend, when the leaſt breath, or nod of mine 
Marks you out for the fire? or to be made 
The Prey of Wolves or Vultures? The vin FP ae 


Of Roman Legions, I flight thus, and fcuru, 


— 


4 
* 


And for that boaſted Bug- bear, Diocleſian, 
Which you preſume on, would he were the Maſter 
But of the Spirit, to meet me in the Field, 
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He ſoon ſhould find, that our immortal Squadrons, 
That with full numbers ever are ſupply'd, 
(Could it be poſſible they ſhould decay) 
Dare front his boldeſt Troops, and ſcatter em, 
As an high towring Falcon on her Stretches, 
Seyers the fearful Fowl. And by the Sun, 
The Moon, the Winds, the nourithers of Life, 
And by this Sword, the inſtrument of Death, 
Since that you fly not humbly ro our Mercy, 
But yet dare hope your liberty by Force; 
If Dioclefian dare not attempt 
To free you with his Sword, all Slavery 
That Cruelty can find out to make you wretched, 
Falls heavy on you. 
Max. If the Sun keeps his Courſe, 
And the Earth can bear his Soldiers March, I fear not. 
Aur. Or Liberty, or Revenge. 
Cha. On that I build too. [ 4 Trumpet. 
Aur. A Roman Trumpet! 
Max..*Tis: Comes it not like 
A Pardon to a Man condemn'd ? 
Enter Niger. 
C. Admit him. 
The purpoſe of thy coming ? 
Mg. My great Maſter, 
The Lord of Rowe, (in that all Power is ſpoken) 
Hoping that thou wilt prove a noble Enemy, 
And (in thy bold Reſiſtance) worth his Conqueſt, 
Defies thee, Cyſroe. | 
Max. There is fire in this. 
Nig. And to encourage thy laborious Powers 
To tug for Empire, dares thee to the Field, 
With this aſſurance, if thy Sword can win him, 
r force his Legions with thy barbed Horle, 
"ſake their Ground, that not alone 


0 Ving'd + tory, ſhall take ſtand on thy Tear, 

ut all the Provinces and Kingdoms held 

the Roman Garriſons in this Eaſtern World, . 
er hall be delivered up, and he himſelf | 


\cknowledge thee his Sovereign. In return 
He f this large Offer, he asks only this, That 


* 
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Thar *till the doubtful Dye of War determine | ( 
Who has moſt Power, and ſhould command the other, Oh 
Thou wouldſt entreat thy Priſoners like their Births, 
And not their preſent Fortune; and to bring em 2 
Guarded, into thy Tent, with thy beſt Strengths, No 
Thy ableſt Men of War, and thou thy ſelf 7 
Sworn to make good the Place. And if he fail ca 
(Maugre all Oppoſition can be made) | Of. 
In his own Perſon to compel his Way, | [ 
And fetch them ſafely off, the Day is thine, 10 
And he, like theſe, thy Priſoner. 2 
Ch. Though I receive this De 
But as a Roman Brave, I do embrace it, G 
And love the Sender. Tell him, I will bring Ame 
My Priſoners to the Field, and without odds, You 
Againſt his ſingle Force, alone defend em; | III! 
Or elſe with equal Numbers. Courage, noble Princes, 1 


And let Poſterity record, that we 

This memorable Day reſtor'd to Perfia, 

That Empire of the World, great Philip's Son 
Raviſh'd from us, and Greece gave up to Rome. 
"This our ſtrong Comfort, that we cannot fall 


Ingloriouſly, ſince we contend for all, Exeunt. 
| { Flouriſh, Alarms. 


ENB 


Enter Geta, Guard and Soldiers. 
Geta. I'll ſwear the Peace againſt em, I am hurt, 
Run tor a Surgeon, or I faint. 
1 Guard. Bear up Man, 
"Tis but a ſcratch. 
Geta. Scoring a Man o'er the Coxcomb 


Is but a ſcratch with you: ——o'your Occupation, 

Your ſcurvy ſcuffling Trade: I was told before 

My Face was bad enough; but now I I-ok Cha 

Like bloody Bone, and raw Head, to fright Children; Caſt 

I am for ng ule elſe. | Dis. 
2 Guard. Thou ſhalt fright Men. To me 


1 Guard, You look ſo terrible now; but ſee your $7 
n 
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In the Pummel of my Sword. 

Geta. I die, I am gone. 
Oh my ſweet Phyſiognomy. 

Enter three Perſians. 

2 Guard. They come; 
Now fight, or die indeed. 

Geta. I will ſcape this way 
| cannot hold my Sword: What would you have 
Ot a maim'd Man? 

1 Guard. - Nay, then I have a Goad 
To prick you forward, Ox. 

2 Guard. Fight like a Man, 
Or die like a Dog. 

Geta. Shall I, like Ceſar fall | 
Among my Friends? No Mercy? Et tu Brute? 
You ſhall not have the Honour of my Death, 
Pll fall by the Enemy firſt. 

1 Guard. O brave, brave Getaz [Perſians driven off. 
He plays the Devil now. 

Enter Niger. 

Niger. Make up for Honour, 
The Perſians ſhrink. The Paſſage is laid open, 
Great Dzoclefian like a ſecond Mars, 
His ſtrong Arm govern'd by the fierce Bella, 
Performs more than a Man: His Shield ftruck full 
Of Perſian Darts, which now are his Defence 
Againſt the Enemies Swords, {till leads the way. 
Of all the Perfian Forces, one ſtrong Squadron, 

[ Alarms continued. 

In which Cſroe in his own Perſon fights, 
Stands firm, and yet unrouted: Break through that, 
The Day, and all is ours. Retreat. 


All. Victory, Victory. [ Exeunt. Flouriſb. 


S.. YE | 
+ Triumphwith Roman Enfigns) Guard, Diocleſian, 


« Chan +, Amrelia, Maximinian, Niger, Geta; Coſroe, 


Caſſana, Periians,as Priſoners, Delphia, Druſillaprivateꝶy. 
Dio. I am rewarded in the Act: Your Freedom 


To me's ten thouſand Triumphs : You, Sir, thare : 
| n 
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In all my Glories. And unkind Aurelia, 
From being a Captive, ſtill command the Victor. 
Nephew, remember I whoſe gift you are free: 
You | afford my pity; baſer Minds 
Inſult on the afflicted. You ſhall know, 
Virtue and Courage is admir'd and lov'd 

In Enemies, but more of that hereafter. 
Thanks to your Valour; to your Swords I owe 
This Wreath triumphant, Nor be thou forgot, 
My firſt poor Bondman. Geta, I am glad 
Thou art turn'd a Fighter, 

Geta. "Twas againſt my Will; 

But now I am content with't. 

Char. But imagine | 
What Honours can be done to you beyond theſe, 
Tranſcending all Example; 'tis in you 
To will, in us to ſerve it. 

Mg. We will have 
His Statue of pure Gold ſet in the Capitol, 
And he that bows not to it as a God, 
Makes forfeit of his Head. 

Max. I burſt with Envy; 

And yet theſe Honours, which conferr'd on me, 
Would make me pace on Air, ſeem not to move him. 

Dio. Suppoſe this done, or were it poſſible 

I could rife higher ſtill, I am a Man, 
And all theſe Glories, Empires heap'd upon me, 
Confirm'd by conſtant Friends and faithtul Guards, 
| Cannot defend me from a ſhaking Feaver, 
p Or bribe the uncorrupted Dart of Death 
| - To ſpare me one ſhort Minute. Thus adorn'd 
In theſe triumphant Robes, my Body yields not 
| A greater Shadow than it did when I 3 
Liv'd both poor and obſcure; a Sword's ſharp Point 
Enters my Fleſh as far; Dreams break my Sleep 
As when [I was a private Man; my Paſſions 
Are ſtronger Tyrants on me; nor is Gre nm 
A ſaving Antidote to keep me from 
A _Traitor's Poiſon. Shall I praiſe my Fortune, 
Or raiſe the building of wy Happineſs 


On 
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On her uncertain Favour ? Or preſume 
She is my own, and ſure, that yet was never 
Conſtant to any ? Should my Reaſon fail me 
As flattery oft corrupts it) here's an Example, 
To fpeak how far her Smiles are to be truſted; 
The riſing Sun, this Morning, ſaw this Man 
The Perſian Monarch, and thoſe Subjects proud 
That had the Honour but to kiſs his Feet 
And yet e'er his diurnal Progreſs ends, 
He is the ſcorn of Fortune: But you'll ſay, 
That ſhe forſook him for his want of Courage, 
But never leaves the Bold. Now by my hopes 
Or Peace and Quiet here, I never met 
Abrarer Enemy: And to make it good, 
Oſtoe, Caſſana, and the reſt, be free, 
and Ranſomeleſs return. 

Cf. To ſee this Virtue 
5 more to me than Empire; and to be 
OCercome by you, a glorious Victory. 

Max. What a Devil means he net? 

Dio, I know that Glory 
ble Alcides Shirt, if it ſtay on us 
Ill Pride hath mix'd it with our Blood; nor can we 
Put with it at Pleaſure, when we would uncaſe, 
brings along with it both Fleſh and Sinews, 
and leaves us living Monſters. 

Hax. Would it were come 
To my turn to put it on, I'd run the hazard. 

Dio. No, I will not be pluck'd out by the Ears 
Out of this glorious Caſtle; uncompell'd 
will ſurrender rather: Let it ſuffice, 
[have rouch'd the height of human Happineſs, 
Ard here I fix Nil ultra. Hitherto 
| have liv'd a Servant to ambitious Thoughts, 
Ard fading Glories z what remains of Life, 
dcuicace to Virtue z, and to keep 
My F aith <atainved, farewel Pride and Pomp, 
And circumſtance of glorious Majeſty, 
aewel for ever. Nephew, I have noted, 

hat you have long with ſore Eyes look'd upon 


Jn 


My 


| 
| 
| 
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My flouriſhing Fortune; you ſhall have poſſeſſion 


Ot my Felicity: I deliver up 
My Empire, and this Jem I priz d above it, 


And all things elſe that made me worth your Envy, 


Freely unto you. Gentle Sir, your Suffrage, 


To ſtrengthen this; the Soldiers love I doubt not; 
His Valour, Gentlemen, will deſerve your Favours, 


Which let my Prayers further. All is yours. 
But I have been too liberal, and giv'n that 
I muſt beg back again. 

Max. What am I faln from? 


Dio. Nay, ſtart not: It is only the poor Grange, 


The Patrimony which my Father left me, 
I would be Tenant to. 
Max. Sir, I am yours: 


1 will attend you there. 


Dio, No, keep the Court, 
Seek you in Rome for Honour: I will labour 
To find content elſe where. Diſſwade me not, 
By 1 am reſolv'd. And now Drußſilla, 
Being as poor as when I vow'd to make thee 


My Wife, if thy Love ſince hath felt no change, 


I am ready to perform it. 

Dru. I ſtill lov'd 
Your Perſon, not your Fortunes; in a Cottage, 
Being yours, I am an Empreſs. 

Del. And l'll make 
The Change moſt happy. 

Dio. Do me then the Honour, 
To ſee my Vow perform'd. You but attend 
My Glories to the Urn; where be it Aſhes, 
Weicome my mean Eſtate; and as a due, 
With Reft to me, I Honour unto you. 


[ Exeunt. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 
Enter Chorus. 


Cho. T HE War with Glory ended, and Coſroe, 
Acknowledging his Fealty to Charinus, 
Diſmiſs d in Peace, returns to Perſia : 
The reft, arriving ſafely unto Rome, 
fre entertain d with Trinmphs : Maximinian, 
By the grace and interceſſion of his Uncle, 
ſaluted Cæſar + but good Diocleſian, 
Weary of Pomp and State, retires himſelf 
With a ſmall Train, to a moſt private Grange 
I Lombardy z where the glad Country ſtrives 
With Rural Sports to give bim Entertainment 
With which delighted, he with eaſe forgets 
| ſpecious Trifles, and ſecurely taſtes 
Ihe certain Pleaſures of a private Life. 
ut ob Ambition, that eats into, | 
With venom'd Teeth, true Thankfulneſs and Honour, 
Ind 10 ſupport her Greatneſs, faſhions Fears, 
Dubts, and Preventions to decline all dangers, 
Which in the place of Safety, prove her Ruin: 
ll which be pleas'd to ſee in Maximinian, 
J mhom, his confer d Sovereignty was like 
lange Sail fil d full with a fore-right Wind, 
[bat drowns a ſmaller Bark: And he once fallin 
uw Igratirude, makes no ſtop in Miſchief, 
u violently runs on. Allow Maximinian all, | 
mr, and Empire, abſolute Command , 77 
it being ill, long Great he cannot ſtand. Exit. 
7 


S GENE II. 


Enter Maximinian and Aurelia. 
Aar. Why drodps my Lord, my Love, my Life, my Ceſar? 
OW ill this dullneſs doth comport with Greatneſs? 
bes not, with open Arms, your Fortune court you? 
e know you for her Maſter? I my ſelf 2 
„ G g | Con- 


* v4 


His laſt farewel o'th* World? What then can ſhake ye? 


F. 4 
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Confeſs you for my Husband ? love, and ſerve you? 
If you contemn not theſe, and think them Curſes, 
I know no Bleſſings that ambitious Fleſh ©. 
Could with to feel beyond 'em. 

Max. Belt Aurelia, 
The Parent and the Nurſe to all my Glories, 
*Tis not that thus embracing you, I think 
There is a Heav'n beyond it, that begets 
Theſe ſad Retirements ; but the fear to loſe 
What it is Hell to part with: Better to have liv'd 
Poor and obſcure, and never ſcal'd the top 
Of hilly Empire, than to die with fear 
To be thrown headlong down, almoſt as ſoon 
As we have reach'd it. 

Aur. Theſe are Pannick Terrors 
You faſhion to your ſelf: Is not my Brother 
(Your Equal and Co-partner in the Empire) 
Vow'd and confirm'd your Friend? the Soldicrconftant? 
Hath not your Uncle Diocleſiau taken 


- £ -5— WA ou 5 To dr Ie 


Max. The Thought I may be ſhaken, and aſſurance 
That what we do poſſeſs 1s not our own, 
But has depending on another's fayour: 
For nothing's more uncertain, my Aurolia, 
Than Power that ſtands not on his proper Baſis, 
But borrows his Foundation. I'll make plain 
My cauſe of doubts and fears; for what Id I 
Conceal from you, that are to be familiar 


With my moſt private Thoughts? Is not the Empire l 
My Uncle's gift? and may he not reſume it | Hi 
Upon the leaſt diſtafte? Does not Charinus - 
Croſs me in my deſigns? And what is Majeſty | Arq 
When 'tis divided? Does not the inſolent Soldier 6 
Call my Command his Donative? And what can take 117 
More from our Honour? No, my wiſe Aurelia, Ti p 
If I to you am more than all the World, U w 
As fare you are to me; as we deſire p > 


To be ſecure, we mutt be abfolute, £ 
And know no Equal; when your Brother borrows 


The little Splendor that he has from us, Ard 


" 
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And we are ſerv'd for fear, not at entreaty, 
We may live ſafe; but till then, we but walk 
With heavy burthens on a Sea of Glaſs, - 
And our own weight will ſink us. 
Aur. Your Mother brought you 
Into the World an Emperor; you perſwade 
But what I would have counſei'd : Nearneſs of Blood, 
Reſpect of Piety, and Thankfulneſs, 
And all the holy dreams of virtuous Fools, 
Muft vaniſh into nothing, when Ambition, 
The maker of great Minds, and nurſe of Honour, 
Puts in for Empire. On then, and forget 
Your ſimple Uncle; think he was the Maſter 
(In being once an Emperor) of a Jewel, 
Whoſe worth and uſe he knew not: For Charinus, 
No more my Brother, if he be a ſtop 
To what you purpoſe z he to me's a Stranger, 
And ſo to be remoy'd. 
Max. Thou more than Woman, 
Thou maſculine Greatneſs, to whoſe ſoaring Spirit 
To touch the Stars ſeems but an eaſie flight, 
O how I glory in thee! thoſe great Women 
Antiquity 1s proud of, thou but nam'd, 
Shall be no more remembred; but perſcvere, 
And thou ſhalt ſhine among thoſe leſſer lights, 
Enter Charinus, Niger, and Guard. 
To all Poſterity, like another Phebe, 
And ſo ador'd as ſhe is. 
Aur, Here's Charinus, 
His Brow furrow'd with anger. 
Max. Let him {torm, 
And you ſhall hear me Thunder. 
Cha. He diſpoſe of 
My Provinces at his Pleaſure? and confer 
1 noſe honours, that are only mine to give, 
Upon his, Creagures ? 
Nig. Mighty Sir, aſerihe it 5 
o his aſſurance of your Love and Favour, 
And not to Pride or Malice. 


G g 2 5 Cha. 


re 


ke 


2096 The Propheteſs. 


Cha. No, good Niger, | 
Courteſie ſhall nor fool me; he ſhall know 
1 lent a Hand to raiſe him, and defend him, 
While he continucs good; but the ſame Strength, 
If Pride make him uſurp upon my Right, , 
Shall ftrike him to the Center. You are well met, Sir. 
Max. As you make the Encounter: Sir, I hear, 

That you repine, and hoid your ſelf much griev'd, 
In that, without your good leave, I beſtow'd 
The Gallian Proconſulſhip upon 
A Follower of mine. 8 

| Cha. *Tis true, and wonder 
| You durſt attempt it. 

| Max. Durit, Charinus? 
| Che. Durit; 

Again I ſpeak it: Think you me ſo tame, 

So leaden and unactive, to fit down 

With ſuch Diſhonour? But, recall your Grant, 
And ſpeedily ; or by the Roman ———— 
Thou trip'ſt thine own Heels up, and haſt no part 
In Rowe, or in the Empire. 

Max. Thou haſt none, 

But by permiſſion: Alas, poor Charinus, 

Thou ſhadow of an Emperor, I ſcorn thee, 

Thee, and thy fooliſh Threats: The Gods appoint him 
[ The abſolute Diſpoſer of the Earth, 
1 Thar has the ſharpeſt Sword. I am ſure, Charms, 
| Thou wear'ſt one without edge. When cruel A4per 
Had kill'd Mamerianus, thy Brother, | 
An act that would have made a trembling Coward 
More daring than Alcides, thy baſe fear | 
Mace thee wink at it; then roſe up my Uncle, 
For the Honour of the Empire, and of Rome, 


Againſt the Traytor, and among his Guards 
Puniſh'd the Treaſon: This bold daring act 


— K 
— — — — 


Got him the Soldiers Suffrages to be Ceſar. N 
And howſoever his too gentle Nature © +? 2 9h 
Allow'd thee the Name only, as his Gift, 8 
Fchallenge the Succeſſion. A pre; 

Cha. Thou art cozen'd. | And a 


When And &; 
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When the Receiver of a courteſie 

Cannot ſuſtain the weight it carries with it, 

'Tis but a Tryal, not a preſent Act. 

Thou haſt in a few days of thy ſhort Reign, 

In over-weening Pride, Riot and Luſts, 

Sham'd noble Diocleſian, and his Gift; 

Nor doubt I, when it ſhall arrive unto 

His certain knowledge, how the Empire groans 

Under thy Tyranny, but he will forſake 

His private Life, and once again reſume 

His Iaid-by Majeſty; or at leaſt, make choice 

Of ſuch an Atlas as may bear this burthen, 

Too heavy for thy Shoulders. To effect this, 

Lend your aſſiſtance, Gentlemen, and then doubt not 

But that this Muſhroom, ſprung up in a Night, 

Shall as ſoon wither. And for you, Aurelia, 

If you eſteem your Honour more than Tribute 

Pad to your loathſome Appetite, as a Fury 

Fly from his looſe Embraces; ſo farcwel ; 

Lcr long you ſhall hear more. [ Exount, 
Aur. Are you ſtruck Dumb, 

That you make no Reply? 
Max. Sweet, I will do, 

1 And after talk: I will prevent their Plots, 

And turn them on their own accurſed Heads. 

\ly Uncle? good, I muſt not know the Names 

Of Picty or Pity. Steel my Heart, 

Defire of Empire, and inſtruct me, that 

The Prince that over others would bear ſway, 

Checks at no Let that ſtops him in his way. Excuut. 


SC BB III. 


Enter three Shepherds, and two Cuntiy-men. 


Shep. Do you think this great Man will continue here? 
2 dhep. Contimue here? what elſe? he has bought the 
great Farm; | 
A preat Man, with a great Inheritance, » 
And all the Ground about it, all the Woods too, 
cn And ſtock d it like an Emperor. Now, all our ſports again, 
Gg 3 And 
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And all our merry Gambols, our May-Ladies, 
Our Evening Dances on the Green, our Songs, 
Our Holiday good chear, our Bagpipes now, Boys, 
Shall make the wanton Laſſes skip again, 
Our Sheep-ſhearings, and all our knacks. 

Sep. But hark ye, ; 
We mult not call him Emperor, 

1 Countr. That's all one, 
He is the King of good Fellows, that's no Treaſon; 
And fo Þ'il call him till, though I be hang'd for't. 
I grant ye, he has given his Honour to another Man, 
He cannot give his Humour; he is a brave Fellow, 
And will love us, and we'll love him. Come hither, Ladpn, 
W hat new Songs, and what Geers? | 

3 Hep. Enough; I'll tell ye, 
He comes abroad anon to view his Grounds, 
And with the help of Thir/is, and old Egon, 
(If his whorſon Cold be gone) and Amaryllis, 
And ſome few more o'th' Wenches, we will meet him, 
And ſtrike him fuch new Springs, and ſuch free welcomes, 
Shall make him ſcorn an Empire, forget Majeſty, 
And make him bleſs the hour he liv'd here happy. 

2 Countr. And we will ſecond ye, we honeſt Carters, 
We Lads o'th' lath, with ſome blunt Entertainment, 
Our Teams to two pence, we'll give him ſome content, 
Or we'll bawl fearfully. 

3 Shep. He cannot expect now | 
His courtly Entertainments, and his rare Muſicks, 
And Ladies to delight him with their Voices ; 

Honeſt and chearful Toys from honeſt Meanings, 


And the beſt Hearts they have. We muſt be neat all; 


On goes my Ruſſer Jerkin with blue Buttons. (net; 
r Shep. And my green flops I was married in; my Bon- 
With my Carnation Point with ſilver Tags, Boys; 
You know where I won it. 
1 Countr, Thou wilt nc'er be old, Alexjs. „ (vouts, 
1 Shep. And I ſhall find ſome Toys that have been fa- 
And Noſe-gays, and ſuch Knacks; for there be Wenches. 
3 Shep. My Mantle goes on too I play'd young Faris in, 
And the new Garters Amaryllis ſent me. 


1 Cunts. 
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1 Countr. Ves, yes; we'll all be handſome, and waſh 
Neighbour, I ſee a Remnant of March Duſt (our Faces: 
That's hatch'd into your Chaps: I pray ye be careful, 

Enter Geta. 
and mundifie your Muzzel. 

2 Ountr. I'll to th' Barbers, 

It ſhall coſt me I know what. Who's this? 

3 Shep. Give room, Neighbours, 

A great Man in our State; Gods bleſs your Worſhip. 

2 Countr. Encreaſe your Maſterſhip. 

Geta. Thanks, my good People; 

Stand off, and know your Duties: As I take it 

You are the labouring People of this Village, 

And you that keep the Sheep. Stand farther off yer, 
And mingle not with my Authority, 

I am too mighty for your Company, (ſhip 

3 Shep. We know it, Sir; and we defire your Wor- 
To reckon us amongſt your humble Servants, 

And that our Country Sports, Sir, — 

Gera. For your Sports, Sir, 

They may be ſeen, when I ſhall think convenient, 
When out of my Diſcretion, I ſhall view ' cm, 

And hold 'em fit for Licence. Ve look upon me, 

And look upon me ſeriouſly, as you knew me: 

Tis true, 1 haye been a Raſca!, as you are, 

A Fellow of no mention, nor no mark, 

Juſt ſuch another Piece of Durt, ſo faſhion'd: 

but Time, that puri fies all things of Merit, 

Has ſet another Stamp. Come nearer now, 

And be not fearful; I take off my Auſterity; 

and know me for the great and mighty Steward 

Under this Man of Honour; know ye for my Vaſſals, 
And at my Pleaſure I can diſpeople ye, 

Can blow you and your Cattle out o th Country- 
kut fear me, and bave Favour. Come, go along with 
and I will hear your Songs, and perhaps like em. (me, 

3 Sbep. I hope you will, Sir. 

Gere. Tis not a thing impoſſible. * 
f chars I'll ſing my ſelf, the more. to grece ye, 
and if Ilke your Women. 
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3 Shep. We'll have the beſt, Sir, 
Handſome young Girls. 

Gera. The handſomer, the better. 

Enter Delphia. 

May bring your Wives too, 'twill be all one Charge to 
For I muit know your Families. (ye ; 

Del. Tis well ſaid, | 
"Tis well ſaid, honeſt Friends; I know ye are hatching 
Some pleaſurable Sports for your great Landlord; 
Fill him with Joy, and win him a Friend to ye, 
And make this little Grange ſeem a large Empire, 
Let out with home Contents : Il work his Favour, 
Which daily ſhall be on ye. 

3 Shep. Then we'll ſing daily, 
And make him the beſt Sports. 

Del. Inſtruct em, Geta, 
And be a merry Man again. 

Geta. Will ye lend me a Devil, 
That we may dance a while? 

Del. I'll lend thee two. | 
And Bag-Pipes that ſhall blow alone. 

Geta. | thank ye; 
But I'll know your Devils of a cooler Complexion firſt, 
Come, follow, follow; I'll go fit and ſee ye. - ¶ Exeunt. WI 

Enter Diocles and Druſilla. 
Del. Do; and be ready an Hour hence, and bring em; Ane 


For in the Grove you'll find him. Me 
Dio. Come Druſilla, Tis 
The Partner of my beſt Contents : I hope now Ho 
You dare believe me. The 
Dru. Ves, and dare ſay to ye, 
I think ye now moſt happy. 1 
Dio. You ſay true, Sweet, Fro 
For by my find now by Experience, 
Content was never Courtier. L 
Dru. I pray ye walk on, Sir; 8 L 
The cool Shades of the Grove invite ye. Thi 


WM es O my deareſt ! 
hen Man has caſt off his ambitious Greatneſs, 
And ſunk into the Sweetnels of himſelf; Built 


il 
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Built his Foundation upon honeſt Thoughts, 
Not great, but good Defires his daily Servants; 
How quietly he Sleeps! How joyfully 
He wakes again, and looks on his Poſſeſſions, 
And from his willing labours feeds with Pleaſure? - 
Here hang no Comets in the ſhapes of Crowns, 
To ſhake our ſweet contents; nor here, Drufilla, 
Cares, like Eclipſes, darken our Endeavours: 
We love here without Rivals, kiſs with Innocence; 
Our Thoughts as gentle as our Lips, our Children 
The double Heirs both of our Forms and Faiths. 

Dru. I am glad ye make this right uſe of this ſweetneſs, 
This ſweet Retiredneſs. | 

Dio. Tis ſweet indeed, Love, 
And every Circumſtance about it, ſhews it. 
How liberal is the Spring in every place here? 
The artificial Court ſhews bur a Shadow, 
A painted imitation of this Glory. 
Smell to this Flower, here Nature has her excellence: 
Let all the Perfumes of the Empire paſs this, 
The carefull'ſt Lady's Cheek ſhew ſuch a Colour, 
They are gilded and adulterate Vanities. 
And here in Poverty dwells noble Nature. | 
What pains we take to cool our Wines, to allay us, 

[ Mufick below. 
And bury quick the fuming God to quench us, 
Methinks this Chryſtal Well? Ha? W hat ſtrange Muſick ? 
Tis underneath, ſure; how it ſtirs and joys me? 
How all the Birds ſet on? The Fields redouble 
Their odoriferous ſweets? Hark how the Echoes 
Enter a Spirit from the Well. 
Dru, See, Sir, thoſe Flowers 


From out the Well, ſpring to your Entertainment. 


Enter Delphia. 
Dio. Bleſs me. 


Dru. Be norgfraid, 'tis ſome good Angel 


That's come to welcome ye. 


Del. Go near and hear, Son. * 
| SONG. 

Dio, O Mother, thank ye, thank ye, this was your beer” 
of, 
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Del. You ſhall not want delights to bleſs your Preſence. 
Now ye are honeſt, all the Stars ſhall honour ye. 
| Enter Shepherds and Dancers. 


Stay, hereare Country- ſhepherds, here is ſome ſport too, 


And you muſt grace it, Sir; 'twas meant to welcome ye; 
A King ſhall never feel your Joy. Sit down, Son. 

A Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes ; Pan leading 

the Men, Ceres the Maids. 

Hold, hold, my Meſſenger appears; leave off, Friends, 
Leave off a while, and Breathe. 

Dio. What News? Ye arepale, Mother. 

Del. No, I am careful of thy ſafety, Son, 
Be not affrighted, but fir ſtill; I am with thee. 

Enter Maximinian, Aurelia, and Soldiers. 

And now dance out your Dance. No you know that Per- 
Be not amaz'd, but let him ſhew his dreadfulleſt. (ſon? 
Max. How confident he fits amongſt his Pleaſures, 

And what a chearful colour ſhews in's Face, 
And yet he {ces me too, the Soldiers with me. 
Aur. Be ſpeedy in your work, (you will be ſtopt elſc) 
And then you are an Emperor. 
Max, I will about it. 
Dio. My Royal Couſin, how I joy to ſee ye, 
You and your Royal Empreſs. 
Max. You are too kind, Sir. 
come not to eat with ye, and to ſurfeit 
In theſe poor Clownith Pleaſures; but to tell ye 
J look upon ye like my Winding- ſneet, 
The Coffin of my Greatneſs, nay, my Grave: 
For whilſt you are alive | 
Dio. Alive, my Couſin? 
Max. I ſay, Alive. I am no Emperor; 
I am nothing but mine own diſquiet. 
Dio. Stay, Sir. | 
Mar. I cannot ſtay. The Soldiers doat upon ye. 
I would fain ſpare ye; but mine own ſecygiry 
Compels me to forget you are my Uncle, 
Compels me to forget you made me Ceſar : 
For whilſt you are remembred, I am buried. 


Dio. Did not I make ye Emperor, dear Couſin, 
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The free gift from my ſpecial Grace ? 
Del. Fear nothing. | 
Dio. Did not I chuſe this Poverty, to raiſe you? 
That Royal Woman gave into your Arms too? 
Bleſs'd ye with her bright Beauty? Gave the Soldier, 
The Soldier that hung to me, fix'd him on ye? 
Gave ye the World's command ? 
Max. 'This cannot help ye. 
Dio. Yetthis ſhall eaſe me. Can ye beſo baſe, Couſin, 
So far from Nobleneſs, ſo far from Nature, 
As to forget all this? To tread this Tie out? 
Raiſe to your ſelf ſo foul a Monument 
That every common Foot ſhall kick aſunder? 
Muſt my Blood glue ye to your Peace? 
Max. It muſt, Uncle; 
| ſtand too looſe elſe, and my Foot too feeble: 
You gone once, and their Love retir'd, I am rooted, 
Dio. And cannot this removed poor State obſcure me? 
| do not ſeek for yours, nor enquire ambitiouſly 
after your growing Fortunes. Take heed, my Kinſman, 
Ungratefulneſs and Blood mingled together, 
Will, like two furious Tides 
Max. I muſt Sail thorow em: 
Let *em be Tides of Death, Sir, I muſt ſtem up. 
Dio. Hear but this laſt, and wiſcly yet conſider: 
ace round about my Grange a Garriſon, 
That if Joffer to exceed my Limits, 
Or ever in my common Talk name Emperor, 
Ever converſe with any greedy Soldier, 
Or look for Adoration, nay, for Courteſi: 
Above the days Salute.—— Think who has fed ye, 
Think, Couſin, who I am. Do ye flight my Miſery ? 
Nay, then! charge thee; nay, I mee: thy Cruelty. 
Max. This cannot ſerve, prepare: Now fall on, Soldiers, 
And all the Treaſure that I have. 


£ | Thunder and Lightning. 
Sd. The Earth ſhakes; | 


We totter up and down; We cannot ſtand, Sir; % 
M²ethinks the Mountains tremble too. 


2 Sd, 
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How thick and hot they come? We ſhall be burn'dall . My 


Del. Fall on, Soldiers: | Yo 
You that ſell innocent Blood, fall on full bravely. But 
Sold. We cannot ſtir. Fiz. An 
Del. Vou have your liberty, ' Ma 
So have you, Lady. One of you come do it. | p 


[4 Hand with a Bolt appears above. We 
Do you ſtand amaz'd? Look o'er thy Head, MMaximinian, $ 
Look, to thy Terror, what over-hangs thee : I 
Nay, it will nail thee Dead; look how it threatens thee : Ane 
The Bolt for Vengeance on ungrateful Wretches; 
The Bolt of innocent Blood; read thoſe hot Characters, 
And ſpell the will of Heav'n. Nay, lovely Lady, 
You mult take part too, as ſpur to Ambition. 
Are ye humble? Now ſpeak, my part's ended. 
Does all your Glory ſhake ? | 
Max. Hear us, great Uncle, 
Good and great Sir, be pitiful unto us; 
Below your Feet we lay our Lives, be merciful: 
Begin you, Heav'n will follow. 
Aur. Oh, it ſhakes til]. 
Max. And dreadfully it threatens. We acknowledge 
Our baſe and foul intentions. Stand between us; 
For faults confeſs'd, they ſay, are half forgiven. 
We are ſorry for our Sins. Take from us, Sir, 
That glori»us weight that made us ſwell, that poiſon'd 
That maſs of Majeity I laboured under, (us; 
(Too heavy and too mighty for my Manage) 
That my poor innocent Days may turn again, 
And wy Mind, pure, may purge me of theſe Curſes; 
By your old Love, the Blood that runs between us. 
[The Hand taken in. 
Arr. By that Love once ye bare to me, by that, Sit, 
That bleſſed Maid enjoy BS 
Dio. Riſe up, dear Couſin, „ 
And be your Words your Judges: I forgive ye, 
Gfear as ye are, enjoy that Greatneſs cver, 88 
Whilſt I mine own Content make mine own Empire. 
Once more I give ye all; learn to deſerve it, 1 
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And live to love your Good more than your Greatneſs. 
Now ſhew your Loves to entertain this Emperor, 
My honeſt e up Geta, ſee all handſome. 
Your Grace mult pardon us, our Houſe is little; 
But ſuch an ample welcome as a poor Man 
And his true Love can make you and your Empreſs. 
Madam, we have no Dainties. 
Aur. * Tis enough, Sir; 
We ſhall enjoy the riches of your Goodneſs, 
Hud. Long live the good and gracious Diocleſian. 
Dio. 1 thank ye, Soldiers, I forgive your raſhneſs. 
And, Royal Sir, long may they love and honour ye. 
[ Drums March afar off. 
What Drums are thoſe ? | 
Del. Meet 'em, my honeſt Son, 
They are thy Friends, Charinus and the old Soldiers 
That come to reſcue thee from thy hot Couſin. 
But all is well, and turn all into welcomes: 
Two Emperors you mult entertain now. 
Dio. O dear Mother, 
have Will enough, but I want Room and Glory. (rily, - 
Del. That ſhall be my care. Sound your Pipes now mer- 
And all your handſome Sports. Sing 'em full welcomes. 
Dio. And let 'em know, our true Love breeds more 
Stories 
And perfect Joys, than Kings do, and their Glories 
[ Ecernt. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M I N. 


Genor, Prince of Argos. 


Theanor, Son ro the Queen of Corinth; „ A vieius 
Prince. 


Leonidas, the Corinthian General, be 70 Merione. 
1 2 A noble young Gentleman, Favourite to the 


* Elder Brother to Euphance, 4 malicious Reauteſen 


Conon, Euphanes's Confident, aud Fellow-Traveller. 
Neanthes, 


Soſicles, 5 Courtiers. 


Onos, or Lamprias, a vory fooliſh Traveller. 
Tutor and 
Uncle þ #0 Onos, two fooliſh Knaves. 


Gentlemen, Servants to Agenor. O22: he 
PA Page to Lord Euphanes. | ES - 
Marſpal, Vintner, Drawers. 


WOMEN. 


Merione, A virtuous Lady, ret ſollicited * Prince 
A 


Agenor. 
Beliza, A noble Lady, Miſtreſs to Euphanes. 
Queen of Corinth, A wiſe and virtuous Widow, Mother 
of Theanor. | | 
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THE 


QUEEN of Corinth. 


ACT IT SEN 


Enter Neanthes, Soſicles, and Eraton. 


ERATON. 


F 


IHE General is returned then? a 
b FT Ne |  Nean, With much Honour. 


§oſ. And Peace concluded with the 
Prince of Argos? 


2 1 Nean. To the Queen's Wiſhes: The 


Conditions ſign'd 


So far beyond her Hopes, to the Advantage 


Of »intb, and the good of all her Subjects; 
That though Leonidas, our brave General, 
Lver came home a fair and great Example, 


Vor.IV. 


He never yet return'd, or with leſs Loſs 
Or more deſerved Honour. 
Era. Have you not heard 
The Motives to this general good ? 
Nean. The main one | 
Was Admiration firſt in young Agenor, 
(For by that Name we know the Prince of Argos) 
Of our Leonidas Wiſdom and his Valour 
Which though an Enemy, firſt in him bred Wonder, 
Thar Liking, Love ſucceeded that, which was 
Followed by a Deſire to be a Friend, > 
pon what Terms ſoeyer to ſuch Goodneſs. 
They had an Enterview; and that their Friendſhip 
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Might with our Peace be ratified, *rwas concluded, 
Agenor yielding up all ſuch ſtrong Places 
As he held in our Territories, ſhould receive 
(With a ſufficient Dower, paid by the Queen) 
The fair Merione for his Wife. 

Era. But how 8 
Approves the Queen of this? ſince we well know, 
Nor was her Highneſs ignorant, that her Son 
The Prince Theancr made Love to this Lady, 


And in the nobleſt way. 
Nean. Which ſhe allowed of, 
And I have heard from ſome familiar with 2 
Her ncareſt Secrets, ſhe ſo deeply priz'd her, [ | 
Being from an Infant train'd up in her Service, T 
(Or to ſpeak better, rather her own Creature) 7 
She once did ſay, That if the Prince ſhould ſteal 80 
A Marriage without her Leave, cr Knowledge, , 
With this Merione, with a little Suit i T 
She ſhould grant both their Pardons ; whereas now Fo 
To ſhew her ſelf forſooth a Spartan Lady, 5 
And that 'tis in her Power, now it concerns W 
The common good, not alone to ſubdue Of 
Her own Affect ions, but command her Son's; G 
She has not only forc'd him with rough Threats l 
To leave his Miſtreſs, but compell'd him, when w 
Agenor made his Entrance into Corinth, Re 
To wait upon his Rival. | 7 
Soſ. Can it be 055 
The Prince ſhould fit down with this Wrong? f | 
Nean. I know not, I 
I am ſure I ſhould nor. T1 
Era. Truſt me, nor 1, p 
A Mother is a Name, but put in Ballance (him? Fir 
With a young Wench 'tis nothing; wheredid you leave Th 
Nean. Near Veſta's Temple, for there he diſmiſs'dm% P. c 
And full of troubled Thoughts, calling for Crates: P Ml 
He went with him, but whither, or to What Purpoſe, T 
Iam a Stranger. F n 
& all 
Enter Theanor and Crates, G 
Era.. T hey are come back, Neanthes, Thy | ny | 
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The. I like the Place well. 
Ca. Well, Sir? it is built 
As if the Architect had been a Prophet, 
And faſhion'd it alone for this Night's Action; 
The Vaults ſo hollow, and the Walls fo ſtrong, 
As Dian there might ſuffer Violence, | 
And with loud Shrieks in vain call 7ove to help her; 
Or ſhould: he hear, his Thunder could not End 
An Entrance to it. 
The. 1 give up my ſelf 
Wholly to thy Dire&ion, worthieſt Crates, 
And yet the deſperate Cure that we muſt practiſe 
Is in it ſelf fo foul, and full of Danger, 
That I ſtand doubtful whether *twere more manly 
To die not ſeeking Help, or that Help being 
So deadly, to purſue it, 
Cra. To thoſe Reaſons 
] have already urg'd, I will add theſe. 
For but conſider, Sir | 
Era. It is of weight | | BY, 
What-c'er it be, that with ſuch vehement Action, 
Of Eye, Hand, Foot, nay all his Body's Motion, 
Crates 1ncites the Prince to. 
Nean. Then obſerve, 
With what variety of Paſſions he 
Receives his Reaſons; now he's pale, and ſhakes 
For Fear or Anger; now his natural Red _ 
Comes back again, and with a pleaſing Smile 
He ſeems to entertain it ; 'tis reſolv d on, 
Be it what 'twillz to his Ends may it proſper, 
Though the State ſink fort. 
2 Ca. Now you are a Prince 
ve it to rule others, and in ſhaking off 
c, The Bonds in which your Mother fetters you, | 
Diſcharge your Debt to Nature, ſhe's your Guide, 
Follow her boldly, Sir. 
The. 1 am confirm'd, 
Fall what may fall. a 
Ga. Vet ſtill diſguiſe your Malice 


n your Humility. 
A * H h 2 The. 
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The. J am inſtructed. 


Cra. Though in your Heart there rage a thcuſand Tem- 
All Calmneſs in your Looks. (peſts, 


The. i ſhall remember. 


Ca. And at no hand, tho? theſe are us'd as Agents, 


Acquaint them with your Purpoſe, *till the Inſtant 


That we employ them; *tis not fit they have 
Time to conſider; when *tis done, Reward 
Or Fear will keep them ſilent; yet you may 


Grace them as you paſs by, *twill make them ſurer, 


And greedier to deſerve you. 
The. I'll move only | 
As you would have me: Good-day, Gentlemen 
Nay, ſpare this ceremonious Form of Duty 
To him that brings Love to you, equal Love, 
And is in nothing happier, than in knowing 
It is return'd by you; we are as one. 
Sf. 1 am o'er-joy'd, I know not 
How to reply; but—— 
Era. Hang all buts ; my Lord, 
For this your bounteous Favour 
Nean. Let me ſpeak, 
If to feed Vulturcs here, after the Halter 
Has done his Part, or if there be a Hell 


To take a Swinge or two there, may deſerve this. 


Soſ. We are ready. 

Era. Try us any way. 

Nean. Put us to it. 

The. What Jewels I have in you? 

Cra. Have theſe Souls, | 
That for a good Look, and a few kind Words, 
Part with their Eſſence? 

The. Since you will compel me 
To put that to the Tryal, which I doubt not, 


Crates, may be, ſuddenly will inſtruct you 


How, and in what to ſhew your Loves; obey him 


As you would bind me to you. 

Gra. Tis well-grounded; 
Leave me to rear the Building. 
Nean. We will do. 


Ca: 
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Ga. I know it. 
Era. Any thing you'll put us to. [Exeunt, 


SEEN 'E. 


Enter Leonidas, Merione, Bclizy, and Servants. 
Lev. Siſter, I reap the Harveſt of my Labours 
In your Preterment, be you worthy ot it, 
And with an open Boſom entertain 
A greater Fortune than my Love durſt hope for; 
Be wiſe, and welcome it: Play not the coy 
And foolith Wanton, with the offered Bounties 
Of him that is a Prince. I was woo'd for yu, 
And won, Merione; then if you dare | 
Believe the Object that took me was worthy, 
Or truſt my Judgment, in me think you were 
Courted, ſued to, and conquer'd. 
Mer. Noble Brother, : 
have and ſtill eſteem you as a Father, * - ;- 
And will as far obey you; my Heart ſpeaks it:: 
And yet without your Anger, give me leave 
To ſay, That in the Choice ot that on which 
All my Life's Joys or Sorrows. have dependance, 
It had been fit, e er you had made a full 
And abſolute Grant of me to any other, | 
I ſhou!d have us'd mine own Eyes, or at leaſt 
Made you to underſtand, whether it were 
Within my Power to make a ſecond Gift 
Of my poor (elf. "A ot * 
Leo. 1 know what 'tis you point at, 
The Prince Theanor's I ove; let not that cheat you; 
His Vows were but meer Courtſhip; all his Service 
But Prectice how to entrap a credulous Lady: 
Or grant it ſerious, yet you mult remember 
He's not to love, but where the Queen his Mother 
Muit give Allowance, which to you is barr'd up, 
And therefor® ſtudy to forget that cver | 
Yeu cheriſh'd ſuch a Hope. | 
Jer, 1 would I could. RR 
Leo. But brave Agenor, 7 s come in Perſon 
H h 3 
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To celebrate this Marriage, for your Love 
Forgives the forfeit of ten thouſand Lives, 
Thar muſt have fall'n under the Sword of War 
Had not this Peace been made; which general good 
Both Countries owe to his Affection to you: 
O happy Siſter, ask this noble Lady, 
Your boſom Friend (ſince I fail in my Credit) 
What Palm Agenor's Name, above all Princes 
That Greece is proud of, carries, and with Luſtre. 
Bel. Indeed Fame gives him out for excellent; 
And Friend, I doubt not but when you ſhall ſee him, 
Enter a Servant, 
He'll ſo appear to you. Art ſure tis he? 
Ser. As 1 live Madam 
Bel. Virtue enable me to contain my Joy. 
'Tis my Enphanes, 
Ser. Yes. 
Bel. And he's in Health ? 
Ser. Moſt certainly Madam, Y 
Bel. FI1 ſee him inſtantly. 
So prethee tell him. - Exit Ser, Ar 
Mer. I yield my ſelf too weak 
In Argument to oppoſe you; you may lead me 
W hither you pleaſe. ; | 
Leo. Tis anſwer'd like my Siſter; 
And if in him you find not ample cauſe 
To pray for me, and diily on your Knees, 
Conclude I have no Judgment. 
Mer. May it prove ſo: 
Friend, ſhall we have your Company ? 
Bel. Two hours hence 
I will not fail you. | 
Leo. At your pleaſure, Madam. [Ex. Leo. and Mer. 
Enter Euphanes. . 
Bel. Could I in one word ſpeak a thouſand welcomes, 
And hearty ones, you have 'em: Fie, my Hand, 
We ſtand at no ſuch diſtance, by my Lift 
The parting kiſs you took before your Travel 
Is yet a Virgin on my Lips, preſerv'd 
With as much care as I would do my Fame * 
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To entertain your wiſh'd return. 
Euph. Beſt Lady, 
That I do honour you, and with as much reaſon 
As ever Man did Virtue ; that I love you, 
Yet look upon you with that Reverence 
As holy Men behold the Sun, the Stars, 
The Temples, and their Gods, they all can witneſs; 
And that you have deſery'd this Duty from me, 
The Life, and means of Life, for which I owe you, 
Commands me to profeſs it, ſince my Fortune 
Aﬀords no other Payment. 
Bel, I had thought, 
That for the trifling Courteſies, as I call them, 
(Though you give them another name) you had 
Made ample ſatisfaction in th* acceptance, 
And therefore did preſume you had brought home 
Some other Language. 
Eupb. No one I have learn'd 
Yields words ſufficient to expreſs your Goodneſs ; 
Nor can I ever chuſe another Theme, 
And not be thought unthankful. 
Bel. Pray youno more, | 
As you reſpect me. 
Eupb. That Charm is too powerful 
For me to diſobey it: Tis your Pleaſure, 
And not my Boldneſs, Madam. 
Bel. Good Euphanes, 
lieveI am not one of thoſe weak Ladies, 
That (barren of all inward worth) are proud 
Of what they cannot truly call their own, ; 
Their Birth or Fortune, which are things without them : 
Nor in this will I imitate the World, 
hoſe greater part of Men think when they give 
They purchaſe Bondmen, not make worthy Friends; 
By all that's good 1 ſwear, I never thought 
My great Eſtate was an Addition to me, 
Or that your Want took from you. 
Eupb. There are few 


. 


8 truly underſtanding or themſelves 
r what they do poſſeſs. ent 
* H h 4 Bel. 
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Bel. Good Enphanes, II 
here Benefits | | ; 
Are ill conferr'd, as to unworthy Men, | 
That turn them to bad uſes, the Beſtower, An 

For wanting judgement how, and on whom to place them, ly 
Is partly guilty: But when we do Favours W 
To ſuch as make them Grounds on which they build In 
Their noble Actions, there we improve our Fortunes Cf 
To the molt fair advantage. If I ſpeak 2 
Too much, though I confeſs I ſpeak well, ] 
Prethee remember 'tis a Woman's weakneſs, In 
And then thou wilt forgive it. | He 

Euph. Vou ſpeak nothing In 

But what would well become the wiſeſt Man: (T 
And that by you deliver'd is fo pleaſing W 
Thar | could hear you ever. Th 

Bel. Fly not from | ] 
Your Word, for I arreſt it: And will now Sin 
Expreſs my ſelf a little more, and prove Of 
Thar whercas you profeſs your {elf my Debtor, He 
That I am yours, ] 

Euth. Your Ladyſhip then muſt uſe | 'Ti 
Some Sophiſtry I ne'er heard of. 1 40590 | 

Bel. By plain Reaſons; ? Thi 0 
For look you, had you never ſunk beneath Ve 
Vour Wants, or if thoſe Wants had found ſupply Co 
From Crates, your unkind and covetous Brother, Of 
Or any other Man, I then had miſs'd - ' l 
A Subject upon which I worthily W} 
Might exercife my Bounty: Whereas now, * Th; 

By having happy opportunity Sh 
To furniſh you before, and in your Travels, 5 
With all Conveniencies that you thought uſeful, You 
That Gold which would have ruſted in my Coffers Yeu 
Being thus imploy'd, has renderd me a Partner His 
In all your glorious Actions. And whergas 0 
Had you not been, I ſhould have dy'd a thing Or) 
Scarce known, or ſoon forgotten: There's no Trophy Ihe 
In which Eupbanes for his worth is mention'd, Wh 
But there ycu have been careful to remember, That £ 
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That all the good you did came from Beliaa. 
Eupb. That was but Thankfulneſs. | 
Bel. *T'was ſuch an Honour, | 

And ſuch a large Return for the poor Traſh 

[ ventur'd with you, that if I ſhould part 

With all that I poſſels, and my felt too, 

In ſat is fact ion for it, *twere ſtill ſhort 

CF your deſervings. N 
Fuph. You O' er- prize them, Madam. 

Bel. The Queen herſelf hath given me gracious thanks 

In your behalt, for ſhe hath heard, Ernphanes, 

How gallartly you have maintain'd her Honour 

ln all the Courts of Greece: And reſt aſſur'd 

(Though yet unknown) when J preſent you to her, 

Which 1 will do this Evening, you ſhall find 

That ſhe intends good to you. 

Eu;h. Worthieſt Lady, 

Since all you labour for 1s the Advancement 

Of him that will live ever your poor Servant, 

He muſt not contradict it. 5 
Bel. Here's your Brother, 

Iis ſtrange to fee him here. 

| Enter Crates. 
Ga. You are welcome home, Sir, | 

(Your pardon, Madam,) I had thought my Houſe, 

Conſidering who I am, might have been worthy 

Of your firſt Viſit. 1 | 
Euph. Twas not open to me 

When laſt I ſaw you; and to me tis wonder 

That abſence, which ſtill renders Men forgotten, 

Should make my Preſence wiſh'd for. * 

Bel. That's not it, 2 

Vour too kind Brother underſtanding that 

Yeu ſtand in no need of him, is bold to offer 

His Entertainment. 

(ra He haq; never wanted, 

Or yours, or your Aſſiſtance, had he pratti-'d - 

Ite way he might have took, to have commanded » 

Whatever I call mine. 
ub. 1 ſadied many, 


7 
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But could find none. 

Cra. You would not find your ſelf, Sir, 
Or in your ſelf, what was due to me from you, 
The privilege my Birth beſtow'd upon me 
Might challenge ſome regard. 

Euph. You had all the Land, Sir, 
What elſe did you expect? And J am certain 
You kept ſuch ſtrong Guards to preſerve it yours, 
I could force nothing from you. 
Ca. Did you ever 
Demand help from me? 

Enph. My wants have, and often, 
With open Mouths, but you nor heard nor ſaw them; 
May be you look'd, I ſhould petition to you 
As you went to your Horſe; flatter your Servants, 


To play the Brokers for my furtherance, . 
Sooth your worſt Humours, act the Paraſite f 
On all Occaſions, write my Name with theirs * 
That are but one degree remov'd from Slaves; The 
Be drunk when you would have me, then Wench with ( \ 
Or play the — enter into Quarrels (You, wy 
Although unjuſtly grounded, and defend them ; Of. 
Becauſe they were yours; theſe are the Tyrannies Ang 
Moſt younger 4 groan beneath; yet bear them * F 
From the inſulting Heir, ſelling their Freedoms Y 
At a leſs rate. than what the State allows 6 
The Sallery of baſe and common Strumpets: g 
For my part, e'er on ſuch low terms I feed ie 
Upon a Brother's Trencher, let me die ra 
The Beggars Death, and ſtarve. And 
Cra. *Tis bravely ſpoken, No 
Did what you do rank with it. | He w 
Bel. Why, what does he p No C 
You would not with were yours ? A ſea 
Ga. I'll tell you, Lady, Thou 
Since you riſe up his Advocate, and boſfly, A * 
(For now 1 find, and plainly, in whaſe Favour And a 


y Love and Service to you was neglected) 
or all your Wealth, nay, add to that your Beauty, That 
And put your Virtues in, if you have any, 


That Leachery purchas'd. 
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| would not yet be pointed at, as he is, 
For the fine Courtier, the Woman's Man, 
That tells my Lady Stories, diſſolves Riddles, 
Uſhers her to her Coach, lyes at her Feet 
At folemn Masks, applauding what ſhe laughs at; 
Reads her aſleep arughts, and takes his Oath 
Upon her Pantoffles, that all Excellence 
In other Madams do but zany hers: 
Theſe you are perfect in, and yet theſe take not 
Or from your Birth and Freedom. 
Euph. Should another 
dy this, my Deeds, not Looks ſhould ſhew 
Bel. Contemn it: 

His Envy fains this, and he's but Reporter, 
Without a ſecond, of his on dry Fancies. 
Ga. Ves Madam, the whole City ſpeaks it with me, 

And though in my diſtaſte, tis certain you 
Are brought into the Scene, and with him cenſur'dg 
For you are given out for the provident Lady, 
That not to be unfurniſh'd for her Pleaſures 
(is without them to what vain uſe is Greatneſs) 
Have made choice of an able Man, a young Man 
Ot an Herculean Back to do you Service, 
Ard one you may command too, that is Active, 
And does what you would have him. 
Bel. You are foul-mouth'd. | (ones, 
Ca, That can ſpeak well, write Verſes tod, and good 
Sharp and conceited, whoſe Wit you may lie with 
ben his performance fails him; one you have 
Mintain'd abroad to learn new ways to pleaſe you, 
And by the Gods you well reward him for it. 
No Night (in which while you lye ſick and panting) 
He watches by you, but is worth a Talent: 
o Conference in your Coach, which is not paid with 
A ſcarlet Suit; this the poor People mutter, 


Though 1 believe, for I am bound to do ſo, 
A Lady of your Vouth, that feeds high roo, 


ind a moſt exact Lady, may do all this 
ut of a virtuous Love, the laſt bought Vizard : 
Eurb. 
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Euph. Not a word beyond this. 
The Reverence I owe to that one Womb 
In which we both were Embrions, makes me ſuffer 
What's paſt; but if continu'd —— 
Bel. Stay your Hand, 
TheeQucen ſhall right my Honour. 
Cra. Let him do it, 
It is but marrying him; and for your Anger, 
Know that J fight it: When your Goddeſs here 
Is we:ry of your Sacrifice, as the will be, 
You know my Houſe, and there amongſt my Servants 
Perhaps you'll find a Livery. * [ Exit 
Bel. Be not mov'd, 
1 know the rancor of his Diſpoſition, 
And turn it on himſelf by laughing at it, 
And in that let me teach you, | 
Euph. I learn gladly. Eren 


SCENE cot 


Enter Neantkes, Soſines, and Eraton ſeveral. 
Nean. You are met unto my wiſhes, if you ever 
Deſir'd true Mirth ſo far as to adventure 
To dye with the extremity of Laughter, 
I come before the Object that will do it; 
Or let me live your Fo. 
Sof. Who is't, Neanthes? 
Nean, Lamprias the Uſurer's Son. 
Era. Lamprias? the Youth 
Of fix and fifty? 
Soſ. That was ſent to Travel 
By rich Beliza, till he came to Age 
And was fit for a Wife? 
Nean. The very ſame, 
This Gallant with his Guardian, and his Tutor, 
(And of the three, who is moſt Fool I know not) 
Are newly come to Grintb, I'll not ſfale them 
By giving up their Characters, but leave you 
To make your own diſcoveries z here they arc, Sir. 
7 Euter Onos, Uncle and Tutor. 
Tutor. That Leg a little higher; very well. 


ON 
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Now put your Face into the Traveller's poſture ; 
txcceding good. 0 
Uncle. Do you mark how they admire him? 
Tut. They will be all my Scholars, when they know 
ind underſtand him truly. 
Era. Phebus guard me 
from this new Python. | 
vſ. How they have trim'd him up 
ke an old Reveller? 
Man. Curl'd him and perfum'd him, 
But that was done with Judgment, for he looks 
Like one that purg'd perpetually ; truſt me, 
That Witches Face of his is painted too, 
Ard every Ditch upon it buries more 
Than would ſet off ten Bawds, and all their Tenants, 
dee how it moves towards us. 
Nean. There's a Salutation: 
Toth, Gentlemen, you have beſtowed much Travel 
In training up your Pupil. 
Tur. Sir, great Buildings 
Require great Labours, which yet we repent not, 
once for the Country's good we have brought home 
An abſolute Man. h 
Unc. As any of his Years, 
intb can ſhew you. 
Era. He's exceeding meagre. 
It. His Contemplation 
Unc. Befades, tis fit 
Leirners ſhould be kept hungry. 
Mean. You all contemplate; 
or three ſuch wretched Pictures of lean Famine 
never ſaw together. 
Unc, We have fat Minds, Sir, 
nd travell'd to ſave charges. Do you think 
[Twas fit a young and hopeful Gentleman 
ould be brought up a Glutzon? he's my Ward, 
Nor was there emer where I bore the Bag 
ny ſuperfluous waſte. | | 
Era. Pray you can it ſpeak? N 
Tur. He knows ali Languages, but will uſe none. 
They 


nts 
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They are all too big for his Mouth, or elſe too little 
T' exprels his great Conceits : and yet of late 
With ſome Impulſion he hath ſet down 
In a ſtrange method, by the way of queſtion, 
And briefly to all buſineſs whatloever 
That may concern a Gentleman. 
Nean. Good Sir, let's hear him. 
Tut. Come on, Sir. 
Man. They have taught him like an Ape, 
To do his Tricks by ſigns: now he begins. 
Onos. When ſhall we be drunk together? 
Tut. That's the firſt. f 
Ono. Where ſhall we whore to Night? 
Uncle. That ever follows. 
Era. Ods me, he now looks angry. 
Onos. Shall we quarrel? 
Nean. With me at no hand, Sir. 
Onos. Then let's proteſt. 
Era. Is this all? 
Tut. Theſe are, Sir, the four new Virtues 
That are in faſhion; many a Mile we meaſur'd 
Before we could arrive to this knowledge. (here 
Nean. You might have ſpar'd that labour, for at home 
There's little elſe in practice. Ha? the Queen? 
Good Friends, for half an hour remove your Motion, 
To morrow willingly when we have more leiſure 
We'll look on him again. 
Onos. Did I not rarely? 
Uncle, Excellent well. 
Tur. He ſhall have fix Plumbs for it. [ Exeint 
Enter Agenor, Leonidas, Theanor, Queen, Merion, 
Beliza, Euphanes, Crates, Ladies and Attendants wid 
Lights. RT (5 
Queen. How much my Court is honour'd, Princely Bro 
In your vouchſafing it your long d- for Preſence, 
Were tedious to repeat, ſince tis alreagly 
(And heartily) acknowledg'd; may the Gods, 
That look into Kings Actions, ſmile upon 


The League we have concluded; and their Juſtice * 


tle 


hers 


OMe 


on 


bunt 


ione JF her to her Devotions, in the Morning 
*. e'l bring you to the Temple. 
Bel = How in this 


Find 
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Find me out to revenge it, if I break 

One Article. 

Age. Great Miracle of Queens, 

How happy I eſteem my ſelf, in being 

Thought worthy to be numbred in the rank 

Of your Confederates, my love and beſt ſervice. 
Shall teach the World hereafter; but this Gift 
With which you have confirm'd it, is fo far 
Beyond my hopes and means e'er to return, 

That of neceſſity I mult dye oblig'd 


7 


To your unanſwer'd Bounty. 
The. The ſweet Lady 
In Bluſhes gives your Highneſs thanks. 
een. Believe it 

On the Queen's word, ſhe is a worthy one, 
And I am fo acquainted with her Goodneſs, 
That but for this Peace that hath chang'd my purpoſe, 
And to her more Advancement, I ſhould gladly 
fave call'd her Daughter. 

The. Though I am depriv'd of 
A bleſſing, 'tis not in the Fates to equal, 
Toſhew my ſelf a Subject as a Son, 
Here I give up my Claim, and willingly 
With mine own Hand deliver you what once 
[ ly'd above my ſelf; and from this hour, 
(For my Affection yields now to my Duty ) 
Vow never to ſollicit her. 

Ca, *Tis well cover'd; 
Neanthes, and the reſt. [ Exe. Cra. Nean. Soſ. Era, 
Queen. Nay, for this Night 
Tou muſt, for tis our Country faſhion, Sir, 


Your Highneſs honours me? 

Her. Sweet Reſt to all. 

Age. This Kit, and J obey you. 

Bel. Pleaſe it your Highneſs, 

his is the Gentleman. 

Lueen. You are welcome home, Sir; 
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Now as I live, one of a promiſing Preſence ; 


I have heard of you before, and you ſhall find 
* know you better; find out ſomething that 


May do you good, and reſt aſſur'd to have it. Beli 
Were you at Sparta lately? The 
Euph. Three days ſince, Madam, Vou 
came from thence. he. 
Qusen. Tis very late, | Till. 
Good night, my Lord; do you, Sir, follow me, And 
1 mult talk further with you. | | 
Age. All reſt with you. | ( ExeuntW My! 


Euter Crates, Neanthes, Eraton and Soſicles, diſqui: d. He ti 
Cra. She mult paſs through this Cloylter, ſuddenly 
And boldly ſeize upon her. "yr 
Nean. Where's the Prince? 
Ca. He does expect us at the place I ſhew'd you. 
| Enter Merione and Servant, 
I hear ones footing, peace, tis ſhe. 
Mer. Now leave me, 
I know the way, though Yeſte witneſs with me 
1 never trod it-with ſuch fear: Help, help! 
Ca. Stop her Mouth cloſe, out with the Light, 1 
guide you. Exe 


ACT I. SCENE I 
Enter Merione as newly Raviſbed. 
Mer. O whom now ſhall I cry? What Power thus knee 
| And beg my raviih'd Honour back upon me. (to 
Deaf, deaf, you Gods of Goodneſs, deaf to me, 
Deaf Heav'n to all my criesz deaf Hope, deaf Juſtice: 
I am abus'd, and you, that ſee all, ſaw it, 
Saw it, and ſmil'd upon the Villain did it; 
Saw it, and gave him Strength: Why have I pray d to ſe 
When all the World's Eyes have been ſunk in flumbers 
Why have I then pour'd out my Tear? kneel'd to ye: 
And from the Altar of a pure Heart ſent ye 


Thoughts like your ſelves, white, innocent, Vows * 
And of a ſweeter flame than all the Earth's Gay - 
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Why have I ſung your Praiſes, ſtrew'd your Temples, 
And crown'd your Holy Prieſts with Virgin Roſes? 
I it we hold ye powerful, to deſtroy us? | 
Believe and honour ye, to ſee us ruin'd ? 
Theſe Tears of Anger thus I ſprinkle toward ye, 
You that dare ſleep ſecure whilſt Virgins ſuffer, 
Theſe ſtick like Comets, blaze cternally, 
Till, with the wonder, they have wak'd your Juſtice; 
And forc'd ye fear our Curſes, as we yours. 
Enter Theanor, and Crates, with Vizards. 
My ſhame till follows me, and ftill proclaims me; 
He turns away in ſcorn, I am contemn'd too, 
A more unmanly violence than the other; 
bitten, and flung away? What e'er you are 
dir, you that have abus'd me, and now moſt baſely 
And facrilegiouſly rob'd this fair Temple, 
| fling all theſe behind me, but look upon me, 
But one kind loving look, be what ye will, 
do from this hour you will be mine, my Husband z 
And you his hand in miſchief, I ſpeak to you too, 
Counſel him nobly now; you know the miſchief, 
The moſt unrighteous act he has done, perſwade him, 
perſwade him like a Friend, knock at his Conſcience 
Till fair Repentance follow; yet be worthy of me, 
and ſhew your ſelf, if ever good thought guided ye; 
You've had your foul Will, make it yet fair with Marriage; 
Open your ſelf and take me, wed me now: 
| [ Draws his Dagger. 
More fruits of Villany? your Dagger? come 
e are merciful, I thank you for your Medicine: 
that too worthy too? 5 
Enter the reſt diſguis d. 
Devil, thou with him, 1 
Thou penny Bawd to his Luſt, will not that ſtir thee? 
you work by Tokens now? Be ſure I live not, 
or your own ſafeties, Knaves: I will fit patiently: 
but as ye are tris Villains, the Devil's own Servants, 
And thoſe he loves and truſts, make it as bloody L 
in Act, of ſuch true horror, Heav'n would ſhake at, 
Twill ſhew the braver; Goodneſs hold my hope faſt, 
Vol. IV. li And 
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And in thy Mercies look upon my ruins . _ 
And then I am right: My Eyes grow dead and heavy. 
Enter ſix diſguis d, ſinging and dancing to a borrid Muſick, 
and ſprinkling water on her Face, 
Wrong me no more, as ye are Men. 
\ The. She is fait. 
Cra, Away with her. [ Exeunt. 


${©C'S M4 I 


Enter Agenor, and Gentlemen. 


Age. Now, Gentlemen, the time's come now t'enjoy 
That fruitful Happineſs my Heart has long'd for: 
This Day be happy call'd, and when old Time 
Brings it about each Year, crown'd with that ſweetneſß 
It gives me now, ſee every Man obſerve it, | Enten 
And laying all aſide bears ſhew of buſineſs, 


Give this to Joy and Triumph : How fits my Cloaths? Era 
1 Gent. Handſome, and wondrous well, Sir. *p3 
Age, Do they ſhew richly? by 

For to thoſe curious Eyes even Beauty envies, 1 

I˖ muſt not now appear poor, or low faſhion'd 0 a, 

Methinks I am younger than I was, far younger; _ 

And ſuch a promiſe in my Blood I feel now, The 

That if rhere may be a perpetual Youth * 

Beſtowed on Man, I am that Soul ſhall win it - 0 "ah 

Does my Hair ſtand well, Lord how ill-favour'dly f The 

You have dreſt me to day? how baldly? why this Cloak? bn 15 


2 Gent. Why 'tis the richeſt, Sir. 
Age. And here ye have put me on 
A pair of Breeches look like a pair of Bagpipes. 
1 Gent- Believe, Sir, they ſhew bravely. 
Age. Why theſe Stockins? 
2 Gent. Your Leg appears 
Ag. Pcuh, I would have had 'em Peach- colour, 
All young, and new about me: And this Scarf here, 
A goodly thing: you have trick'd me lik a Puppet. 
1 Gent. Ell undertake to rig forth a whole Navy, 
And with leſs labour, than one Man in Loye: 


They are never pleas'd. 


2 Cout- 
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2 Gent. Methinks he looks well. 
1 Gent. Well, 
ks Man can look, as handſome: Now do I wonder 
He found not fault his Noſe was put on ugly, 
Or his Eyes look'd too gray, and rail at us: 
They are the wayward'ſt things, theſe Lovers. 
2 Gent. All will be right 
When once it comes to th* puſh, 
1 Gent, I would they were at it, 
for our own quiet ſake. 
Aze. Come, wait upon me, 


lad bear your ſelves like mine, my Friends, and nobly. [Ex. 


n. 
Erter Theanor, Crates, and Erates, bringing Merione. 


Erat, This is her Brother's Door. 
Ga. There lay her down then. 
Lay her along; ſhe is faſt till. 
Jer, As forgetfulneſs. 
Ga, Be not you ſtir'd now, but away to your Mother, 
Give all attendance, let no ſtain appear 
Of fear, or doubt in your Face; carry your ſelf confidently, 
The. But whither runs your drift now? | 
Ga. When ſhe wakes, 
Licher what's done will ſhew' a meer Dream to her, 
and carry no more credit; or ſay ſhe find it, 
y ſhe remember all the Circumſtances, | | 
Twenty to one the Shapes in which they were acted, 
The horrors, and the ſtill affrights we ſhew'd her, 
Ring in wilder figures to her Memory 
Will run her mad, and no Man gueſs the reaſon: 
ell theſe fail, and that ſhe riſe up perfect, 
ind fo collect her ſelf, believe this, Sir, 
ot knowing who it was that did this to her, 
Nor having any power to gueſs; the thing done too 
King the utter Rdoing of her Honour oo 
q t be known, and to the World's Eye publiſh'd, 
ſpecially at this time when Fortune courts her, N 


Ae muſt and will conceal it; nay, forget it, 
| He The 


| One of the Maids o'erwatch'd belike. 
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The Woman is no Lucrecez get you gone, Sir, 
And as you would have more of this Sport, fear not. 
The. 1 am confirm'd, farcwel. 
Ca. Farewel, away, Sir: 
Diſperſe your ſelves, and as you love his Favour, 

And that that crowns it, Gold, no Tongues amongſt ye; 
You know-your Charge, this way goes no Suſpicion. ¶ Ex. 
Enter Agenor, and Leonidas, with two Gentlemen, 

Age. You are ſtirring early, Sir. 
Leo. It was my Duty 
To wait upon your Grace. 
Ape. How fares your Sitter, 
My beauteous Miſtreſs, whar, is ſhe ready yet? (her way 
Leo. No doubt ſhe'll loſe no time, Sir; young Maids in 
Tread upon Thorns, and think an Hour an Age 
Till the Prieſt has done his Part, that theirs may follow 
I ſaw her not ſince Yeſterday 1'th*' Evening: 
But Sir, I am ſure ſhe is not ſlack; believe me, 
Your Grace will find a loving Soul, 
Age. A ſweet one, 
And ſo much Joy I carry in the thought of it, 
So great a happineſs to know ſhe is mine; 
Believe me noble Brother, that to expreſs it 
Methinks a Tongue's a poor thing, can do nothing; 
Imagination leſs: Who's that that lies there? | 
Leo. W here, Sir? | 
Age. Before the Door, it looks like a Woman. 
Leo. This way I came abroad, but then there was no- 
| (thing, 
Age. It may be. 
Leo. But methinks this is no fit place to ſleep in. 
1 Gent. Tis ſure a Woman Sir, the has Jewels on too: 
She fears no foul play ſure. 
Leo. Bring a Torch hither, | 
Yet 'tis not perfect Day: I ſhould know thoſe Garments: 
Age. How ſound ſhe ſleeps? | 
Leo; I am ſorry to ſee this. 
Age. Do you know her? 
Teo. And you now I am ſure, Sir. 


Agee 


' 
b 
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Age. My Miſtreſs! how comes this? 
Enter Queen, Theanor, Beliza, Euphanes, Neanthes, 
and Attendants. 
Leo. The Queen and her Train? 
Queen. You know my Pleaſure. 
Euph. And will be moſt careful. 
Queen. Be not long ablent, the Suit you preferr'd 
| granted. = 
Nean. This Fellow mounts apace, and will 
Tower o'er us like a Falcon. | | 
Queen. Good morrowto ye all, why ſtand ye wondring ? 
Enter the Houle Sir, and bring out your Miſtreſs, 
You muſt obſerve our Ceremonies: W hat's the matter? 
What's that ye ſtand at? How ! Merione * 
Alleep i'th' Street? Belike ſome ſudden Palſie 
as ſhe ſtept out laſt Night woo Devotion, 
To take her farewel of her Virgin State, | 
The Air being ſharp and piercing, ſtruck her ſudcenly ; 
dee if ſhe Breath, 
Leo. A little. 
_ Queen, Wake her then, 
Iis ſure a Fit. 
Ae. She wakes her (elf, 
Cire room to her. | 
Queen. See how the Spirits ſtruggle to recover, 
ind ſtrongly reinforce their Strength; for certain 
This was no natural Sleep. 
The. 1 am of your mind, Madam. 
Hueen. No Son, it cannot be. 
The. Pray Heav'n no trick in't; 
Good Soul, ſhe little merits ſuch a Miſchief, 
Queen. She is broad awake now, and her Senſe clears 
Twas fare a Fit; ſtand off. (up, 
Air. The Queen, my Love here, 
nd all my Noble Friends? Why where am 1? (me, 


How am 1 tranctd, and moap'd, 1'ch' Street? Heav'n bleſs 
dame to my Sex; o'th* Ground too? Ol remember 


Leo. How wild ſhe looks? 74 * 
Ae. Oh my cold Heart, how ſhe trembles ? 
Her. Oh remember, I remember. 
Ii 3 
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Queen: What's that? | 
| er. My Shame, my Shame, my Shame: OhT re- 
My never-dying Shame. (member, 
The. Here has been Villany. | 
Queen. | tear fo too. 
Mer. You are no Furies, are ye? 
No horrid Shapes ſent to afright me? 
Age. No, Sweet, 
We are your Friends: Look up, I am Agenor, 
O my Merione, that loves you dearly : 
And come to marry ye. 
Leo. Siſter, what ail ye? | 
Speak out your Griefs, and boldly 
Age. Something ſticks here 
Will choak ye elſe. 
Mer. 1 hope it will. 
Queen. Be free, Lady, 
You have your loving Friends about ye. 
Age. Dear Merione, 
By the unſpotted Love I ever bore ye, 
By thine own Goodneſs 
Mer. Oh 'tis gone, tis gone, Sir, 
I am now I know not what; pray ye look not-on me; 
No Name is left me, nothing to inherit, 
But that deteſted, baſe, and branded 
Age. Speak it, 
And how; Diſeaſes of moſt Danger, 
Their Cauſes once diſcover'd, are eaſily cur'd; 
My fair Merione. | | 
Mer. I thank your Love, Sir; 
When | was fair Merione, unſpotted, _ 
Pure, and unblaſted in the Bud you honour'd, 
White as the Heart of Truth, then Prince Agenor, 
Even then I was not worthy of your Favour. 
Wretch that I am, leſs worthy now of Pity: 
Let no-good thing come near me, Yue flie me; 
You that have honeſt noble Names deipiſe me, 
For I am nothing now but a main Peſtilence 
Able to poiſon all. Send thoſe unto me 
That have forgot their Names, ruin'd their F gr? 1 
1 ne . 
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Deſpis'd their Honours ; thofe that have been Virgins 
re- Raviſh'd and wrong'd, and yer dare live to tell it. 
The. Now it appears too plain. 
Mer. Send thoſe fad People 

That hate the Light, and curſe Society; (nually 

Whoſe Thoughts are Graves, and from whoſe Eyes conti- 

Their melting Souls drop out, ſend thoſe to me; 

And when their Sortows are moſt excellent, 

$0 full that one Grief more cannot be added, 

My Story like a Torrent ſhall devour 'em. 

Hark, it muſt out; but pray ftand cloſe together, 

And let not all the World hear, 
Leo. Speak it boldly. | 
Mer. And Royal Lady think but charitably, 

Your Grace has known my breeding. 

Queen. Prithee ſpeak it. | | 

Mer. Is there no Stranger here? Send off your Servants, 
And yet it muſt be known: I ſhake. 

Age. Sweet Miſtreſs. | 

Mer. 1 am abus'd, baſely abus*d; do you gueſs yet? 
Come cloſe, I'll tell ye phiner; I am whor'd, | 
Raviſh'd, and robb'd of Honour. 

Leo. Oh the Devil. 

Age. What helliſh Slave was this? 

The, A Wretch, a Wretch, 

damned Wretch: Do you know the Villain, Lady? 

Mer, No. 

The. Not by gueſs? 

Mer. Oh no. 

The. It muſt be known. 
Queen. Where was the Place? 
Mer. J know not neither. 


2 


Age. O Heav'n, 
this the happy time? My Hope to this come ? 

Le), Neither the Man nor Circumftances ? 

The. His Tongue, "HP 

id not you hear his Tongue, no Voice? 

Mer. None, none, Sir: | ; 
My know of him was his oy 
, Age. How came ye hither, Sweet! , 
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Mer. IJ know not neither. 
The. A cunning Piece of Villany. 
Mer. All I remember 
Is only this: Going to Yeſta's Temple, 
To give the Goddeſs my laſt Virgin Prayers, 
Near to that Place I was ſuddenly ſurpriz'd, 
By five or fix diſguis'd, and from thence violently 
To my Diſhonour hall'd: That Act perform'd, 
Brought back, but how, or whither, till I wak'd 
here — wy” 
| The. This is ſo monſtrous, the Gods cannot” ſuffer it; 
J have not read in all the Villanies | 
Committed by the moſt obdurate Raſcals, 
An ACt fo truly impious. 
Leo. Would I knew him. 
The. He muſt be known, the Devil cannot hide him. 
Queen, If all the Art I have, or Power can do it, 
He ſhall be found, and ſuch a way of Juſtice 
Inflicted on him: A Lady wrong'd in my Court, 
And this way robb'd, and ruin'd ? 
The. Be contented, Madam, 
If he be above Ground 1 will have him. 
Age. Fair virtuous Maid, take Comfort yet and flouriſh, 
In my Love flouriſh; the Stain was forc'd upon ye, 
None of your Will's, nor yours; riſe, and riſe mine till, 
And rife the ſame white, {weet, fair Soul, I lov'd ye, 
Take me the ſame. e | 
Mer. I kneel and thank ye, Sir, 
And I muſt fay ye are truly honourable, 
And dare confeſs my Will yet ſtill a Virgin; 
Bur fo unfit and weak a Cabinet 
To keep your Love and Virtue in am I now, 
That have been forc'd and broken, loſt my luſtre, 
I mean this Body, ſo corrupt a Volume 
For you to ſtudy Goodneſs in, and Honour, 
I ſhall intreat your Grace, confer that Happineſs 
Upon a Beauty Sorrow never ſaw yet; © 
And when this Grief ſhall kill me, as it muſt do; 
Only remember yet ye had ſuch a Miſtreſs 


And if ye then dare ſhed a Tear, yer honour me: 4 
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Good Gentlemen, expreſs your Pities to me, 
In ſeeking out this Villany; and my laſt Suit 
Is to your Grace, that I may have your Favour 
To live a poor recluſe Nun with this Lady, 
From Court and Company, 'till Heav'n ſhall hear me, 
And ſend me Comfort, or Death end my Miſery. 
Queen. Take your own Will, my very Heart bleeds 
for thee. 3 
Age. Farewel Mer inne, ſince I have not thee, 
Il wed thy Goodneſs, and thy Memory. 
Leo. And J her fair Revenge. 
The. Away; let's follow it, | 
Tor he is ſo rank 1th* Wind we cannot miſshim. ¶ Exeunt. 


S. G TY, 


Euter Crates and Conon. 
Cra. Conon, you are welcome home, ye are wondrous 
ls this your firſt Arrival? (welcome. 


Con, Sir, but now 
[ reacht the Town. | 
Ga. Ware once more welcome then. 
Gn. I thank ye, noble Sir. 
Ca. Pray ye do me the Honour 
To make my poor Houſe firſt 
Con. Pray Sir excuſe me, 
| have not ſeen mine own yet; nor made happy 
Theſe longing Eyes with thoſe I love there. What's 
this, a Tavern? | 
Cre. It ſeems ſo by the Outſide, 
Con. Step in here then, 
And ſince it offers it ſelf fo freely to us, 
A Place made only for liberal Entertainment, 
Let's ſeek no further, but make uſe of this, 
And after the Greek Faſhion, to our Friends 
Crown a round Cup or two. 
Enter Vintner and Drawer. 
Ca, Your pleaſure, Sir. 
Arawers, who waits within? 
Draw. Anon, anon, Sir. 
4 Fint, Look into the Lilly-Poz : Why Mark 1 ; 
| 'You 
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You are welcome, Gentlemen; heartily welcome 
My noble Friend. EE 

Cra. Let's have good Wine, mine Hoſt, 
And a fine private Room. 

Vint. Will ye be there, Sir ? | 
What is't you'll drink? Il draw your Wine my (elf: 
Cuſhions, ye Knaves: Why when? 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Vint. Chios, or Lesbos, Greek ? 

Ca. Your beſt and neateſt, . | 

Vint. I'll draw ye that ſhall dance. 

Ca. Away, be quick then. [ Exit Vintner. 

Con. How does your Brother, Sir, my noble Friend, 

The good Euphanes ? In all my Courſe of Travel 
I met not with a Gentleman fo furniſh'd 
In Gentleneſs and Courteſie; believe, Sir, 
So many friendly Offices I receiv'd from him, 
So great and timely, and enjoy'd his Company 
In ſuch an open and a liberal Sweetaeſ, . 
That when I dare forget him 

Cra. He's in good Health, Sir; 

But you will find him a much alter'd Man, 
Grown a great Courtier, Sir. 

Con. He's worthy of it. N 

Ga. A Man drawn up that leaves no Print behind him 
Of what he was. Thoſe Goodneſſes you ſpeak of 
That have been in him, thoſe that you call Freedoms, 
Societies, and Sweetneſs, look for now, Sir, 

You'll find no Shadows of them left, no Soundz _ 
The very Air he has liv'd in alter'd. Now behold him, 
And you ſhall ſee a thing walk by, look big upon ye, 
And cry for Place; I am the Queen's, give room there. 
If you bow low, may be he'll rouch the Bonnet, 

Or fling a forced Smile at ye for a Favour, 

Con. He 1s your Brother, Sir. S 

Cra. Theſe forms put off, : 
Which Travel, and Court Holy-water ſprinkle on him, 


dare accept, and know him; you'll think it range * i 


The Queen of Corinth. 2135 


That even to me, to me his natural Brother, 
And one by Birth he owes a little Honour too 
Enter Vintner with Wine. 
(But that's all one) come, give me ſome Wine, mine Hoſt, 
Here's to your fair Return. 
Con. I wonder at it, | 
But ſure he has found a Nature not worth owning 
In this way; elſe I know he is tender carried. 
| thank ye, Sir; and now durſt | preſume 
For all you tell me of theſe Alterations, 
Ard ſtops in his ſweet Nature, which till I find ſo, 
[ have known him now ſo long, and look'd fo thro* him, 
You muſt give me leave to be a little faithleſs. 
| ay for all theſe, if you pleaſe to venture 
[11 lay the Wine we drink, let me ſend for him 
(Even I that am the pooreſt of his Fellowſhip) 
But by a Boy o'th' Houſe too, let him have Buſineſs, 
Let him attend the Queen, nay, let his Miſtreſs 
Hold him betwixt her Arms, he ſhall come to me, 
And ſhall drink with me too, love me, and heartily, 
Like a true honeſt Man, bid me welcome home. 
{ am confident. 
cya You will loſe. 
Cn. You'll ſtand to the Wager? 
Ga. With all my heart. 
Con, Go, Boy, and tell Euphanes. 
Bry. He's now gone up the Street, Sir, 
With a great Train of Gallants. | 
Cra. What think you now, Sir? 
On. Go, and overtake him, 
Commend my Love unto him. My Name is Conony 
Tell him 1 am new arriv'd, and where I am, 
And would requeſt to ſee him preſently. 
Ye ſee 1 uſe old dudgen Phraſe to draw him. 
Ca. I'll hang and quarter when you draw him hither. 
Con. Away, Boy. 1 5 
Boy. J am gone, Sir. Exit. 
On. Here's to you now, T { 
And you ſhall find his Travel has not ſtopthim, 
As you ſuppoſe, nor alter'd any Freedom Pl 


s 7 
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But made him far more clear and excellent. 
It draws the Groſsneſs off the Underſtanding, 
And renders active and induſtrious Spirits, 
He that knows moſt Mens Manners, muſt of neceſſity 
Beſt know his own, and mend thoſe by Example. 
*Tis a dull thing to travel like a Mill-horſe, 
Still in the Place he was born in, lam'd and blinded. 
Living at home is like it. Pure and ſtrong Spirits, 
Thar, like the Fire, ſtill cover to fly upward, 
And to give Fire, as well as take it, cas'd up and mew'd 
I mean at home, like luſty mettled Horſes, (here, 
Only ty'd up in Stables to pleaſe their Maſters, 
Beat out their fiery Lives in their own Litters. 
Why do not you travel, Sir? 

Cra. I have no Belief in't, 
I ſee ſo many ſtrange things half unhatch'd, to 
Return, thoſe that went out Men, and good Men, 
They look like poach'd Eggs, with the Souls ſuek'd out, 
Empty and full of Wind: All their AﬀeC@tiors 
Are bak'd in Rye-cruſt, to hold Carriage 
From this good Town to t'other z and when they are 
They are ſo ill cook'd and mouldy---- (open'd, 

Con. Ve are pleaſant. 

Ga. I'll ſhew ye a Pack of theſe: I have *em for ye, 
That have been long in Travel too. | | 

Con. Pleaſe you, Sir. | 

Cra. You know the Merchants Walk, Boy ? 

2 Boy. Very well. | | 

Ca. And you remember thoſe Gentlemen were here 
The other Day with me? | . 

2 Boy. Ves. 

Cra. Then go thither, 
For there 1 am ſure they are, pray em come hither, 
(And uſe my Name) I would be glad to ſee em. 

| Enter firſt Boy. g 

1 Bey. Your Brother's coming in, Sir. g 

Vint. Odds my Paſſion; | | 
Out with the Plate, ye Knaves; bring the new Cuſhions, 
And waſh thoſe Glaſſes I ſer by for high Days, 


Perfume the Rooms along, why Sirrah. 5 
8 1 Boy. 
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1 Boy. Here, Sir. + | 
Vini. Bid my Wife make her ſelf ready handſomely, 
And put on her beſt Apron, it may be 
The noble Gentleman will look upon her. 
Enter 51 and two Gentlemen. 
Euph. Where is he, Boy? 
int. Your Worſhip's heartily welcome, 
It joys my very Heart to ſee ye here, Sir. 
The Gentleman that ſent for your Honour —— 
Eph. O good mine Holſt. 
Vint. To my poor homelyHouſe,and'tlike your Honour. 
Eupb. I thank thine Honour good mine Hoſt, where is 
Con, What think ye now? My beſt Euphanes. (he? 
Euph. Conon, welcome my Friend, my noble Friend 
Are you in fafety come, in Health? (how is it? 
Cn. All Health, all Safety, 
Riches, and all that makes Content and Happineſs 
Now I am here 1 have: How have you far'd, Sir? 
Eupb. Well, I thank Heav'n, and never nearer Friend 
To catch at great Occaſion. | 
Gn, Indeed I joy in't. | 
a Euph. Nor am I for my ſelf born in theſe Fortunes. 
% n vuth I love my Friends. 
On. You were noble ever. 
y Ca, I thought you had not known me. 
Ewph. Yes, ye are my Brother, [Euph. ſalutes Cra. 
My elder Brother too, would your Affections 
Were able but to ask that Love I owe to ye, 
And as I give, preſerve it; here Friend Conon, 
e lo your fair welcome home. 
On. Dear Sir, I thank ye, 
Fill it to th* brim, Boy: Crates. 
Ca, I'll pledge you, 
but for that glorious Comet lately fired. 
Con, Fie, fie, Sir, fie. | | | 
Eupb. Nay, let him take his Freedoms, , 
He ſtirs not me, I vow to ye; much leſs ſtains me. 
Ga. Sir, I cannot talk with that near travelling Tongue. 
5 n. As I live, he has the werſt belief in Men abroad. 
| Enter ſecond Boy, wakes 
lam glad I am come home. 
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2 Boy. Here are the Gentlemen, 
Ga. O let em enter: Now you that truſt in Travel, 
And make ſharp Beards, and little Breeches Deities, Con 
You that inhaunce the daily price of Tooth-picks, 
And hold there is no homebred Happineſs, 


Behold a Model of your Minds and Actions. | = 
Ewph. Though this be envious, yet done ith* way of WM 0 

1 am content to thank ye for't. (Mirth, * 
Con. Tis well yet. the 
Cra. Let the Mask enter. Note 
Enter Onos, his Uncle, and Tutor. By 

Onos. A pretty Tavern faith, of a fine Structure. No 4 
Uncle. Bear your ſelf like a Gentleman, here's {ix pence, Wi. 
And be fure you break no Glaſſes. | = 
Tutor. Hark ye Pupil, 25 
Go as taught you, hang more upon your Hams, ner 
And put your Knees out bent; there, yet a little: The } 
Now I beſeech ye, be not fo improvident nt 


To forget your travelling Pace, tis a main Poſture, Tu 
And to all-unair'd Gentlemen will betray. you: 


Play with your Piſa Beard; why, where's your Bruſh, Pu- = 
He. muſt have a Bruſh, Sir: Tpil? o, 
Uncle. More Charge yet? + Tut 
Tutor, Here, take mine, By 
Theſe Elements of Travel he muſt not want, Sir. 10 
. Uncle. Ma'foy, he has had ſome nineteen Pence in Ele-. * 


What would you more? (ments, We 1. 
Tutor. Durus mehercle pater. | * 
Con. What Monſieur Onos, the very pump of Travel! I 1 


Why what a bunch of Travel do I embrace now, 
Methinks I put a Girdle about Europe; 
How has the Boy profited ? 
Uncle. He has enough, Sir, * 
If his too fiery Mettle do not mar it. 

4 Cm. Is he not thrifty yet? 

Tutor. That's all his Fault, 

N 13 


Sir, as I live you have done me the greateſt kindneſs, Tur 
O my fair Sir, Lampree, the careful Uncle You | 
To this young hopeful Iſſue; Monſieur Tutor too, fort 
The Father to his Mind; Come, come, let's hug Boys, E. 0 
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Too bounteous minded being under Age too, 
\ great Conſumer of his ſtock in Pippins, 
Had ever a hot Stomach. | | 
Cn. Come hither Onos, | 
ill you love me for this fine Apple? 
Onos, We. = 
On. And will ye be rul'd by me ſometimes? 
ot WH 05. Faith J will. 
„on. That's a good Boy. | 
Uncle. Pray give not the Child ſo much Fruit, 
He's of a raw Complexion 
Eypb. You Monſieur hard Edge, 
Do you remember me? Do you remember 
When you and your Conſort travelbd through Hungary? 
Cn. He's in that Circuit ſtill. 
Egh. Do you remember 
The cantel of immortal Cheeſe ye carried with ye, | 
The half cold Cabbage in a Leather Sachel, | 
Andthoſe invincible Eggs that would lye in your Bowels 
A fortnight together, and then turn to Bedſtayes; 
Your ſower Milk that would choak an Þi6-man, 
And Bread was bak'd in Ceſar's time for the Army? 
n. Providence, Providence. 
Tutvy, The Soul of Travel. 
Eh. Can the Boy ſpeak yet? 
Tutor, Yes, and as fine a Gentleman, 
thank my able Knowledge, he has arriv'd at, 
Oily a little ſparing of his Language, 
1? Which every Man of Obſervation- — 
ole. And of as many Tongues: 
Tutor, Pray be content, Sir, | 
Tou know you are for the bodily part, the Purſe, 
for the Magazine, the Mind. 
Ewb. Come hither Springal. 
Onos, That in the Almain Ton e fignifiesa Gentleman. 
Eyph. What think you of the Forms of [taly or ain? 
Onos. J love miye own Country Pippin. 
Tier. Nobly anſwer'd, 


born for his Country firſt, 


U- 
by 


\ 


Three Frails of Sprats carried from Mart to Mart, 


2140 The Queen of Corinth. 


Eupb. A great Philoſopher: 
What Horſes do you prefer? 
Onoc. The white Horle, Sir, 
There where | lyez honeſt and a juſt Beaſt. 
Tutor. O caput lepidum : A Child to ſay this, 
Are theſe Figures for the Mouths of Intants ? 
Con. Onos, what Wenches? | 
Come, tell me true. 
Ons. I cannot ſpeak without Book. 
Con, When ſhall we have one, ha? 
Onos. Steal me from mine Uncle, 
For look you, I am broke out horribly g 
For want of fleſhly Phyſick; they ſay I am too young, 
And that*twill ſpoil my growth; but could you help me? 
Con. Meet me to morrow Man, no more. 
Euph. You think now | 
Ye have open'd ſuch a ſhame to me of travel, 
By ſhewing theſe thin Cubs: Ye have honour'd us 
Againſt your will, proclaim'd us excellent; 


Are as much Meat as theſe, to more uſe travel'd; 
A bunch of bloated Fools, methinks your Judgment 
Should look abroad ſometimes without your Envy. 
Cra. Such are molt of you; fol take my leave, 
And when you find your Womens favour fail, 
Tis ten to one you'll know your ſelf, and ſeek me 
Upon a better Muſter of your Manners. 
On. This is not handſome, Sir. 
Eupb. Pray take your̃ Pleaſure, 
You wound the Wind as much | 
Cra. Come you with me, | | 0:1 
I have buſineſs for you preſently : There's for your Wine, 
I muſt confeſs I loft it. 
Ons. Shall I ſteal to ye, 
And ſhall we ſee the Wench? 
Cox. A dainty one. 
Onos. And have a diſh of Pippins? ® 
Con. What a peck Man. 
Tutor. Will you wait, Sir? 
Con, Pray let's meet oftner, Gentlemen, 
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would not loſe ye. 
Tutor. O ſweet Sir. 
Cn. Do you think I would, 
uch noted Men as you? | 
Onos, Uncle, Tutor. We are your Servants. [Exeunt. 
Eupb. That thing they would keep in everlaſting No- 
My Brother for his own Ends has thruſt on (nage, 
Upon my Miſtreſs; *ris true he ſhall be rich 
erer he can get that Rogue his Uncle 
To let him be of Years to come to inherit it, 
Now what the main Drift is 
Cn. Say ye ſo? no more Words, 
Il keep him Company till he be of Years, 
Though it be a hundred Years, but I'll diſcover it, 
And ten to one I'll croſs it too. 
Eupb. You are honeſt, 
uud I ſhall ſtudy ſtill your Love; farewel, Sir, 
For theſe few Hours I muſt deſire your Pardon, 
| have Buſineſs of importance: Once a Day 
At leaſt I hope you'll ſee me, I mult ſee you elſe - 
do, once more ye are welcome. | 
Con, All my Thanks, Sir, | 
lud when leave to love you, Life go from me. Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE L 


Enter Theanor and Crates. 


a, H Sir, the Kingdom's his; and no Man now 

| Can come to Corinth; or from Corinth go, 

Without his Licence; he puts up the Tithes 

Vt every Office through Achaia; 

From Courtier to the er hold of him. 

ur Lands, our Liberties, nay very Lives 

are ſhut up in hi Cloſet, and let looſe | 

But at his Pleaſurez Books, and all Diſcourſe 

22 ry x na nor Direction, | 

ut glori fie aner: Our Cups are guilt 
l. IV. Pbanes: ( rn 


* "x? 


e, 


i Tat 
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That quench our Thirſts, if not unto his Health; T 
Oh, I cculd eat my Heart, and fling away Ir 
My very Soul for Anguiſh: Gods, nor Men T 
Should tollerare ſuch Diſproportion. ] 

The. And yet is he belov's - Whether't be Virtue, Fi 


Or ſeeming Virtue, which he makes the Cloak 

To his Ambition. | 4 
Cra. Be it which it will, | 

Your Highneſs is too tame, your Eyes too film'd 

To ſee this, and fir fill: The Lion ſhould not 

Tremble to hear the bellowing of the Bull; 

Nature excuſe me, thou he be my Brother, 

You are my Country's Father, therefore mine: 

One parallel Line of Love I bend on him, 

All Lines of Love and Duty meet in you, 


As in their Center; therefore hear, and weigh ( 
What I ſhall ſpeak: You know the Queen your Mother 7 
Did, from a private State, your Father raiſe, He 
So all your Royalty you hold from her; To 
She is older than ſhe was, therefore more doating, Th: 
And what know we but Blindneſs of her Love, C 
(That hath from underncath the Foot of Fortune Wh 
t even Eupbanes Foot, on Fortune's Head) The 
Will take him by the Hand, and cry, Leap now (Be 
Into my Bed; tis but a Trick of Age; Hat 
Nothing impoſſible. _ hy I 
The. What do you infer on this? G 
Ca. Your Pardon, Sir, As! 
With Reverence to the Queen; yet why ſhould En 
Fear to ſpeak plain what pointeth to your Good ? But 
A good old Widow is a hudtgry thing; The 
(1 8 other Widows, not of Queens.) Tha 
be. Speak to thy Purpoſe. Tha 
Cra. I approach it: Sir, a 2 And 
Should young Eupbanes claſp the Kingdom thus, That 
And pleaſe the good old Lady ſome oge Night; Shev 
What might not ſhe be wrought to Sit on you, Our 


Quite to ſupplant your Birth? Neither is ſhe 
Pait Children, as I take it. | | 
; The. Gates, thou ſhak'ſt me; 


TY. on 
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Thou, that doſt hate thy Brother for my Love, 
In my Love find one; henceforth be my Brother : 
This Giant I will fell beneath the Earth; 

J will ſhine out, and melt his artiul Wings: 

Euphanes, from my Mother's Sea of Favours 

Spreads like a River, and runs calmly on, 

Secure yet from my Storms; like a young Pine 

He grows up planted under a fair Oak, | 

Whoſe ſtrong large Branches yet do ſhelter him, 

And every Traveller admires his Beauty; 

But like a Wind, I'll work into his Cranks, 

Trouble his Stream, and drown all Veſſels that 

Ride on his Greatneſs: Under my Mother's Arms, 

Like to a ſtealing Tempeſt will 1 ſearch, 

And rend his Root from her Protection. | 
Ga. Ay, now Theanor ſpeaks like Prince Theanor. - 
The. But how ſhall we provoke him to our Snares? 

He has a Temper, Malice cannot move 

To exceed the Bounds of Judgreats he is ſo wile, 

That we can pick no Cauſe to affront him. 
ra. No? | 

What better than his croſſing your Intent? 

The Suit I had to ye? Conon's forfeit ſtate 

(Before he cravell'd) for a Riot, hc 

Hath from your Mother got reſtored to him. 

The. Durſt he? What is this Conon? 

Ca. One that hath, 5 
As People ſay, in foreign Countries pleaſur'd him. 

Enter Onos, Uncle, Tutor, Neanthes, Soſicles, Eraton. 
But now no more; | 
They have brought the Travellers I told you of, 

That's the ſweet Youth, that is my Brother's Riyal, 

That eurls his Head, for he has little Hair, 

And paints his Vizor, for it is no Face, 

That fo de ſires to follow you, my Lord; 

dhew 'em ſome Countenance, and it will beget 

Our Sport at Raſt. 

The. Whar villainous Crab- Tree Legs he makes? 
His Shins are full of Lrue-Love Knors. 8 
S. His Legs were ever villainous,fince I knew dim. 

K Kk 2 Era. 
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Era. Faith his Uncle's Shanks are ſomewharthe better ©* 
Nean. But is't poſſible he ſhould believe he is not o 
Why he's fifty, Man, in's Jubile l warrant: (Ape? 
S'light, he looks older than a Groat; the very Stamp 
On's Face is worn out with handling. (him ſpeak 
So. Why I tell you all Men believe it when they hea 
He utters ſuch ſingle Mat:er in fo infantly a Voice. 
Nean. He looks as like a Fellow that 1 have ſeen ac. 
commodate Gentlemen with Tobacco in our Theaters 
Ones. Moſt il'uſtrious Prince. 
Era. A pox on him, he is gelt, how he trebles? 
Onos, I am a Gentleman 4 both ſides. 
Tutor, He means (ſo't pleaſe your Highneſs) both by 
Father and Mother. 
Soſ. Thou a Gentleman? Thou an Aſs. 
ean. He isne'er the farther from being a Gentleman, . 
Tutor .May it pleaſe your Grace, lam another. (aſſure you. 
Nean He is another Als he ſays, I believe him. 
Uncle. We he three, Heroical Prince. 
Nean. Nay then we muſt have the Picture of 'em, and 


the Word Nos ſumus. ( ether 5 
Tutor. That have travell'd all Parts of the Globe to- . 
Uncle. For my part, I have ſeen the Viciſſitude 0 > 


Fortune betore. 
Ons. Peace Uncle, for though you \; eak a little bettet On 
Nean. is a very little, in Truth. (chan |, 
Onos. Vet we muſt both give place, as they ſay, 

To the beſt Speaker, the Tutor. 

Tutor. Yet ſince it hath pleaſed your Radience to de- 
cl'ne ſo low, as on us poor and unworthy Dunghills 

Nean. What a ſtinking Knave's this? 

Tutor. Our Peregrination was ne'er ſo facilitated, as ſince On 
weenter'd the Line of your gracious Favour, under whoF 
Beamy Aſpe&, and by which infallible Mathematici 
Compaſs, may we but hereafter preſume to fa], our i 
duſtries have reach d their deſir d Termigation and Period 
and we ſhall voluntarily ſacrifice our Lives to your 5 
ſplendent Eyes, both the Altars and Fires of our devoten 1 
Offerings. 

(ns Oh divine Tutor! 


0 
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G. Can you hold, Sir? (in Corinth. 
Era. He has ſpoken this very Speech to ſome Whore 


rter, 


; x Nean. A plague on him fora fuſt an Dictionary; on my 
5 Conſcience this is the Ulyſſean Traveller that ſent home 


his Image riding upon Elephants to the great Mogol. 

Sſ. The Game; his Wit is ſo huge, nought but an 
Elepbant could carry him. 

Era. So heavy you mean. 

Man. Theſe three, are ev'n the fin'ft one Fool tripar- 
ite, that was eber diſcover'd. 

Ora Treatiſe of Famine divided into three Branches. 

Era. The Prince ſpeaks. 8 | 

The. I thank ye for your Loves; but as I told you, 

[ have ſo little Means to do for thoſe 

Few Followers I have already, that 

| would have none Shipwrack themſelves, and Fortune, 
Upon my barren Shelf: Sue to Eupbaner, 

or he is Prince, and Queen, I would have no Man 
Curſe me in his old Age. 

Ga. Alas, Sir, they deſire to follow you 
But afar off; the farther off the better. 

Tutor, I Sir, and't be ſeven Mile off, ſo we may but fol- 
low you, only to countenance us in the Confronts and Af- 
fronts, which (according to your Highneſs Will) we 
mein on all Occaſions to put upon the Lord Eupbenes. 

Ono. He ſhall not want gibing nor jecring, I warrant 
him, if he do, Vl forſwear Wit. 

Man. It has forſworn thee, I'll ſwear, it is the ancient 
Lnemy to thy Fouſe. 

Well, be it ſo; I here receive ye; for my Fol- 
lowers a great way off. 

Man. Seven Miles, my Lord, no further. 

Onos. By what time, Sir, (by this Meaſure) may I come 
to follow him in his Chamber? eg 
Man. Why, when his Chamber, Sir, is ſeven Miles 
Euer Euphanes, Conon, Page, Gentlemen and Attendants. 
Gent. Make My there for my Lord Euphanes. 

Cra. Look Sir, Fove appears, 
The Peacock of our State, that ſpreads a Train 
Kk 3 Brighter 
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Brighter than Iris Bluſhes after Rain. 
Euph. You need not thank me Coon, in your Love 
You antidated what I can do for you, 
And I in Gratitude was bound to this, 
And am to much more; and what e'er he be 
Can with Unthanktulneſs aſſoil me, let him 
Dig out mine Eyes, and ſing my Name in Verſe, 
In Ballad Verſe at every drinking Houſe, l 
And no Man be ſo charitable to lend me 
A Dog to guide my ſteps. 
Nean. Hail to Euphanes. 
§yſ. Mighty Eupbanes, ; 
Era. The great Prince Euphanes. 
Tutor, Key. of the Court, and Jewel of the Queen, 
Uncle. Sol in our Firmament. | 
Onos. Pearl in the States Eye. 
Nean. Being a black Man. 
Era. Miſtreſs of the Land. ny 
Nean. Our humble, humble poor Petitions are, 
That we may hold our Places | 
All. May we ? (Fools, 
Euph, Ves; be you malicious Knaves ſtill; and you 
Con. This is the Prince's, and your Brother's Spight. 
Enph. I know't, but will not know it. 
Con. Yonder they are. 
Who's fine Child's this? 
Uncle. Sir. 
Onos, Uncle, le' be, | 
Let him alone, he is a mighty Prince. | 
Euphb. I ask your Highneſs Pardon: I proteſt 
By Fupiter I ſaw you not. 
The, Humh, it may be ſo. 
You haverais'd ſuch Mountains twixt your Eyes and me, 
That I am hidden quite: What do ye mean, Sir? 
You much forget your ſelf. 
Euph. T ſhould much more, 
Not to remember my due Duty to yolſ} Grace; 
T know not wherein I have fo tranſgreſs'd 
1y Serviceito your Highneſs, to deſerve * 


"hx P.10ur and Contempt, not from * only, put 
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But from your Followers, with the beſt of whom 


| was an Equal in my loweſt ebb; 
Beſeech you, Sir, reſpect me as a Gentleman, 
| will be never more in Heart to you: 
Five fair deſcents I can derive my ſclf, ( 
From Fathers worthy both in Arts and Arms. 
| know your Goodneſs companies your G:eatnels 
But that you are perverted: Royal Sir, | 
lam your humbleſt Subject, uſe your pleaſure, 
But do not give protection to the Wrongs 
Of theſe ſubordinate Slaves, whom I could cruth 
By that great deſtin'd Favour, which my Miſtreſs 
Ard your Majeſtick Mother deſigns to me, 
en, But in reſpect of you: I know lean Envy | 
Waits ever on the ſteps of Virtue advanc'd; |; 
But why your Mother's Grace gets me Diſgrace, 1 
Or renders me a Slave to bear theſe wrongs, [i 
| do not know. = 
Oh Mediocrity, i. N | 
Thou — Jewel, only Mean Men have, 
jols, WW Bur cannot value; like the precious Gem 
you Found in the Muckhill by the ignorant Cock. | 
bt. The. Your creamy words but cozen; how durſt you 
Intercept me ſo lately to my Mother? 
And what I meant your Brother, you obtain'd 
Vato the forfcitu'e again. 
Ca. Your anſwer to that my Lord, my Brother, 
Eyph. May I periſh | 
leer I heard you intended ſuch a ſuit, 
Though *rwould have ſtuck an ignominious brand 
Upon your Highneſs, to have given your Servant 
A Gentleman's whole State of Worth and Quality, 
1 Confiſcate only for a youthful Brawl. 
The. YourRudiments are too ſawcy, teach your Page. 
Con. Ay, fo are all things but your Flatterers. 
005. Hold you your prating. 
Cn. You kn8&w where you are, you fleeten Face. 
Eph. Yet, Sir, to appeaſe and ſatisfie your Anger. 
Take what you pleaſe from me, and give it him 
ln lieu of this; you ſhall not -_ it neither, 
K K 4 


Ove 


Cy 


N 


2148 The Queen of Corinth. 


I freely will impart it, half my State, 

Which, Brother, if you pleaſe 
Ga. VII ſtarve in Chains firſt, 

Eat my own Arms. 

Eopk, Oh that you ſaw your ſelf; 

You ne'er made me ſuch offer in my poorneſs, 

And cauſe, to do you eaſe, I ſought not to you, 

You thus maligne me; yet your Nature muſt not 

Corrupt mine, nor your rude Examples lead me: 

If mine can mend you, I ſhall joy; you know 

I fear you not; you have ſeen me prov'd a Man 

In every way of Fortune, tis my comfort 

I know no more ſuch Brothers in the World 

As Crates is. 

Con. Nor I ſuch as Euphanes : 

The temper of an Angel reigns in thee. 

Euph. Your Royal Mother, Sir, 1 had forgot, 
Entreats your Preſence. 9 

The. You have done her Errand, 

I may do yours, [ Exit, 
Euph. Let it be Truth, my Lord. 
Con. Crates, I'll queſtion you for this. 
cra. Piſh, your worſt. Exit. 
Con. Away you Hounds after your ſcent. 
Onos.Come, we'll ſcorn to walk to'm : now they are gone, 

We'll away too. : [ Exeunt, 
Cn. Why bear you this, my Lord? 

Euph. To ſhew the paſſive Fortitude the beſt; 
Virtue's a ſolid Rock, whereat being aim'd 
The keeneſt Darts of Envy, yet unhurt 
Her Marble Heroes ſtand, built of ſuch Baſes, 
Whilſt they recoil, and wound the Shooters Faces. 

Enter Queen and Ladies. 

Con. My Lord, the Queen. 

ucen Gentle Euphanes, how, 

How doſt thou, honeſt Lord? oh how 1 joy 

To ſee what I have made, like a choi& Workman, 

That having fram'd a Maſter-picce, doth reap 

\ n1mvyerſal Commendation | 


are Gods in this. EL build thee yet; 
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The good Foundation ſo pleaſes me, 
A ſtory or two higher; ler Dogs bark, 
They are Fools that hold them dignified by Blood, 
They ſhould be only made Great that are Good. 
Euph. Oraculous Madam. 
ueen. Sirrah, I was thinking 
If 1 ſhould marry thee, what merry Tales 
Our Neighbour Iſlands would make of us; 
But let that paſs, you have a Miſtreſs 
That would forbid our Banes; troth I have wiſh'd 
A thouſand times that I had been a Man, 
Then I might fit a day with thee alone, 
And talk, 
But as I am I muſt not; there's no skill 
In being good, but in not being thought ill. 
Sirrah, who's that? 
Eupb. So't pleaſe your Majeſty, 
Con, the Friend ſu'd for. 
Queen. Tis diſpatch'd, 
Con, Gracious Madam, 
I owe the Gods and you my Life. 

Queen. I thank you, | 
| thank you heartily; and I do think you 
A very honeſt Man, he ſays you are; 

But now I'll chide theez what's the cauſe, my Son, 
For my Eye's every where, and I have heard, 

So inſolently does thee Contumelies 

Paſt ſufferance (I am told) yet you complain not, 

As if my Juſtice were ſo . 135 

As not to right the meaneſt: Credit me, 

Ill call him to a ſtrict acconnt, and fright, 

By his Example, all that dare curb me 

In any thing that's juſt: I ſent you for him. 

Euph. Humbly he did return, he would wait on you: 
But let me implore your Majeſty, not to give 
His Highneſs any check, for worthleſs me; 

They are CouRt Cankers, and not Connſellors, 
That thus inform you; they do but hate the Prince, 
And would ſubvert me: I ſhould curſe my fortune 


To 


Even at the higheſt, to be made the Ginn 


2150 The Queen of Corinth. 
To unſcrew a Mother's Love unto her Son: 
Better had my pale flame in humble Shades 
Been ſpent unſeen, than to be rais'd thus high, 
Now to be thought a Meteor to the State, 
Portending Ruin and Contagion: + 
Beſeech you then reſt ſatisfy'd, the Prince 
Is a moſt noble nature d Gentleman, 
And never did to me but what I took | 
As favours from him, my blown Billows muſt not 
Strive *gainſt my Shore, that ſhould confine me, nor 
Juſtle with Rocks to break themſelves to pieces. 
Queen. Well, thou'rt the compoſition of a God: 
My Lion, Lamb, my Eaglet, and my Dove, 
Whoſe Soul runs clearer than Diand's Fount, 
Nature pick'd ſeveral Flowers from her choice banks, 
And bound them up in thee, ſending thee forth 
A Poſie for the Boſom of a Queen. | 
Lady. The Prince attends you. 
_ Farewel, my good Lord: 
My honeſt Man; ſtay, haſt no other Suit? 
I prithee tell me; Sirrah, thine Eye ſpeaks | 
As if thou hadſt; out with it, modeſt Fool. | 


Euph. With favour, Madam, I would crave your leave 


To Marry, where I am bound in gratitude, 
The immediate means ſhe was to all my Being : 
Nor do I think your Wiſdom, facred Queen, 
Fetters in favours, taking from me fo 

The liberty that meaneſt Men enjoy. 


ueen. Tomarry? you area Fool: rhou'ſt anger'dme: 


Leave me, Ill think on't : [Exit Euph. and Con. 
Only to try thee this, for though I love thee, 
- Enter Theanor. 
I can ſubdue my ſelf: but ſhe that can 
Enjoy thee, doth enjoy more than a Man. 
Nay riſe without a Bleſſing, or kneel till - 
What's Sir the reaſon you oppoſe me thus, 
And ſeek to darken what I would have Mine? 
Eclipſe a fire much brighter than thy ſelf, 
ing your Mother not a competent Judge 
Of »- wn Actions? | 
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The. Gracious Madam, 1 
Have done no more than what in Royalty, 
And to preſerve your Fame, was fit to do: 
Hear! you the Peoples talk of you, and him 
You favour ſo, his Greatneſs, and your Love, 
The pity given to me, you would excuſe me, 
They prate as if he did diſhonour you; 
And what know I, but his own laviſh Tongue 
Has uttered ſome ſuch Speeches; he is call'd 
The King of Corinth. 

Queen. They are Traitors all: 
I wear a Chriſtal Caſement fore my Heart, 
Through which each honeſt Eye may look into't ; 
Let it be Proſpect unto all the World, 
| care not this. | e 

The. This muſt not be my way. 
Your Pardon, gracious Madam; theſe Incitements 
Made me not ſhew ſo clear a Countenance 
Upon the Lord Ewphanes as I would; 
Which fince your Majeſty affects ſo grievouſly 
I'll clear the black Cloud of it, and henceforth 
Vow on this knee al! Love and Grace ro him. 

Queen. Riſe with my Bleſſing, and to prove this true, 
Bear him from me this Cabinet of Jewels 
In your own Perſon ; tell him, for his marrying 
He may diſpoſe him how, and when he pleaſe. 

| [ Exit Queen aud Crates, 
The. I ſhall diſcharge my Duty and your Will. 
Enter Crates. 

Ca. I have heard all, my Lord, how luckily 
Fate pops her very Spindle in our Hands : 
This Marriage with Belize you fhall croſs, 
Then have I one attempt for Lamprias more 
Upon this Phaeton: Where's Merione's Ring, 
That in the Rape you took from her? 

es "Tis hezg. . | 

a. In, and affect our purpoſe; you, my Lord, 

Shall diſobey your Mother's hike, and End 


This Cabinet by ſome Servant of her own, 
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That what ſucceeds may have no Reference 
Unto your Highneſs. - 

The. On, my Engine, on. 

Cre. Now, if we 2 
We'll ruin him, and on his Ruins ſtand. Exeunt. 


| dS EMS 
Enter Agenor, Leonidas, Merione, and Beliza. 
| | A ſad SON G. 
WE EP no more, nor Sigh nor Groan, 
Sorrow calls no Time that's gone: 
Violets pluck'd, the ſweeteſt Rain 
Makes not freſh nor grow again; 
Trim thy Locks, look cheerfully 
Fates hidn ends, Eyes cannot ſee. 
Foys as winged Dreams fly faſt, 
Why ſhould Sadneſs longer laſt. 
Grief is but a Wound to Woe 
Gentleſt Fair, mourn, morn no moe. 


Age. Theſe heavy Airs feed Sorrow in her, Lady, 
And nourith it too ſtrongly; like a Mother 
That ſpoils her Child with giving on't the Will. 
A lighter SON G. | 
"Tip" Ladies laugh, and wonder. Here 1s one 
That weeps becauſe her Maiden-bead is gone, 
Whilſt you do never fret, nor chafe, nor cry, 
But when too long it keeps you Company; 
| Too well you know, Maids are like Towns on Fire, 
Waſting themſelves, if no Man quench Defire. 
Weep then no more, Fool: A new Maiden-head 
Thou ſuffer'ſt loſs of, in each chaſte Tear ſhed. 
Bel. Some lighter Note. 9 
Leo. How like a hill of Snow the ſits, and melts 
Before the unchaſte fire of others Luſt ? 
W hat Heart can ſee her Paſſion and not break ? | 
Age. Take comfort, gentle Madam; Fou know well 
Ever actual Sins committed without Will, 
er Sins nor Shame, much more compell'd; 
10ar's no whit leſs, your Chaſtity 


No 


e not ſtruck by Heav'ns own Hand, 
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No whit impair'd, for fair Merione 
Is more a Virgin yet than all her Sex: 
Alas 'tis done; why burn theſe Tapers now? 
Wicked and frantick Creatures joy in Night. 

Leo. Imagine fair Merione had Dream'd 
She had been Raviſh'd, would ſhe fit thus then 
Fxcruciate ? Mer. Oh. . 

Bel. Fye, fye, how fond is this? 
What reaſon for this ſurfeit of Remorſe? 
How many that have done ill, and proceed, 
Women that take Degrees in Wantonneſs, 
Commence, and riſe in rudiments of Luſt, 
That feel no ſcruple of this tenderneſs? 

Mer. Piſh. 

Bel. Nor are you matchleſs in miſhap, even I 
Do bear an equal part of Miſery , | 
That Love, belov'd, a Man the Crown of Men, 
Whom I have friended, and how raiſed *ris better 
That all do know and ſpeak it than my ſelf : 
When he ſail'd low I might have made him mine, 
Now at his full Gale, it is queſtionable 
[fever I o'er-take him. 

Age. Wherefore its 
My Phebe ſhadow'd in a ſable Cloud? 
Thoſe pearly drops which thou let'ſt fall like Beads, 
Numb'ring on them thy veſtal Oriſons 
Alas are ſpent in vain: I love thee ſtill, 
In midſt of all theſe Showers thou ſweetlier ſcent” ſt, 
Like a green Meadow on an April Day, 
In which the Sun and Weſt-wind play together, 
Striving to catch and drink the balmy Drops. 

Enter Euphanes, and Servant. 


Ser. The Lord Euphanes, Madam. [ Exit Mer. 
Age. Poor Merione, a : 
She loaths the Light, and Men. Exit. 


1 Euph, The vixtuous Gods preſerve my Miſtreſs. 
| Bel. O my moſt honour d Lord, thoſe times are chang d. 
Eupb. Let times and Men change, could Heav'n change, 
Should never change, to be Devoted ever ( ban. 


PO To fair Belize, ſhould my load of Honours, 
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Or any Grace which you were Author of 
Derra& mine Honour, and diminiſh Grace? 
The Gods forbid; you here behold your Servant, 
Your Creature, gentle Lady, whoſe ſound Sleeps, M 
You purchas'd for him, whoſe Food you paid for, 

Whole Garments were your charge, whole firſt Prefer. 


You founded; then, what ſince the gracious Queen (ment N. 
Hath, or can rear, is upon your free Land, Li 
And you are Miſtreſs of. Bu 

Bel. Mock me not, gentle Lord, A 
You ſhine now in too high a Sphere for me, Ti 
We are Planets now disjoin'd for ever, yet | 
Poor ſuperſtitious Innocent that I am, 
Give leave that I may lift my Hands, and Love, Ar 
Not in Idolatry, but perfect Z-al: Ti 
For credit me, I repent nothing I have done, Ti 
But were it to begin would do the ſame. | I c 

Eupb. There are two Seas in Corinth, and two Queens, Ia 
And but there, not two ſuch in the ſpacious Univerſe; + 


I came to tender you the Man you have made, 
And like a thankful Stream to retribute 4 
All you my Ocean have enrich'd me with. 
You told me once you'd marry me. | 

Bel. Another mock ? You were wont to play fair play, He 
Yau ſcorn poor helps; he that is ſure to win, (Queen. 4 
May flight mean Hearts, whoſe Hand commands the 

Euph. Let me be held the Knave through all the Stock i H 


When I do flight my Miſtreſs; you know well 1 
The gracious — of the — Ur 
Who ſent me leave this Morning to proceed Fi 
To marry as I ſaw convenience, | = 
And a great gift of Jewels: Three days henc © 
The general Sacrifice is done to Veſta, 
And can you by then be accommodated, W 
Your Servant ſhall wait on you to the Temple. 

Bel. Till now * De 
I never ſelt a real joy indeed. As 


Euph Here then | ſeal my Duty, here my Love, ; 
© which vouchſafe to wear this Ring, dear 1 Jo 
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Twas the Queen's Token, and ſhall celebrate 
Our Nuptials. 5 
Bel. Honour ftill raiſe, and preſerve 
My honour'd Lord, as he preſerves all Honour. [Ex.Euph. 
Enter Agenor, Leonidas, and Merione. 
Age. Why ſhaft you Places thus, Merione, 
And will not lend a Word? Could'ft thou fo ſoon 
Leave Sorrow as the Place, how bleſt were I, 
But *twill not be; Grief is an impudent Gueſt, 
A Follower every where, a hanger on, 
That Words nor Blows can drive away. 
Leo. Dear Siſter. 
Bel. Who can be ſad? Out with theſe Tragick Lights, 
And let day repoſſeſs her natural Hours: 
Tear down theſe blacks, caſt ope* the Caſements wide, 
That we may jocondly behold the Sun. 
| did partake with ſad Merioue | 
In all her Mourning let her now rejoyce 
With glad Belize, for Euphanes is 
As full of Love, full of Humility,  _ 
As when he wanted. 5 
Mer. Oh 63% that. 
Leo. Help, ſhe faints: | WER 
He: Grief has broke her Heart. 
Mer. No-—that—that.  _ 
Age. Miſtreſs, what point you at? | 
Her Lamps are out, yet ſtill ſhe extends her Hand 
As if ſhe ſaw ſomething Antipathous 
Unto her virtuous Life. 
Leo. Still, {til} ſhe points, 
And her Lips move, but no Articulate ſound 
Breaths from em: Sifter, ſpeak, what moves you thus? 
Eel. Her Spirits return. 
Mer. Oh, hide that fatal Ring; 
Where had it you, Beliza? 
Bel. What hid Fate 
Depends on it ® Eupbanes gave it me 
As holy pledge of future Marriage. 
Mer. Then is Euphanes the foul Raviſher : 


Let me ſpcak this and Die. That diſmal N igh 


— 
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Which ſeal'd my ſhame u 


Leo. Euphanes ? 

Age. Strange 

Bel. Impoſh ble. 

Mer. Impoſſible to have redreſs on nk 
Chief Servantto the Queen 
Somewhere I am ſure, of ſuch an Injury 
Done to a Lady: And how ſhe durit Die. 

Age. Oh follow her, Beliza. 

Bel. To aſſure her, 

The unlikelihood of this. 
Age. Love hides all Sins. 
What's to be done, Leonidas? 
Leo. Why this: 
Amazement takes up all my Faculties; 
The plagues of Gods and Men will muſter all 
To avenge this Tyranny. Oh frontleſs Man, 
To dare do ill, bd hope to bear it thus: 
Firſt ler's implore, then cure. 
Age. Who, who can truſt 


on me, was that Ring 
The Partner of my rob'd Virginity. 


ha? 1 2. read 


[Erie 


Exit. 


The gentle Looks and Words of two Red Man? 


Like Grintb's double Torrent, you and I 


Will ruſh upon the Land; nor ſhall the Queen 


Defend this Villain in his Villan 
Luſt's violent Flames can never be withſtood 


Norquench'd, but with as violent ſtreams of Blood. 


[ Exennt. 


— — 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Crates, Uncle, Tutor, and Onos. 


Onos. 1 he to carry her, and live? 
Cra. It ſeems ſo, E 
And ſhe will carry him, the Story ſays. 
Our. Well, hum 
e] for this, thou fair bur falſeſt fair 


Stretch'd 


Shall 
V. 


2 


h'd 
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stretch d this fame ſimple Leg over the Se 
What though my baſhfulneſs, and tender Years, 
Durſt ne'er reveal my Affection to thy Teeth? 
Deep Love ne'cr tattles, and, ſay they, loves bit 
The deeper dip'd, the ſweeter till is it. | 
Tutor, Oh, ſee the power of Love, heſpeaksin Rhime. 
Ga. Oh, Love would make a Dog howle in Rhime: 
Of all the Lovers yet I have heard or read 
This is the ſtrangeſt z but his Guardian, 
And you his Tutor ſhould inform him better, 
Thinks he, that Love is anſwer'd by inſtinct? 
Tutor. He ſhould make means, 
For certain, Sir, his baſhfulneſs undoes him, 
For from his Cradle, head a ſhameful Face. 
Thus walks he Night and Day, eats not a bit, 
Nor ſleeps one jor, but's grown ſo humerous, 
Drinks Ale, we takes Tobacco as you lee, 
Wear's a Steeletto at his Codpiece cloſe, 
Stabs on the leaſt occaſion: Stroaks his Beard, 
Which now he puts i'th* poſture of a T. 
The Roman T. your T. beard is the faſhion, 
And twifold doth expreſs the enamour'd Courtier, 
As full as your fork-carving Traveller. 
Onos. Oh, black clouds of diſcontent invellop me, 
Garters fly off; go Hatband, bind the Brows 
Of ſome dull Citizen that fears to ake 
And Leg appear now in fimplicity 
Without the Trappings of a Courtier : 
Lurſt Buttons burſt, your Batchelor is worm'd. 
Cra. A Worm-caten Batchelor thou'rt indeed. 
Omg. And Devil Melancholy poſſeſſes me now. 
Uncle. Croſs him not in this fit J adviſe you, Sir. 
Ons. Dye crimſon Roſe, that didſt adorn theſe Cheeks, 
For itch of Love is now broke forth on me. (ſcabby. 
Uncle. Poor Boy, tis true; his Wriſts and Hands are 
On0s. Burn Eyes out in your Sockets, fink and ſtink: 
Teeth I will pic you to the-very Bones, 
Hang Hair like Hemp, or like the Iling Curs, 
For never Powder, nor the Criſping-Iron 


Shall touch theſe dangling locks.—oh—-Ruby apy 
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Love hath to you been like Wine Vinegar, 
Now you look wan and pale, Lips, Ghoſts ye are, 
And my diſgrace ſharper than Muſtard-ſeed. 
Cra. How like a Chandler he does vent his Paſſions, 


Riſun teneatis e 


Ono. Well ſung the Poet, 7 
Love is a Golden hubs, full of Dreams; A 
Thar ripen'd breaks, and fills us with extreams. T 

Tutor, A Gold buble, Pupil, Oh groſs ſolaciſme W 
To chaſter Ears that underſtand the Latin, Y, 

Onos. I will not be corrected now; Ar 
I am in Love, Revenge is now the Cud 01 
That I do chaw: I'll challenge him. T} 

Cra. I marry Sir. — 5 Hi 

Uncle. Your Honour bids you, Nephew, on and proſper. Wl 7. 

Onos, But nohe will bear it from me, times are dangerous. WI 7; 

Cra. Carry it your ſelf, Man. | He 

- _ Onos. Tutor, your counſel : ll do nothing, Sir, An 
Without him. | Di 
Uncle. This may rid thee, valiant Cuz, W 
Whom I have kept this forty Year my Ward; by. 
Fain would I have his State, and now of late Cr 
He did inquire at Epheſus for his Age, 6th In 
But the Church Book being burnt with Dian's Temple Or 
He loſt his aim: I have try'd to famiſh him, ( 
Marry he'll live o'th* Stones; and then for Poiſons, 7 
He is an Antidote 'gainſt all of em; | To 
He ſprung from Mithridates; he is ſo dry and hot, 
He will eat Spiders faſter than a Monkey : Ane 
His Maw, unhurt, keeps Quickſilver like a Bladder, The 
The largeſt doſe of Campbire, Opium, 7 
Harms not his Brain; I think his Skull's as empty A 
As a ſuck'd Egg; Vitriol and Oil of Tartar Foo 
He will cat Toſts of: Henbane I am ſure Is al 
And Hemlock 1 have made his Pot-herbs often. Seis 
Ga. If he refuſe you, yours is then the Honour: And 
If he accept, he being ſo great, you may The 
Crave both to chuſe the Weapon, Time, and Place, To! 
"V1 *ch may be ten Years hence, and Calicut, Be r 


Ons, 


(rte derneath the Line to avoid advantage. 
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Ons. J am reſolved. 
Tutor. By your favour, Pupil, | 

Whence ſhall this Challenge riſe? for you muſt ground it 

On ſome ſuch fundaniental Baſe, or Matter, 

As now the Gentry ſet their lives upon. 

Did you e' er cheat him at ſome Ordinary, 

and durſt he ſay ſo, and be angry? if thus, 

Then you muſt challenge him; hath he calFd your Whore,; 

Whore; though ſhe be, beſide yours, twenty Mens? 

Your Honour, Reputation is touched then, 

And you mutt challenge him: Has he deny'd 

On thirty damme's to accommodate Mony, 

Though he have broke threeſcore before to you? 

Here you muſt challenge him: Durſt he ever ſnun 

To drink two Pots of Ale wi'ye? or to Wench 

Though weighty buſineſs otherwiſe importun'd? 

He is a proud Lord, at 

And you may challenge him : Has he familiarly 

Diſlik'd your yellow Starch, or ſaid your Doublet 

Was not exactly frenchiffd? or that, that Report 

In fair terms was untrue? or drawn your Sword, 

Cry'd *twas ill mounted? Has he given the lie 

In Circle, or Oblike, or Semi- circle, 1 

Or direct Parrallel? you muſt challenge him. 
Onos. He never gave my direct Apparel the lye in's life. 
Tut. But for the crown of all, has he refus'd 

To pledge your Miſtreſs Health though he were fick ? 

Enter Neanthes and Page. 

And crav'd your pardon? you muſt challenge him, 

There's no avoiding; one or both muſt drop. 1 
Oos. Exquiſite Tutor. | (here 
Nean. Crates, I have ſought you long, what make you 

Fooling with theſe three Farthings, while the Town 

Is all in uproar, and the Prince ovr Maſter, | 

Seis d by Leonidas and Agenor, carried f 

And Priſoner kept i the Caſtle, flanks 


The Weſt part bf the City, where they vow 
To hold him, till your Brother, Lord Euphanes, 
Be render'd to em, with his Life to ſatisfie 

The Rape, by him ſuſpected to Merione ? 
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The Queen refuſes to deliver him, 
Pawning her knowledge for his Innocency, 
And dares em do their worſt on Prince Theanoy 
The whole State's in combuſtion. 
Cra. Fatal Ring. 
Uncle. What will become of us? 
Nean. And ſhe hath given Commiſſion to Ewphane: 
And Coon, who have levied Men already, 
With violence to ſurprize the Tower, and take em. 
What will you do? 
Cra. Along wr'ye, and prevent 
A farther miſchief - Gentlemen, our intents 
We muſt deter; You are the Princes followers. 
Nean. Will ye walk with us? 
Uncle. You ſhall pardon us. 
Tutor. We are his Followers afar off, you know. 
And are contented to continue ſo. | Exit Cra. aud Nenn. 
On0s. Sir Boy. - 
Page. Sir Fool? a Challenge to my Lord? 
How dar'ſt thou, or thy Ambs-ace here think of him, 
YeCrow-pick'd Heads, which your thin Shoulders bear 
As does the Poles on Corinth Bridge the Traitors: 
Why you three Nine-pins you talk of my Lord, 
And Challenges? you ſhall not need; Come dray, 
His Page is able to ſwindge three ſuch Whelps; 
Uncle, why ſtand ye oft? Long-Man, advance. 
Ozos. Slight, what have we done, Tutor? 
Tutor, He is a Boy, 
And we may run away with Honour. 
Page. That ye ſhall not, 
And being a Boy I am fitter to encounter 
A Child in Law-as you are, under twenty: 
Thou Sot, thou three - ſcore Sot, and that's a Child 
Again I grant you. 
Uncle. Nephew, here's an Age; 
Boys are turn'd Men, and Men are Children. | 
Page. Away you Peaſants with your bought Gent!y; 
Are not you he, when your Fellow Paſſengers, 


Your laſt Tranſportment being aſſail'd by a Galley Hi 
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Hid your ſelf i' the Cabbin; and the Fight done 
Peep'd above Hatches, and cry'd, Have we taken, 
Or are we ta'en? Come, I do want a Slipper, 
But this ſhall ſerve: Swear all as | would have you, 
Or | will call ſome dozen Brother Pages, 
T hey are not far off I am ſure, and we will blanket 
You until you piſs again. | 
All. Nay, we will ſwear, Sir. 
Fage. "T's your beſt courſe: 
Fiſt, you ſhall {wear never to name my Lord, 
Or hear him nam'd hereafter, but bare-headed. 
Next, To begin his Health in every place, 
And never to reſfuſe to pledge it, though 
You ſurfeit to the Death. Laſtly, to hold 
The pooreſt, littleſt Page in Reverencez; _ T 
To think him valianter, and a bctter Gentleman, 
Than you three ſtamp'd together; and to give him 
Wine and Tobacco whereſoc'er you meet, 
And the beſt Meat if he can ſtay. 
Al. We ſwear it loyally. 
Page. Then I diſmiſs you 
True Liegemen to the Pantoffle; 
had more Articles, but I have buſineſs 
And cannot ſtay now; ſo adicu dear Monſieur, 
Tres noble & tres puiſſant. 
Uncle. Adieu Monſieur. 
Onos. A voſtre ſervice & commandement. | 
Titor. I told you, Pupil, you'd repent this foolery. 
Onos. Who, I repent? you are miſtaken, Tutor, 
I neer repented any thing yet in my life, 
And ſcorn to begin now: Come, let's be melancholy. 
Exeunt. 


SEE H. 


Enter Queen, Euphanes, Conon, and Lords. 
Lords. *T'wegg better treat with em. 
Queen. | will no Treaties 
With a League-breaker and a Rebel; ſhall 
Article with a Traitor? be compell'd 
To yield an Innocent untg, their fury 
I 13 5 hom 
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Whom I have prov'd fo to you? 

Euph. Gracious Queen, . 
Though your own God-like diſpoſition 
Would ſuccour Virtue, and protect the right; 

Yet for the publick good, for the dear ſafety 
Of your moſt Royal only Sen, conſent 
To give me up the Sacrifice to their malice: 
My Life is aim'd at, and 'twere better far 
The blood of twenty thouſand ſuch as I 
Purpled our Seas, than that your Princely Son 
Should be endanger'd. 1 
ucen. Still well ſaid, honeſt Fool, 

Were their demand but one Hair from thy Head, 
By all the Gods I'd ſcorn 'em: Were they here, 
The Majeſty that dwells upon this Brow 
Should ſtrike *em on their Knees: As for my Son, 
Let 'em no more dare than they'll anſwer, I | 
An equal Mother to my Country am, 
And every virtuous Son of it is Son 
Unto my Boſom, tender as mine own. | 

On. Oh, you are heav'nly Madam, and the Gods 
Can ſuffer nothing pats to injure you : 
The Life that Coon promis'd, he ſtands now 
Ready to pay with joy. 

Dueen. Farewel both, : 
Succeſs attend you; you have Soldiers been, 

Tam Marti quam Mercurio, if you bring not Peace, 
Bring me their Heads. 

Gon. I will put fair for one. ¶ Exe. Queen and Lords, 

Euph. Double the Guard upon her Highneſs Perlon- 
non, you mult perform a friendly part, 
Which I ſhall counſel you. 

On. J am your Servant. 


SCENE UL 


Enter Theanor, Agenor, and Leanidas above. 
Leo. Make good that Fortification, and th- Watch 
Keep ſtill upon the Battlements; Royal Sir, 
Weigl, but our injuries, we have told you fully 
The manner and the matter halgs us thusz Not 


7 , 
| Exeun 
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Nor ſhall this upſtart Myſbroom bred i'th? Night, 
Sit brooding underneath your Mother's Wings 
His damn d Impieties. 
Age. For your ſelf, brave Prince, 
Fear nothing that this face of Arms preſents; 
We ask the Raviſher, and have no means 
To win him from your moſt indulgent Mother 
But by this Practice. 
The. Stout Leonidas, | 
Princely Agenor, your Wrongs cry ſo loud, 
That who ſo would condemn you is not heard, 
| blame you not, who but Eupbanes durſt | 
Make Stories like to this? My Wrong's as ſtrong, 
Ask my revengeful Arm to ſtrengthen yours; 
As for my fear, know you, and Greece throughout, / 
Enter Euphanes, and Conon. \ 
Our Mother was a Sgartan Princeſs born, 
That never taught me to ſpell ſuch a Word. 
On. Sir, you do tempt your Lite. 
Euph. Conon, no more. | 
Do thus as thou would'ſt fave it. [Sound Trumpet within. 
Age. What Trumper's this ? 5 
Leo, Beneath I do perceive 
Two armed Men ſingle, that give us Summons 
As they would treat. 


Age. Let us deſcend. 


Con. My Lord, | 
would you would excuſe me, and proceed 
According to the Queen's directions. 

Euph. Friend, 
As thou wouldſt wear that Title after Death, 

Enter below Theanor, Agenor, Leonidas, and Soldiers. 
Perform my Charge; no Soldier on his Lite 
Approach us nearer. 

Con. Satety to both the Princes, Loyalty 
To you Lord General; the Queen, your Miſtreſs 
As well as ours, though not to fear, to cut 


Civil diſſention from her Land, and fave 
Much guiltleſs Blood, that Uproar ever thirſts, 
And for the Safeguard of her Son, by me 
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(As you demand) hath ſent the Lord Euphanes 
To plead his own Cauſe, or to ſuffer Death 
As you ſhall find him worthy; ſo delivering 
The Prince back, 1 ſhall leave him to your Guard. 
Leo. The Queen is good and gracious: Kiſs her Hand, 

Age. And ſeal our Duties: Sir, depart in Peace. 

The. Oh Sir, you now perceive, when in the Scales 
Nature and fond Affection weigh together, | 
One poizes like a Feather, and you know my Lords 
What's to be done. „ | 

Euph. Your Highneſs is unarm'd, 

Pleaſe you to uſe mine, and to lead the Army 
Back to your Mother: Omen, march you with 'em. 

Con. I will my Lord: Put not fo far as not 
To bring you help, if danger look upon you. © Exit. 

Euph. Why do you look fo ſtrangely, fearfully, 

Or ſtay your deathful Hand? be not fo wile 
To ſtop your Rage, look how unmov'dly, here 
J give my ſelf my Country's Sacrifice, 
Au innocent Sacrifi-e : Truth laughs at Death, 
And terrifies the Killer more than kill'd; | 
Integrity thus armleſs ſeeks her Foes, 
And never needs the Target nor the Sword, 
Bow, nor invenom'd Shafts. bs 
Leo. We are amaz'd, 

Not at your Eloquence, but Tmpudence, 

That dare thus front us. ; 

Age. Kill him, who knows not | 3 K 
The Iron Forehead that bold Miſchief wears. | 

Leo. Forbear a while Agenor, I do tremble, 
And ſomething ſits like Virtue in his Face, 
Which the Gods keep. Fi 
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| Erph. Agenor, ſtrike Leonidas, If 
| You thit have purchas'd Fame on certain Grounds, 15 
þ Loſe it on Suppoſition : Smear your Hands wW 
| In guiltleſs Blood, laugh at my Martyrdom: 

| But yet remember, when Poſterity 

| Shall read your Volumes fill'd with virtuous Acts, * 
And hal] arrive at this black bloody Leaf, W 


Not.nz your fooliſh Barbariſms, and my Wrong, (As 
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(As time ſhall make it plain) what follows this 
Deciphering any noble Deed of yours 

Shall be quite loſt, for Men will read no more. 

Leo. Why? Dare you lay you are innocent? 

Eufb. By all the Gods, as they (my Life; 
Ot this ou! Crime: Why Gentlemen, pry clean throu 
Then weigh theſe Circumſiances; think you that he 
Whic!: made Day Night, and Men to Furies rturn'd, 
Durit not truſt Silence, V1zors, nor her Senſe 
That ſuffer'd z but with Charms and Potions 
Caſt her aſleep, (tor all this I have enquir'd) 

Acted the Fable of Preſerpine's Rape, 

The place (by all Deſcription) like to Hell: 
And ajl to perpetrate unknown his Luſt, 

Would tondly in his Perſon bring a Ring, | 
And give it a Betrothed Wife, i'thꝰ ſame Houſe 
Where the poor injur'd Lady liv'd and groan'd. 

Age. Hell gives us Art to reach the depth of Sin, 
But leaves us wretched Fools, when we are in. 

Eutb. Had it given me that Art, and left me fo, 
| would not thus into the Lions Jaws 
Have thruſt my ſelf defenceleſs, for your good, 

The Princes ſafety, or the Common-weals; 
You know the Queen deny'd me, and ſent us 
Commanders to ſurprize you, and to raze 

This Tower down, we had power enough to do it, 
Or ſtarve you, as you ſaw, and not to tender 

My Perſon to your Wrath, which I have done, 
Knowing my Heart as pure as Infants ſleep. 

Leo. What think you, Sir? 

Age. No harm J am ſure, I weep. | a 

Eupb. The Gods are juſt, and mighty: But to give you 
Further aſſurance, and to make your ſelves 
judges and Witneſſes of my Innocence 
Let me demand this Queſtion, On what Night 
Was this foul Deed committed? | 

Age. On the Eeve before our Marriage meant. 

Euph. Leonidas, 

(Your Rage being off, that ſtills drowns Memory) 
Where was your ſelf and 1 that very Night, 25 
n 
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And what our Conference ? 
Leo, By the Gods tis true: 
Both in her Highneſs's Chamber, conferring 
Even of this Match until an hour of Day, 
And then came I to call you; we are ſham'd. 
Age. Utrerly loſt, and ſham'd. os 
Enph. Neither, be chear'd, 
He that could find this out, can pardon it; 
And know this Ring was ſent me from the Queen, 
How the came by it, yet is not enquir'd : | 
Deeper Occurrents hang on't, and pray Heav'n 
That my Suſpicions prove as falſe as yours, 
Which for the World till I have greater Proof 
I dare not utter what, nor whom they touch; 
Only this build upon, with all my Nerves 


I'll labour with ye, till Time waken Truth. 


Age. There are our Swords Sir, turn the points on us. 
Leo. Puniſh Rebellion, and revenge your Wrong. 
Erph. Sir, my Revenge ſhall be to make your Peace. 


Neither was this Rebellion, but raſhi Love. 


Enter Conon. (Arm'd! 
Con. How's this? Unarm'd left, now found doubly 
And thoſe that would have lain him at his Feet? 
Oh Truth, thou art a mighty Conquereſs: 
The Queen, my Lord, perplex'd in care of you, 
That, croſs to her Command, hazard your {elt, 
In Perſon. here is come into the Field, 
And like a Leader, marches in the Head 
Of all her Troops, vows that ſhe will demoliſh 
Each Stone of this proud Tower be you not ſafe: 
She chafes like ſtorms in Groves, now ſighs, now wecps, 
And both ſometimes, like Rain and Wind commixt, 


' Abjures her Son for ever, leſs himſelf 


Do fetch you off in Perſon, that did give 

Your ſelf to ſave him of your own free Will, 

And ſwears he mult not, nor is fit to ne 
Euph. Oh ſhe's a Miſtreſs for the Gods. 
Aze. And thou a Godlike Servant fit for he:. 
Lez. Wide Greece | | 


May boot, becauſe ſhe cannot boaſt 15 _ Euph. 


eps 
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Euph. Thus non tell her Highneſs. | 

Con. My joy flies. - An; 

Euph. Let's toward her March: Stern Drum ſpeak 
gentle Peace. I 8 

Leo. We are Priſoners, lead us: Ne'er was known 
A preſedent like this; one unarm'd Man, 
Suipe&ed, to Captive with golden Words e e 
Truth being his Shield) ſo many arm'd with Swords, ¶ Ex. 
Enter (at one Door) Queen, Theanor, Crates, Conon, Lords, 

and Soldiers; (at enother ) Euphanes (with two Swords ) A- 


genor, Leonid as,andSoldiers : EKuphanes preſents Leonidas 


on his knees to the Queen: Agenor bare-beaddd, makes 
ſhew of ſorrow ta the Queen, ſhe ſtamps, and ſeems to be 
angry at the firſt. Kuphanes perſwades ber, lays their 
Swords at her Feet, ſhe gives them their Swords again, they 
kiſs her Hand and embrace, the Soldiers lift up Euphanes, 
and ſhout : Theanor and Crates diſcovered, Conon whi- 
ſpers with Crates, Kuphanes with Agenor, and Leoni- 
das obſerves it, who ſeem to promiſe ſomerbing, Euphancs 
direct his Page fomewhat. 
¶Exeunt all but Theanor and Crates. 
The, We are not lucky Crates, this great Torrent 
Bears all before him, 
Cra. Such an Ape as this | 
Shall ne'er be ſeen again; Virtue grows fat, 
And Villany pines; the Furies are aſleep, | 
Miſchief 'gainſt Goodneſs aim'd, is like a Stone, 
Unnaturally forc'd up an eminent Hill 
Whoſe weight falls on our Heads and buries us, 
We ſpringe our ſelves, we fink in our own Bogs. 
5 What's to be done? 
74. Repent, and grow good. 
The. Pil, 2 | 
Tis not the faſhion, Fool, till we grow Old: 
The Peoples love to him now ſcares me more 
Than my fond Mother's, both which, like two Floods 
Bearing Euphanes up, will o'crflow me; 
And he is worthy, would he were in Heay'n, 
But that hereafter : Crates help me now, 
And henceforth be at eaſe. 


Cre, Your Will, my Lord? 5 pe. 
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The. Beliza is to marry him forthwith, 
I long to have the firſt touch of her too, 
That will a little quiet me. SHE 
Sa. Fie, Sir, 
You'll be the Tyrant to Virginity; 
To fall but once is manly, to perſevere 
Beaſtly, and deſperate. 

The. Croſs me not, but do't - 
Are not the Means, the Plice, the Inſtruments 


The very ſame? I muſt expect you ſuddenly. [Exit. 


Cra. I muft obey you. 
Who is in evil once a Companion 
Can hardly ſhake him off, but muſt run on. 
Here I appointed non to attend 
Him, and his Sword; he promis'd to come ſingle, 
N Enter Conon and Page. 
To avoid Prevention; he is a Man on's Word. 
Con. You are well met, Crates. * 
Cra. If we part fo, Conon. 
Con. Come, we muſt do theſe mutual Offices; 
We mult be our own Seconds, our own Surgeons, 
And fairly aght, like Men, not on Advantage. 
Cra. You have an honeſt Boſom. | 
Con. Yours ſeems ſo. | | 
Cra. Let's pair our Swords: You area juſt Gentleman. 
Con. V ou might be ſo: Now ſhake Hands if you pleaſe, 
Though't be the Cudgel Faſhion, *tis a friendly one. 
Cra. 3o, ſtand off. 
Page. That's my cue to beckon 'em. Eri. 
Con. Crates, to expoſtulate your Wrongs to me 
Were to doubt of em, or wiſh your Excuſe 
In Words, and ſo return like maiden Knights: 
Vet frecly thus much I profeſs, your Spleen 
And rugged Carriage toward your honour'd Brother 
Ha:h much more ſtirr'd me up, than mine one Cauſe, 
For I did neer affect theſe bloody Men, | 
But hold em fitter be made publick Hangmen, 
Or Butchers call'd, than valiant Gentlemen: 
"Tis rue, ſtamp'd Valour does upon juſt Grounds, 
Yet tor whora juſtlier ſhould I expoſe me Life 


Than 
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Than him, unto whoſe Virtue I owe all. 
Ga. Cmon, you think by this great Deed of yours 
To inſinuate your ſelf a Lodging nearer 
Unto my Brother's Heart: Such Men as you 
Live on their Undertakings for their Lords, 
And more diſable them by anſwering for em. 
Than if they fare ſtill, make 'em but their Whores, 
For which end Gallants now-a-days do fi ht: 
But here we come not to upbraid; what Men 
Seem, the raſh World will judge; but what they are 
Heav'n knows : and this——Horlſes, we are deſcry'd, 
One Sroke for fear of Laughter. 
Enter Euphanes, Agenor, Leonidas, and Page. 
Cn. Half a ſcore. . 
Euph. Hold, hold; on your Allegiance hold. 
Aze. He thar ſtrikes next } 
Leon. Falls like a Traitor on our Swords. 
Euph. Oh Heav'n, my Brother bleeds : Conon, thou art 
A Villain, an unthanktul Man, and ſhalt 
Pay me thy Blood for his, for his is mine. 
Thou wert my Friend, but he is ftill my Brother 
And though a Friend ſometimes be nearer ſaid, 
In ſome Gradation it can never be, 
Where that ſame Brother can be made a Friend, 
Which, deareſt Crates, thus low I implore; 
What in my Poverty I would not ſeek, 
Becauſe I would not burthen you, now here 
In all my height of Bliſs I beg of you, 
Your Friendſhip; my Advancement, Sir, is yours; 
I never held it ſtrange, pray uſe it ſo: 
We are but two, which number Nature fram'd 
In the moſt-uſeful Faculties of Man, 
To ſtrengthen mutually and relieve each other: 
Two Eyes, two Ears, two Arms, two Legs and Feet. 
That where one fail'd, the other might ſupply 
And J, your other Eye, Ear, your Arm and Leg, 
Tender my Service, Help and Succour to ye. 
Age. Leon. A moſt divine Example. 
Eupb. For dear Brother, | | 
You have been blind, and lame, and deaf to me; - 
ow 
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Now be no more ſo: In humility -. . | 
1 give ye the Duty of a younger Brother, 
Which take you as a Brother, not a Father, 

And then you'll pay a Duty back to me. 
Cra. Till now I have not wept theſe thirty Years, ' Nat 
Eupb. Diſcording Brothers, are like mutual Legs Wi 

Supplanting one another : He that ſeeks 

Aid from a Stranger, and forſikes his Brother, 

Does but like him that madly lops his Arm, 

And to his Body joins a wooden one 


Cuts off his natural Leg, and truſts a Crutch; Ey 
Plucks out his Eye to ſee with Spectacles. 
Cra. Moſt dear Euphanes, in this Crimſon Flood E 
Waſh my unkindnels out; you have o'ercome, me, | 
Taught me Humanity and Brotherhood ; Ane 
Full well knew Nature thou wert fitter fare lp 
To be a Ruler o'er me than a Brother, C 
W hich henceforth be: Jove ſurely. did deſcend, but 
When thou wert gotten, in ſome heav'nly Shape, To 
And greet my Mother, as the Poets tell int 
Of other Women. | l 
Age. Be this Holy-day. *' C 
Leon. And noted ever with the whiteſt Stone: £ 
Con. And pardon me, my Lord, look you, I bleed WI 
Faſter than Crates, what 1 have done I did ( 
To reconcile your Loves, to both a Friend, l 
Which my Blood cement, never to part or end. For 
Age. Moſt worthy Conon. 1 


Leon. Happy riſe, this Day 8 | 
Contracts more good than a whole Age hath done. Anc 
Enph, Royal Agenor, brave Leonidas, | 
You are main Cauſes, and muſt ſhare the Fame. 8 
Cra. Which in ſome part this Hour ſhall requite, 20 
For I have aim'd my black Shafts at white Marks, 


And now I'll put the Clew into your Hands, 9 
Shall guide ye moſt perſpicuouſſy to the depth c 
Of this dark Labyrinth, where ſo long you were loſt 41 
Touching this old Rape, and a new Intent, Uh 
herein your Counſel, and- your active Wit, 7 


y ceareft Brother, will be neceſſary. Eupb. 


+ 
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Eupb. My Propheſy is come, prove my Hopes true, 
Aenor ſhall have right, and you no wrong, 
Iime now will pluck her Daughter from her Cave: 
lets hence to prevent Rumour ; my dear Brother, 
Nature's divided Streams the higheſt Shelf 
Will over-run at laſt, and flow to it ſelf, [ Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter Crates, Euphanes, Neanthes, Soſicles, Eraton. 
_ Have won the Lady to it, and that good 

W hich is intended to her, your Faith only 
and Secreſie muſt make perfect; think not, Sir, 
| ſpeak as doubting it, for I dare hazard my Soul upon 
Cra. You may ſafely, (the Tryal. 
But are Agenor and Leonidas ready | 
To ruſh upon him the Act, and ſeize him 
lu the Height of his Security? 
Eupb. At all Parts as you could wiſh them. 
Cra, Where's the Lady? 
Eupb. There 
Where you appointed her to ſtay. 
Ca. Tis wiſely order'd. (way, 
Euph. Laſt, when you have him ſure, compel him this 
For as by Accident here I'll bring the Queen | 
To meer you, *twill ſtrike greater Terror to him, 
Io be ta en unprovided of Excuſe, | 
And make more for our Purpoſes, [ Exit, 
Cra. Come Neanthes, ourFames and all are at the ſtake. 
Nean. Tis fit, that ſince relying on your Skill, we venture 
do much upon one Game, you play with Cunning, 
Eurer Theanor. | | 
Or we ſhall riſe ſuch Loſers as— 
S. The Prince. 
Ga. The Plot is laid, Sir, howſoc'er I ſeem'd 
A little ſerupulous, upon better Judgment 


The. Tis the laſt Service 
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Of this foul kind I will employ you in. 

Cra. We hope ſo, Sir. | | 

The. And I will ſo reward it 

Nean .You are bound to that; in every Family 
That does write luſtful, your fine Bawd gains more 
(For like you: Brother, he takes Fees on both ſides) 


Than all the Officers of the Houſe, [is 1 
S/. For us then | My 
To be a great Man's Panders, and live poor, 1 
That were a double Fault. 1 
Ga. Come, you loſe time, Sir, | F 
We will be with you inſtantly : The Deed done, 0 
We have a Mask that you expect not. | 
The. Thou art ever careful; for Jove's Mercury [ 
I would not change thee. . (Exit. WM Ad 
Era. There is an Honour for you. 
Nean. To be compar'd with the celeſtial Pimp, n 
Joe's ſmock- worn Squire, Don Hermes. She 
Cra. I'll deſerve it; | [ 
And Gentlemen be aſſur'd, though what we do no * 
Will to the Prince Theauor look like Treaſon din 
And baſe Diſloyalty; yet the End ſhall prove, Tis 
When he's firſt taught ro know himſelf, rhen you, Sho 
In what he judg'd us falſe, we were moſt true. Exeum J 
SCENE II. 5 
Enter Euphanes, Agenor, Leonidas, and Conon. I he 
Euph. Only make haſte, my Lords, in all things elle W an; 
You are inſtructed: you may draw your Swords To 
For ſhew, if you think good, bur on my Life For 
You will find no Reſiftance in his Servants, Ast 
And he's himſelf unarm'd. | Exa 
Age. I would he were not, L 
My juſt Rage ſhould not then be loſt. Wi 
Eupb. Good Sir, She 
Have you a care no Injury be done Vet 
Unto the Perſon of the Prince; but Conn, 1 
Have you an Eye on both, it is your Truſt that Irely on: W And 
Con. Which 1 will diſcharge, aſſure your ſelf, moſt I I v. 
£14h. For the Lady, L 


( —— 


it. 
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| know your beſt reſpect will not be wanting 
Then to avoid Suſpicion and Diſcovery, 
hold it requiſite, that as ſoon as ever 
The Queen hath ſcen her, ſhe forſake the place, 
And fit her ſelf for that which is projected 
For her good, and your honour. 
Leo. It this proſper, believe it you have made a pur- 
My Service and my Life. (chaſe of 
Euyph. Your Lovel aim at. 
Leo. Here I ſhall find you? 
Eupb. With the Queen. 
Con. Enough, Sir. | Exe. 
Enter Page. | 
Page. The Queen enquires for you my Lord, I haye met 
A dozen Meſſengers in ſearch of you. 
Enter Queen, Ladies, and Attendants. 
Eupb. I knew I ſhould be fought for, as I wiſl'd 
She's come her ſelf in Perſon. © 
Queen. Are you found, Sir? 
I wonder where you ſpend your Hours, methinks 
vince I ſo love your Company's and profeſs Fs 
Tis the beſt comfort this Life yields me, mine ; 
Should not be tedious to you. 
Euph, Gracious Madam, | 
To have the happineſs to ſee and hear you, 
Which by your bounty is conferr'd upon me, 
| hold fo great a Bleſſing, that my Honours 
And Wealth compar'd to that, are but as Cyphers 
To make that Number greater; yet your Pardon 
For borrowing from my Duty ſo much time, 
As the proviſion for my ſudden Marriage 
Exafted from me. 
een, I perceive this Marriage ITY i 
Will keek,you often from me; but PII bear it. 
She's a good Lady, and a fair, Euphanes, 
Yet by her leave 1 will ſhare with her in you; 
lam pleas'd that in the Night ſhe ſhall enjoy you, 
And that's ſufficient for a Wife; the Day-time 
[ will Divorce you from her. * 
Leo. within. We will force you, if you reſiſt. 


Vo I. IV. Mm | a Queen. 
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Queen. What Noiſe is that? 
1he. within. Baſe Traytors. 
Euph. It moves this way. | 

nter Agenor, Leonidas with Theanor, Merione /ikeBeliza, 

Conon, Crates, Neanthes, Soficles, Eraton, and Guard, 

Queen. Whatcer it be Vl meet it, 
was not born to fear: Who's that, Beliza ? | 

Euph. My worthieſt, nobleſt Miſtreſs. [ Exit Mer. 

Oween. Stay her, ha? 

All of you look as you were rooted here, 

And wanted motion; what new Gorgon's Head 

Have you beheld, that you are all turn d Statues? 

T his 1s prodigious, has none a Tongue 

To ſpeak the Cauſe? 

Leo. Could every Hair, great Queen, 

Upon my Head yield an articulate ſound, 

And all together ſpeak, they could not yet 

Expreis the Villany we have diſcover'd; 

And yer, when with a few unwilling Words 

I have deliver'd what muſt needs be known, 

You'll fay I am too Eloquent, -and wiſh 

I had been born without a Tongue. 
pe Speak boldly, 

For I, unmov'd with any loſs, will hear. 

Leo. Then know, we have found out the Raviſher 
Of my poor Siſter, and the place, and means 
By which th' unfortunate, though fair Beliza 
Hath met a ſecond Violence. 

Eupb. This confirms what but before I doubted to my 
My Lady Raviſh'd. (Rui, 

Queen. Point me out the Villain a 
That guilty wretched Monſter that hath done this, 
That I may look on him, and in mine Eye 
He reads his Sentence. 

Leo. Thar I truly could | 
Name any other but the Prince, that heard, 
You have it all. | 

Queen. Wonder not that I ſhake, 

The Miracle is preater that 1 live, 

. Having endur'd the Thunder that thy Words 


Have 


8 
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ave 


and ledge them in the Dungeon; as a Queen 


Have thrown upon me: Dar'ſt thou knee), with hope 
Of any favour, but a ſpeedy Death, 
And that too in the dreadful'ſt ſhape that can 
Appear to a deſpating leaprous Soul, 
f thou haſt any? No, libidinous Beaſt, 
Thy Luft hath alter'd fo thy former Being, 
Be Heav'n I know thee no. 

The. Although unworthy, 
Yet ſtill I am your Son. | 

Queen. Thou lieſt, lieſt falfly, 
My whole Life never knew but one chaſte Bed, 
Nor e er defir'd warmth but from lawful Fires; 
Can I be then the Mother to a Goat, | 
Whole Luſt is more inſatiate than the Grave, 
And like inſectious Air ingenders Plagues, 
To murder all that's chaſte or good in Woman? 
The Gods I from my Youth have ſerv'd and fear'd, 
Whoſe holy Temples thou haſt made thy Brothels; 
Could a Religious Mother then bring forth | 
So damn'd an Atheiſt? Read but o'er my Life, 
My Actions, Manners, and made perfect in them 
but look into the Story of thy ſelf 
As thou art now, not as thou wert, Theanor, 
And Reaſon will compel thee to confeſs, 
Thou art a Stranger to me. 

Age. Note but how heavy 
Ihe weight of guilt is; it ſo low hath ſunk him, 
That he wants power to riſe up in defence 
Of this bad Cauſe. 

Queen. Perſwade me not Euphanes, 

bis is no Prince, nor can claim part in me 
My Son was born a Free- man, this a Slave 
To beaſtly Paſſions, a Fugitive, 
And run away from Virtue: Bring Bonds for him. 
By all the honour that I owe to Juſtice, 
He loſes me for ever that ſeeks to ſave him; 
bind him 1 ſay, and 'ts like a Wretch that knows 
He ſtands Condemn'd before he hgars the Sentence, 
With his baſe Agents, from my fight remove him, 
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And Patronels to Juſtice I command it: 


Thy Tears are like unſeaſonable Showers, 

And in my Heart now ſteel'd can make no entrance; 
Thou art cruel to thy ſelf, Fool, tis not want 

In me of ſoft Compaſſion, when thou leftẽ'ſt 

To be a Son, I ceas'd to be a Mother; 

Away with them: The Children I will leave 

To keep my Name, to all Poſterities, 

Shall be the great Examples of my Juſtice, 

The Government, of my Country, which ſhall witneſs 
How well rul'd my ſelf; bid the wrong'd Ladies 
Appear in Court to morrow, we will hear them; 
And by one Act of our Severity, 

For fear of Puniſhment, or love to Virtue, 

Teach others to be honeſt: All will ſhun 

To tempt her Laws, that would not ſpare her Son. 


SCENE. 


Enter Onos, Uncle, and Tutor, 


Uncle. Nay, Nephew. 

Tutor. Papil, hear but Reaſon. 

O0s. No ] have none, and will hear none; oh my He 
My Honour blaſted in the Bud, my Youth, (nour 
My hopeful Youth, and all my Expectation 
Ever to be a Man, are loſt for ever. 

Uncle, Why Nephew, we as well as you are dub'd 
Knights of the Pantofle. 

Tutor. And are ſhouted at, 

Kick d, {corin'd, and laugh'dat by cach Page and Groom 
Vet with crected heads we bear it. 

Onos. Alas, 

Lou have years, and ſtrength to do it; but were you, 
As. J, a tender Griſtle, apt to bow, 

You would like me, with Cloaks envelloped, 

Valk thus, then ſtamp, then ſtare. 

Uncle. He will ran mad 

I hope, and then all's mine. 

Tutor, Why look you Pupil, 

There are for the recovery of your Honour 
Degrees of Medicines for a tycak by the Noſe 


* 
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A Man's to travel but fix Months, then blow it, 
And all is well again; the Baſtinado 
Requires a longer time, a Year or two, 

And then *tis buried: I grant you have been bafff d, 
Tis but a Journey of ſome thirty Years, | 
And it will be forgotten. 
Onos. Think you ſo? 
Tutor, Aſſuredly. 
0 8 Uncle. He may make a ſhorter cut, 
e gut hang or drown himſelf, and on my life 
'Twill no more trouble him. 

Onos. I could ne' er endure 
Or Hemp or Water, they are dangerous Tools 
For Youth to deal with; I will rather follow 
My Tutor's Counſel. 

Tutor. Do ſo. 

nos. And put in 
For my Security, that III not return 
In thirty Years, my whole *ſtate to my Uncle. 
Uncle. Thar I like well of. 
nos. Still provided Uncle, | 
That at my coming home you will allow me 
To be of Age, that I may call to account 
This Page that hath abus'd me. 

Uncle. Tis a match. | 

Onos. Then Corinth, thus the baſhful Lamprias 

Takes leave of thee; and for this little time 

thirty Years, will labour all he can, 

hough he goes young forth, to come home a Man. Ex. 


SO. 


Enter Euphanes and Marſhal 
Euph. Are your Priſoners ready ? 
Mar. When it thall pleaſe the Queen 
0 cal] them forth, my Lord. 
Eph. Pray you do me the favour 
lo tell me how they have born themſelves this Night 
f their impriſonment ? 
Mar. Gladly, Sir; your Brother 
th the other Courtiers willingly receiv'd + 
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All courteſies I could offer; eat, and drank, 
And were exceeding merry, fo diſſembling 
Their guilt, or confident in their innocence, 
That 1 much wondred at it. But the Prince, 
That, as born higheſt, ſhould have grac'd his fall 
With greateſt Courage, is ſo ſunk with Sorrow, 
That to a common judgment he would ſeem 
To ſuffer like a Woman: but to me, 
That from the experience I haye had of many, 
Look further in him, I do find the deep 
Conſideration of what's paſt, more ffights him 
Than any other Puniſhment. 

Eufb. That is indeed 
True Magnanimity ; the other but 
A deſperate baſtard Valour., 

Mar. 1 preſſed to him, 
And notwithſtanding the Queen's ſtrict Command, 
Having your Lordſhip's promiſe to ſecure me, 
Offer'd to free him from his Bonds, which he 
Refus'd, with ſuch a Sorrow, mix'd with Scorn 
That it amaz'd me; yet I urg'd his Highneſs 
To give one Reaſon for't: He briefly anſwer'd, 
That he had far in Judgment on himſelf, 
And found that he deſerv'd them; that he was 
A Raviſher, and ſo to ſuffer like one, | 
Which is the reaſon of my Tears: he addeth, 
For wer't not 1 again ſhould break the Laws, 
By ſcorning all their rigour can inflict, | 
I ſhould dye ſmiling. 2 
Eupb. 1 forbear to wonder 
That you were mov'd that ſaw this: I am ſtruck 
With the relation ſo. , Tis very well, 
Sec all things ready. I do wiſh I could | 
Send comfort to the Prince; be ready with him; 


[Bar brought fl. 


'Tis in the Queen's Breaſt only, which for us 
To ſearch into were ſaucineſs, to determine 
What ſhe thinks fit, | 
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Enter Leonidas, with Merione in white; Euphanes, with 
Beliza in black; Queen, Agenor, Conon, Marſhal, 
with Theanor, Crates, Soſicles, Eraton, Lords, Ladies, 
and Guard, | | 
Lord. Make way there for the Queen. 

Yuen. Read firſt the Law, and what our Anceſtors 

Have in this caſe provided, to deter | 

Such like Offenders: To you, gentle Ladies, 

This only, Would I could as well give Comfort, 

As bid you be ſecure from fear or doubt 

Of our diſpleaſure, be as confident 

As if your Plea were 'gainſt a common Man, 

To have all Right from us; I will not grieve. 

For what's not worth my Pity : Read the Law. 

Clerk Reads, 

Lycurgus the nineteenth againſt Rates It is provided, 
and publickly enacted and confirmed, That any Mau 
of what degree er offering Violence to the Chaſti- 
ty of a Virgin, ſhall, ipſo facto, be liable to her Accu- 
ſation, and according to the ſaid Lam be cenſur d; 
ever provided, that it ſtall be in the choice of the ſaid 
Virgin ſo abuſed, either to compel the Offender tin mar- 
ry her without a Dowry, if ſo ſhe will be ſati ed, or 
demanding his Head for the Offence, to have that ac» 
cordingly performed. 

Queen, You hear this; what do you demand? 

Mer. The benefit 

The Law allows me. 

Bel. For the injury _ 

Done to mine Honour, I require his Head. 

Mer. I likewiſe have an Eye upon mine Honour, 

But knowing that his Death cannot reſtore it, 

| a:k him for my Husband. 
Bel. J was raviſh'd, 

And will have Juſtice. 
er. | was raviſh'd too, 

[ kneel for Mercy. 

Bel. 1 demand hs what 

he Law allows me. 

Mer. That which I deſire y 

ls by the ſame Law warranted. | -.- 
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Bel. The Rape | 
On me hath made a forfeit of his life, | 
Which in revenge of my diſgrace J plead for. 
Mer. The Rape on me gives me the privilege 
To be his Wife, and that is all I ſuc for, 
Aze. A doubtful caſe. 
Leo. Such pretty Lawyers, yet 
I never {aw nor read of. 
Euph, May the Queen 
Favour your ſweet plea, Madam. 
Bel. Is that juſtice ? 
Shall one that 1s to ſuffer for a Rape 
Be by a Rape defended ? Look upon 
The publick Enemy of Chaſtity, 
This luſtful Satyr, whoſe enrag'd deſires 
The ruin of one wretched Virgin's Honour 
Would not ſuffice; and ſhall the wrack of two 
Be his Protection? May be I was raviſh'd 
For his Luft only, thou for his Defence; 
O fine evaſion! thall with ſuch a ſlight 
Your Jultice be deluded? your Laws cheated? 
And he that for one Fact deſerv'd to dic, 
tor {inning often, find Impunity ? 
But that I know thee, I would {wear thou wert 
A falſe Impoſtor, and ſuborn'd to this; 
And it may be thou art, Merione: 
For hadſt thou ſuffer'd truly what I have done, 
Thou wouldſt like me complain, and call for Vengeance, 
And our wrongs being equal, I alone 
Should not deſire Revenge: But be it ſo, 
If thou prevail, even he will puniſh it, 
And fooliſh Mercy ſhew'd to him undo thee. 
Conſider, Fool, before it be too late, 
What joys thou cantt expect from ſuch a Husband, 
To whom thy firſt, and what's more, forc'd Embraces, 
Which Men ſay heighten pleaſure, were diſtaſtful. 
Mer. JT was in reſpect, that then they were unlawful, 
Unbleſs'd by Hymen, and leſt ſtings behind them, 
Which from the Marriage- bed arc ever baniſh'd. 


Let this Ccurt be then the Image of Joes Thr 7 1 


— — — — — — — —— “vll _ _—— 


The Queen of Corinth. 2181 


Upon which Grace and Mercy ſtill attend, 
To intercede between him and his Juſtice ; 
And ſince the Law allows as much to me 
As ſhe can challenge, ler the milder Sentence, 
Which beſt becomes a Mother, and a Queen, 
Now overcome; nor let your Wiſdom ſuffer 
In doing right to her, I in my wrong 
Indure a ſecond Raviſhment. 
Bel. You can free him 
Only from that which does concern your (elf, 
Not from the Puniſhment that's due to me; 
Your injuries you may forgive, not mine; 
I plead mine own juſt wreak, which will right both, 
Where that which you defire robs me of Juſtice ; 
'Tis that which I appeal to. 
Mer. Bloody Woman, 
Doſt thou defire his Puniſhment? Let him live then; 
For any Man to marry where he likes not 
Is {till a lingring Torment. 
Bel. For one Rape | 
One Death's ſufficient, that way cannot catch me. 


Mer. To you I fly then, to your Mercy, Madam, 


Exempting not your Juſtice, be but equal; 
And ſince in no regard I come behind her, 
Let me not ſo be undervalu'd in | 
Your Highneſs favour, that the World take notice 
You ſo prefer'd her, that in her behalf 
You kill'd that Son, you would not ſave for me; 
Mercy, O Mercy, Madam. | 
Bel. Great Queen, Juſtice. | 
Age. With what a Maſculine Conſtancy the grave Lady 
Hath heard them both? | 
Leo, Vet how unmov'd ſhe fits 
In that which moſt concerns her? 
n. Now ſhe riſes; | 
And having well weigh'd both their Arguments, 
Reſolves to ſpeak. | 
Euph. And yet again ſhe pauſes = 
O Conon, ſuch a Reſolution once b 
A Rowan told me he had ſeen in Cat» 
before he kill'd himſelf. _ © "Queen. 
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Queen. Tis now determin'd. 
Merione, 1 could wiſh I were no Queen, 
To give you Satisfaction; no Mother, 
Beliza, to content you; and would part, 
Even with my Being, both might have their Wiſhes; 
But ſince that is impoſſible, in few Words 
I will deliver what I am reſolved on: 
The End for which all profitable Laws 
Were made, looks two ways only, the Reward 
Of innocent good Men, and the Puniſhment 
Of bad Delinquents: Ours, concerning Rapes, 
Provided that fame latter of Marria 
For him that had fall'n once, not then foreſeeing 
Mankind could prove ſo monſtrous, to tread twice 
A Path ſo horrid. The great Law-Giver 
Draco, that for his ſtrange Severity 
Was faid to write his ſtern Decrees in Blood, 
Made none for Parricides, preſuming that 
No Man could be fo wicked: Such might be 
Lycurgus's Anſwer (did he live) for this. 
Bur ſince I find that in my Son, which was not 
Doubted in any elſe, I will add to it; 
He cannot marry both, but for both dying, 
Both have their full Revenge: You ſee, Beliza, 
You have your Wiſh ; with you, Merione, 
Fll ſpend a Tear or two, ſo Heav'n forgive thee. 

The. Upon my Knees I do approve your Judgement, 
And beg that you would put it into 25 
With all ſpeed poſſible; only that I may, 
Having already made Peace with my ſelf, 
Part ſo with all the World: Princely Agenor 
I ask your pardon; yours my Lord Euphanes 
And Crates with the reſt too, I forgive you; 
Do you the like for me : Yours, gracious Mather, 
1 dare not ask, and yet if that my Death 
Be like a Son of yours, though my Life was not, 
Perhaps you may vouchſafe it : Laſtly, that 
Both theſe whom 1 have wrong'd, may wiſh my Aſhes 
No heavy Burden, er I ſuffer Death, 
For the reſtoring of Merione's Honour, 
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Let me be married to her, and then die 
For you Beliza. | 
Jen. Thou haft made in this 
part of amends to me, and to the World, 
Thy Suit is granted; call a Ham forth - 
To do this holy Work, with him a Headſman. 
Enter Flamyn and Executioner. 
Rite up thy 1 Eyes, Merinne, 
confirm thy Marriage, 
Wiſhing that now the Gods would ſhew ſome Miracle, 
That this might not divorce it. 
Ca. To that purpoſe 
| am their Miniſter z ſtand not amaz'd, 
To all your Comforts I will do this Wonder. 
Your Majeſty (with your Pardon I muſt ſpeak it) 
Allow'd once heretofore of ſuch a Contract, 
Which you tepenting afterwards, revok'd it, 
Being fully bent to match her with Agenor; 
The griev d Prince knowing this, and yet not daring 
To croſs what you determin'd, by an Oath 
Bound me and theſe his Followers to do ſomething 
That he might once enjoy her; we ſwore to it, 
And eaſily perſwaded, being aſſur d 
She was his Wife before the Face of Hcav'n, 
Although ſome ceremonious Forms were wanting, 
Committed the firſt Rape, and brought her to him, 
Which broke the Marriage ; but when we perceiv'd 
He purpos'd to abuſe our ready Service 
In the fame kind, upon the chaſte Beliza, 
Holding our ſelves leſs ty'd to him than Goodneſs, 
| made Diſcovery of it to my Brother, 
Who can relate the reſt, 
Euph. It is moſt true. 
Queen. I would it were. 
Euph. In every Circumſtance 
It is, upon my Soul : For this known to me, 
wan Merione in my Lady's Habit, : 
To be again (but willingly) ſurpriz'd; 
But with Agenor, and her noble Brother, 
With my approv'd Friend Conn, with ſuch ſpeed Fo 
" 4 : l 8 
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She was purſu'd, that the lewd Act ſcarce ended, 
The Prince (afſur'd he had enjoy'd Beliza, 
For all the time Aferione's Face was cover'd) 
Was apprehended and brought to your Preſence, 
But not till now diſcover'd, in 2 55 
I hop'd the imminent Danger of the Prince, 
To which his looſe unquenched Heats had brought him, 
Being purſu'd unto the lateſt Tryal, 
Would work in him Compunction, which it has done; 
And theſe two Ladies in their feign'd Contentions, 
To your Delight I hope have ſerv'd as Maskers 
To their own Nuptials. 
Queen. My choice was worthy 
When firſt I look'd on thee; as thou haſt order'd 
All thall be done, and not the meaneſt that 
Plaid in this unexpected Comedy, 
But ſhall partake our Bounty: And my Lord, 
That with the reſt you may ſeem ſatisfy'd, © 
If you dare venture on a Queen, not yet 
So far in Debt to Years, but that ſhe may 
Bring you a Juſty Boy, I offer up 
My ſelf and Kingdom, during my Life, to you. 
Age. It is a Bleſſing which I durſt not hope for, 
But with all Joy receive. 
All. We all applaud it. | 
Queen. Then on unto the Temple, where the Rights 
Of Marriage ended, we'll find new Delights. Exe. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. [ 


Aratach, General of the Britains, Couſin to Bonduca, 
Nennius, 4 great Soldier, a Britain Commander. 
Hengo, @ brave Boy, Nephew to Caratach. 
Suetonius, General to the Roman Army in Britain. 
Penius, 4 brave Roman Commander, but ſtubborn to the 
General. | Pa 
Junius, « Roman Captain, in love with Bonduca': 
Daughter. | 
Petilus, @ merry Captain, but ſomewhat wanton. 


RR ? Two Roman Commanders, : F= 
Regulus, ) 8 Xx 2 
F Four Roman Officers, ; 05 
Curius, 5 E 
Judas, 4 Corporal, a merry hungry Knave. 

Herald. | f The 
Druids. * 

Soldiers. ih Tha 


WOMEN. 


Bonduca, Queen of the Iceni, a brave Virago, by Pro- 
ſutagus. ; | 
Her two Daughters. 


SCENE BRITAIN. 


: BON: 


Beſs 8 5 Y 2 


ACTI SCENE I. 


Enter Bonduca, Daughters, Hengo, Nennius 
and Soldiers. 


BOND UYU CA. 
3 — HE hardy Romans 2 O ye Gods of Bri- 


I FRE zain, 
Ihe ruſt of Arms, the bluſhing ſhame of 
—2 Soldiers; j \ 

| Are thefe the Men that conquer by Inhe- 

ritance ? 
The Fortune- makers? Theſe the Julians, 

Enter Caratach. 

That with the Sun meaſure the end of Nature, 
Making the World but one Rome and one Ceſar ? 
Shame, how they flee! Cæſar's ſoft Soul dwells in em; 
Their Mothers got em fleeping, Pleaſure nurſt em, 
Their Bodies ſweat with ſweet Oils, Loves allurements, 
Not luſty Arras. Dare they ſend theſe to ſeek us, 
Theſe Roman Girls? Is Britain grown ſo wanton? 
Twice we have beat em, Nennius, ſcatter'd em, 
And through their big-bon'd Germans, on whole Pikes 
The honour of their Actions fit in Triumph, 
Made Themes for Songs to ſhame em, and a Woman, 
A Woman beat em, Nennins; a weak Woman, 
A Woman beat theſe Romans. 

Car. So it ſeems, 
A Man would ſhame to talk ſo. 


„ 
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Bon. Who's that? Car. I 
Bon. Couſin, do you grieve at my Fortunes? 
Car. No, Bonduc a, | 
If i grieve, 'tis as the bearing of your Fortunes; 
You put too much Wind to your Sail: Diſcretion 


And hardy Valour are the twins of Honour, * 
And nurs'd together, make a Conqueror; - 
Divided, but a Talker. Tis a Truth. * 
That Rowe has fled before us twice, and routed; 15 
A Truth we ought to crown the Gods for, Lady, C 


And not our Tongues. A Truth is none of ours, 
Nor in our Ends, more than the noble bearing, 
For then it leaves to be a Virtue, Lady; 
And we that have been Victors, beat our ſelves, 
When we inſult upon our Honours Subject. 
Bon. My valiant Couſin, is it foul to lay 
What Liberty and Honour bid us do, 
And what the Gods allow us? - 
Car. No, Bonduca, | 
So what we ſay exceed not what we do. 
Ye call the Romans fearful, flecing Romans, 
And Roman Girls, the lees of tainted Pleaſures: 
Does this become a doer? Are they ſuch ? 
Bon. They are no more. 
Car. Where is your Conqueſt then? 
Why are your Altars crown'd with wreaths of Flows 


The Beaſts with gilt Horns waiting for the Fire? * 
The holy Druides compoſing Songs The; 

Of everlaſting Lite to Victory ? | ; 
Why are theſe Triumphs, Lady? For a May-game? We 
For hunting a poor Herd of wretched Romans ! | 

Is it no more? Shut up your Temples, Britarns, 45 
Aud let the Husbandman redeem his Heifers; * 
Pur out our holy Fires, no Timbrel ring; 8x 
T.ct's home, and fleep; for ſuch great Overthrows, be 
A Candle burns too bright a Sacrifice, ot h 
A Glow-worm's Tail too full of Flame. O Nennus, ns 
Thou hadſt a noble Uncle knew a R:-142n, bm 
And how to fpeak him, how to give him weight wa 
In both his Fortunes, | V © 


Bon. 
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Bon. By I think 
Ye doat upon theſe Romans, Caratach. 
Car. Witneſs theſe wounds, I do; they were fairly given, 
[love an Enemy, I was born a Soldier | 
And he that in the head on's Troop defies me, 
Bending my manly Body with his Sword, 
make a Miſtreſs. Yellow-trefled Hymen 
Neer ty'd a longing Virgin with more joy, 
Than 1 am married to that Man that wounds me: 
And are not all theſe Romans ? Ten ſtruck Bartels 
I ſuck'd theſe honour'd ſcars from, and all Roman 
Ten Years of bitter Nights and heavy Marches, 
When many a frozen Storm ſung thorow my Curaſs, 
And made it doubtful whether that or 1 
Were the more ſtubborn Metal, have l wrought thorow, 
ind all to try theſe Romans, Ten times a Night 
have ſwum the Rivers, when the Stars of Rome 
dot at me as I floated, and the Billows 
umbled their watry ruins on my Shoulders, 
harging my batter'd ſides with Troops of Agues; 
nd ſtill to try theſe Romans, whom I found 
And if I lye, my Wounds be henceforth backward, 
nd be you witneſs, Gods, and all my dangers) 
\sready, and as full of that I brought, 
Which was not fear nor flight) as valiant, 
V vigilant, as wiſe, to do and ſuffer, 
rer advanced as forward as the Britains, 
Their leeps as ſhort, their hopes as high as ours, 
„ and as ſubtle, Lady. Tis diſhonour, 
nd follow'd, will be impudence, Bonduca, 
ind grow to no belief, to taint theſe Romans. 
we not I ſeen the Britains — 
Bond. What? Car. Diſheartned, 1 
un, run, Bonduca, not the quick rack ſwifter 3 
de Virgin from the hated Raviſher m3) 
ot halt ſo fearful? not a flight drawn home, 
round Stone from a fling, a Lovers wiſh, 
er made that haſte that they have. By 
we ſeen theſe Britains, that you magniſie, 
Vo I. IV. 3 | Run 


Wels, 


Bon. 
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Run as they would have out- run time, and roaring 
Baſt ly for Mercy, roaring : the light Shadows, 
That in a thought ſcur o'er the Fields of Corn, 
Halted on Crufches'to 'em. Bon. O ye Powers, 
What ſcandals do l ſuffer? Car. Yes, Bonduca, 
I have ſeen thee run too, and thee, Nennius; 
Yea, run apace, both; then when Pers, 7 
The Roman Girl, cut thorow your armed Carts, 
And drove 'em headlong on ye down the Hill ; 
Then when he hunted ye like Britain Foxes, 
More by the ſcent than ſight; then did I ſee 
Theſe valiant and approved Men of Britain, 
Like Boading Owls, creep into tods of Ivy, 
And hoot their fcars to one another nightly. 

Nen. And what did you then, Caratach? 

Car. I fled too, | 
Put not ſo faſt; your Jewel had been loſt then, 
Young Hengo there; he traſht me, Nenntus : 


5 OO > — = hy ty, my 


For when your fears out-run him, then ſtept I, M 
And in the head of all the Romans fury An 
Took him, and, with my tough Belt, to my Back Th 
I buckled him; behind him, my ſure Shield; An 
And then I follow'd. If I fay I fought Sh: 
Five times in bringing off this bud of Britain, ( 
Ilie not, Newnivs. Neither had ye heard 1 
Me ſpeak this, or ever ſeen the Child more, { 
But that the Son of Virtue, Penius, 0 
Germ me ſtcer thorow all theſe ſtorms of danger, Hac 
My Helm fill in my Hand, my Sword my Prow, Or 
Turn'd to my Foe my Face, he cry'd out nobly, The 
Go Britain, 5 thy Lion's Whelp off ſafely; Or 
Thy manly Sword has ranſom'd thee; grow ſtrong, Afte 
And let me meet thee once again in Arms; But 
Then if thou ſtand'ſt, thou art mine. I took his Offen The 
And here I am to Honour him. The 
Bon. O Couſin, : And 
From what a flight of Honour haſt thou checkt me: The 
What wouldſt thou make me, Caratach? Tho 
Car. See, Lady, | 2 


The noble uſe of others in our loſſes: 
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Does this afflict ye? Had the Romans cry'd this 

And as we have done theirs, ſung out theſe Fortunes, | 
Rail'd on our baſe condition, hooted at us, # 
Made marks as far as the Earth was ours, to ſhew us 
Nothing but Sea could ſtop our flights; deſpis'd us, 

And held it equal, whether banquetting 

Or beating of the Britains were more buſineſs, 

It would have gall'd ye. 

Bon. Let me think we conquer'd. 

Car. Do; but ſo think, as we may be conquer'd; 
And where we have found Virtue, though in thoſe 
That came to make us Slaves, let's cheriſh it. 

There's not a blow we gave ſince Julius landed, 
That was of ſtrength and worth, bur like Records, 
They file to After- ages. Our Regiſters, 

The Romans are, for noble deeds of Honour; 

And ſhall we burn their mentions with upbraidings ? 

Bon. No more, Iſeemy ſelf; thou haſt made me, Couſin, 
More than my Fortunes durſt, for they abus'd me, 
And wound me up ſo high, I ſwell'd with Glory: 

Thy temperance has cur d that Tympany, 
And given me Health again, nay, more Diſcretion. 
Shall we have peace? for now 1 love theſe Romans. 

Car. Thy Love and Hate are both unwiſe ones, Lady. 

Bon. Your Reaſon? | | 

Nen. Is not Peace the end of Arms? 

Car, Not where the cauſe implies a general Conqueſt: 
Had we a difference with ſome petty Iſle, 

Or with our Neighbours, Lady, for our Land-marks, 
The taking in of ſome rebellious Lord, 

Or making a Head againſt Commotions, 

After a day of Blood, Peace might be argued; 

But where we grapple for the Ground we live on, 

The liberty we hold as dear as Life, 

The Gods we worſhip, and next thoſe, our Honours, 
and with thoſe Swords that know no end of Battel; 
Thoſe Men beſide themſelves allow no Neighbour ; 
Thoſe Minds that where the day is, claim Inheritance, 
And where the Sun makes ripe the Fruits, their Harveſt, 
And where they march, but meaſure out more Gropnd 
* Nnz * 0 
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To add to Rome, and here 1'th' Bowels on us; 
It muſt not be; no, as they are our Focs, 
And thoſe that muſt be ſo until we tire 'em, 
Let's uſe the peace of Honour, that's fair dealing, 
But in our ends, our Swords. That hardy Roman 
That hopes to graft himſelf into my Stock, 
Mutt firſt begin his kindred under- ground, 
And be ally'd in Aſhes. Bon. Caratach, 
As thou haſt nobly ſpoken, thall be done; 
And Hengo to thy charge I here deliver: 
The Romans ſhall have worthy Wars. 
Car, They ſhall. | 
And, little Sir, when your young Bones grow ſtiffen 
And when I ſee ye able in a Morning 
To beat a dozen Boys, and then to breakfaſt, 
III tye ye to a Sword. 
Hengo. And what then, Uncle? 
Car. Then ye muſt kill, Sir, the next valiant Roman 
That calls ye Knave. 
Hen. And muſt I kill but one? 
Car. An hundred, Boy, I hope. 
Hengo. | hope five hundred. 
Car. That's a noble Boy. Come, worthy Lady, 
Let's to our ſeveral charges, and henceforth 


Allow an Enemy both weight.and worth. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Junius and Petillius, wo Roman Captains, 
Per. What ail'ſt thou, Man? doſt thou want Meat? 
Fin, No. Pet. Cloaths? 

Jun. Neither. For Heav'ns love, leave me. 
Pet. Drink? Jun. Ve tire me. 
Pet. Come, *tis drink; I know tis drink. 
Jum. Tis no drink. 
Per. I fay tis drink; for what Affliction 
Can light ſo heavy on a Soldier, 
To dry him up as thou art, but no drink? 
Thou ſhalt have drink. Fun. Prithee Petilliu.— 
Per. And by mine Honour, much drink, valiant drink 
Never tell me, thou ſhalt have drink, I ſee, 


Like 


ut. 


ike 


BONDUCHS 112 


Like a true Friend, into thy wants: *tis drink; 
And when 1 leave thee to a deſolation, 
Eſpecially of that dry Nature, hang me. 

Jun. Why do ye this ro me? Pez. For! ſee, 
Although your Modeſty would fain conceal it, 

Which firs as ſweetly on a Soldier, 
As an old Side-ſaddle. Jun. What do you ſee? 

Pet. 1 ſee as far as day, that thou want'ſt drink. 
Did I not find thee gaping like an Oyſter 
For a new Tide? thy very thoughts Ie bare 
Like a low Ebb? thy Soul that rid in Sack, 

Lies moor'd for want of Liquor? Do but ſee 

Into thy ſelf; for by——1 do: 

For all thy Body's chapt and crackt like Timber 

For want of moiſture, what is't thou want'ſt there, Junius, 
And if it be not drink? 

7un. You have too much on't. 

Pez, It may be a Whore too; ſay it be: come, Meecher, 
Thou ſhalt have both; a pretty valiant Fellow, 
Die for a little Lap and Lechery ? 

No, it ſhall ne'er be ſaid in our Country, 
Thou dy'dſt o'th' Chin-cough. Hear, thou noble Roman, 
The Son of her that loves a Soldier, 
Hear what I promiſed for thee; thus I ſaid, 
Lady, I take thy Son to my Companion, 
Lady, I love thy Son, thy Son loves War, 
The Warloves Danger, Danger Drink, Drink Diſcipline, 
Which is Society and Lechery ; 
Theſe two beget Commanders: Fear not, Lady, 
Thy Son ſhall lead. 
Jun, Tis a ſtrange thing, Petillius, 
That fo ridiculous and looſe a Mirth 
Can maſter your Affections. Pet. Any Mirth, 
And any way, of any Suhje&, Junius, 
Is better than unmanly muſtineſs: 
What harm's in Drink, in a good wholeſome Wench ? 
| do beſeech ye, Sir, what error? yet 
It cannot out of my Head handſomely, 
but thou wouldſt fain be drunk; come, no more fooling, 
The General has new Wine, new come over, 
N n 3 Fun. 
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Jun. He muſt have new Acquaintance for it too, 
For I will none, I zbank ye. 

Pet. None, I thank ye? | 
A ſhort and touchy anſwer. None, I thank ye: 
Ye do not ſcorn it, do ye? 
Fun. Gods defend, Sir; 
I owe him ſtill more honour. 

Pet. None, I thank ye: 
No Company, no Drink, no Wench, I thank ye. 
Ye ſhall be worſe intreated, Sir. 

Fun. Petillius, 
As thou art honeſt, leave me. 

Per. None, I thank ye; 
A modeſt and a decent Reſolution, 
And well put on. Yes, I will leave ye, Junius, 
And leave ye to the Boys, that very ſhortly 
Shall all ſalute ye, by your new Sirname 
Of Junius, None I thank ye. I would ſtarve now, 


Hang, drown, deſpair, deſerve the forks, lye open 


To all the dangerous paſſes of a Wench, 
Bound to believe her Tears, and wed her Aches, 
E'er I would own thy Follies. I have found ye, 


[ 


Your lays, and gut-leaps Junius, haunts, and lodges: 


I have view'd ye, and I have found ye by my skill 
To be a Fool o'th' firſt Head, Junius, ; 
And I will hunt ye; ye are in Love, I know it: 
Ye are an Af, and all the Camp ſhall know it 
A peeviſh idle Boy; your Dame ſhall know it. 
Enter Corporal Judas, and four Soldiers. 

Jud. A Bean? a Princely diet, a full Banquet, 
To what we compaſs. at 

1 Sd. Fight like Hogs for Acorns? 

2 Sold. Venture our lives for Pig-nuts ? 

Pet. What ail theſe Raſcals? 

3 Hold. If this hold, we are ſtary'd. . 

Jud. For my part, Friends, 
Which is but twenty Beans a day, a hard World 
For Officers, an d Men of Action; 
And thoſe ſo clipt by maſter Mouſe, and rotten; 


p 


For undcfſtand *em French Beans, where the Tmin. 
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Are ripen'd like the People in old Tubs. 
For mine own part, I fay, I am ſtarv'd already. 
Not worth another Bean, conſum'd to nothing, 
Nothing but Fleſh and Bones left, miſerablc : 
Now it this muſty Provender can prick me 
To honourable Matters of Atchievement, Gentlemen, 
Why there's the Point. : 
4 Sold. Pll fight no more. Pet. You'll hang then, 
A lovereign Help for Hunger. Ye eating Raſcals, 
Whoſe Gods are Beef and Brewis, whole brave Angers 
Do execution upon theſe, and Chibbals: 
Ye Dog's Heads ith' Porridge-Pot ; you fight no more? 
Does Rome depend upon your Reſolution 
For eating mouldy Pye-Cruſt? 
3 Sold. Would we had it. 
Jud. I may do Service, Captain, 
Pet. In a Fiſh-Market, 
You, Corporal Curry-Comb, what will your fighting 
Profit the Common-wealth ? do you hope to triumph, 
Or dare your vamping Valour, Goodman Cobler, 
Clap a new Sole to th' Kingdom? s'death, ye Dog» 
You, fight, or not fight. (Whelps 
Jud. Captain. Per. Out, ye fleſh-Flies, 
Nothing but Noiſe and Naſtineſs. 
Jud. Good Give us Meat, 
Whercby we may do. 
Pet. W hereby hangs your Valour? 
Jud. Good Bits afford good Blows. 
Pet. A good Poſition: 
How long is't ſince thou cat'ſt laſt? wipe thy Mouth, 
And then tell Truth. | 
Jud. ] have not eat to th* purpoſe (Garlick ? 
Pet. To th' purpoſe? What's that? half a Cow and 
Ye Rogues, my Company eat Turf, and talk not 
Timber they can digeſt, and fight upon't z 
Old Matts, and Mud with Spoons, rare Meats. Your Shoes, 
are ye cry out for Hunger, and thoſe extant: (Slaves? 
Suck your Sword-Hilts, ye Slaves, if ye be valiant, 
Honour will make 'em March-pane; To be Purpoſe ? 
5 grievous Penance. Doſt thou ſee that Gentleman, 
That mclancholly Monficur ? 
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Jun. Pray ye, Petillius, 

Pet. He has not eat theſe three Weeks. 

2 99/d. Has drunk the more then. 

3 Sola. And that's all one. 

Pet. Nor drunk nor ſlept theſe two Months. 

Jud. Captain, we do beſeech you as poor Soldiers, 
Men that have ſeen good Days, whoſe mortal Stomach 
May ſometime feel Afflictions. 

Jun. This, Petillius, 
Is not ſo nobly done. 

Pet. Tis common Profit; 
Urge him to th' Point, he'll find you out a Food 
That needs no Teeth nor Stomach; a ſtrange furmity 
Will feed you up as fat as Hens i'th'foreheads. 
And make ye fight like Fichocks ; to him. 

Fud. Captain, 

Jun. Do you long to have your Throats cut? 

Pet. See what Metal - 
It makesin him: Two Meals more of this Melancholly, 
And there lyes Caratach. 

Jud. We do beſcech ye. 

2 Sold. Humbly beſeech your Valour. 

Fun. Am | only become your Sport, Petillins? 

Jud. But to render 
In way of general good, in Preſervation. 

Jun. Out of my Thoughts, ye Slaves. 

4 Sold. Or rather Pity. 

3 Syd. Your warlike Remedy againſt the Maw-wormns, 

Jud. Or notable Receipt to live by nothing. 

Pet. Out with your Table- Books. 

Fun. Is this true Friendſhip? 
And muſt my killing Griefs make others May-Games' 
Stand from my Swords Point, Slaves, your poor ſtarr 
Can make me no Oblations; elſe, O Love, (Spin 
Thou proudly blind Deſtruction, I would ſend thee 
Whole Hecatombs of Hearts, to bleed my Sorrows. 

Fd. Alas, he lives by Love, Sir. [Exit Jun 

Per. So he does, Sir, 
And cannot you do fo too? All my Company 
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Are now in love, ne'er think of Meat, nor talk 
Of what Provant is: Aymees, and Hearty bey-hoes, 
Are Sallets fit for Soldiers. Live by Meat 
By larding up your Bodies? 'tis lewd, and lazy, 
And ſhews ye meerly mortal, dull, and drives ye 
To fight like Camels, with Baskets at your Noſcs. 
Get ye in love : Ye can whorc well enough, 
That all the World knows; faſt ye into Famine, 
Vet ye can crawl like Crabs to Wenches, handſomely, 
Fall but in love now, as ye ſee Example, 
And follow it but with all your Thoughts, probatum, 
There's ſo much Charge ſav d, and your Hunger's ended. 
Drum afar off. 
Away, I hcar the General; get ye in love all, 
Up to the Ears in love, that I may hear 
No more of theſe rude Murmurings ; and diſcreetly 
Carry your Stomachs, or I propheſie 
Apickel'd Rope will choak ye. Jog, and talk not.[ Exeuut. 
Enter Suetonius, Demetrius, Decius, Drum and Cvlours. 
Suet. Demetrius, is the Meſſenger diſpatch'd 
To Penius, to command him to bring up 
The Yolans Regiment? 
Dem. He's there by this time. | 
duet. And are the Horſe well view'd we brought from 
Dec. The Troops are full and luſty. (Mona? 
Set, Good Petillins, 
Look to thoſe eating Rogues, that bawl for Victuals, ' 
and ſtop their Throats a Day or two: Proviſion 
Waits but the Wind to reach us. 
Pet. Sir, already 
| have been tampring with their Stomachs, which I find 
As deaf as Adders to Delays: Your Clemency 
Hath made their Murmurs, Mutinics, nay, Rebellions: 
Now, and they want but Muſtard, they're in Uproars 
No Oil but Candy, Luſitanian Figs 
And Wine from Lesbos, now can ſatisfie em: 
The Britiſ Waters are grown dull and muddy, 
The Fruit diſguſtful : Orontes mult be ſought tor, 
And Apples from the happy Ifles; the truth is, 
hey are more curious now in haying nothing, | 
| ian 
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Than if the Sea and Land turn'd up their Treaſures + 
This loſt the Colonies, and gave Bonduca 
(With Shame we muſt record it) time and ſtrength 
To look into our Forrunes ; great Diſcretion 
To follow offered Victory; and laſt, full Pride 
To brave us to our Teeth, and ſcorn our Ruins, 
Suet. Nay chide not, good Petillius, I confeſs 
My Will to conquer Mona, and long ſtay 
To execute that Will, let in theſe Loſſes: 
All ſhall be right again, and as a Pine 
Rent from Oeta by a ſweeping Tempeſt, 
Jointed again, and made a Maſt, defies 
"Choſe angry Winds that ſplit him: So will I, 
Piec'd to my never- failing Strength and Fortune, (up, 
Steer 2 theſe ſwelling Dangers; plow their Prides 
And bear like Thunder through their loudeſt Tempeſts: 
They keep the Field ſtill. 
Dem. Confident and full. . 
Pet. In ſuch a Number, one would ſwear they grew, 
The Hills are wooded with their Partizans, 
And all the Valleys overgrown with Darts, 
As Moors are with rank Ruſhes: No Ground left us 
To charge upon, no room to ſtrike : Say Fortune 
And our Endeavours bring us into 'em, 
They are ſo infinite, ſo-ever ſpringing, 
We ſhall be kill'd with killing; of deſperate Women, 
That neither Fear or Shame e'er found, the Devil 
Has rank'd amongſt 'em Multitudes: Say the Men fail, 
They'll poiſon us with their Petticoats; fay they fail, 
They have Prieſts enough to pray us into nothing. 
Suer. Theſe are Imaginations, Dreams of nothing, 
The Man that doubts or fears. | 
Dec. I am free of both. 
Dem. The (elf fame I. 
Pet. And as free as any; | 
As careleſs of my Fleſh, of that we call Life, 
So ] may loſe it nobly; as indifferent 
As if it were my Diet. Vet, noble General, 
It was a Wiſdom learn'd from you; I learn'd it, . 
And worthy of a Saldicr's Care, moſt worthy, To 18 
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To weigh with moſt deliberate Circumſtance 
The ends of Accidents, above their Offers; 
How to go on and get, to ſave a Roman, 
Whoſe one Life is more worth in way of doing, 
Than Millions of theſe painted Waſps; how viewing 
To find Advantage out; how, found, to follow it 
With Counſel and Diſcretian, left meer Fortune 
Should claim the Victory. 

Suet. Tis true, Petillius, 
And worthily remembred : The Rule's certain, 
Their Uſes no leſs excellent ; but where time 
Cuts off Occaſions, Danger, Time and all 
Tend to a preſent Peril, tis required 
Our Swords and Manhoods be beſt Counſellors, 
Our Expeditions, Preſidents. To win, is nothing, | 
Where Reaſon, Time and Counſel are our Camp- Maſters: 
But there to bear the Field, then to be Conquerors, 
Where pale Deſtruction takes us, takes us beat 
In Wants and Mutinies, our ſelves but handfuls, 
And to our (elves, our own Fears, needs a new way, | 
A ſudden and a deſperate Execution : | 
Here, how to fave, is loſs; to be wiſe, dangerous; 
Only a preſent well- united Strength, 
And Minds made up for all Attempts, diſpatch it: 
Diſputing and delay here, cools the Courage; 
Neceſſity gives Time for Doubts; things infinite, 
22 to the Spirit they are preach'd to, 
Rewards like them; and Names for After-Ages, 
Muſt ſteel the Soldier; his own Shame help to arm him: 
And having forc'd his Spirit, c'er he cools, 
Fling him upon his Enemies; ſudden and ſwift, 
Like Tigers amongſt Foxes, we muſt fight for't: 
Fury muſt be our Fortune; Shame we have loſt, 
Spurs ever in our Sides to prick us forward: 
There is no other Wiſdom nor Diſcretion 
Due to this Day of Ruin, but Deſtruction; 
The Soldiers order firſt, and then his Anger. 

Dem. No doubt they dare redeem all. 
Set. Then no doubt 2 
5 The Day muſt needs be ours. That the praud Woman 
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Is infinite in Number, better likes me, | 
Than if we dealt with Squadrons; half her Army 
Shall choak themſelves, their own Swords dig their 
111 tell ye all my fears, one ſingle Valour, (Graves, 
The Virtues of the valiant Caratach 

More doubts me than all Britain: He's a Soldier Fe 
So forg'd out, and ſo temper'd for great Fortunes, 

So much Man thruſt into him, ſo old in Dangers, 


So fortunate in all Attempts, that his mere Name : 
Fights in a thouſand Men, himſelf in millions, | 
To make him Roman. But no more, Perillins, 
How ſtands your Charge? 
Pet. Ready for all Employments, la 
To be commanded too, Sir. ] 
Suet. Tis well govern'd; | | 
To morrow we'll draw out, and view the Cohorts: 80 
l'th' mean time, all apply their Offices. Th 
Where's Junius? Pet. In's Cabin, . Put 
Sick o'th' Mumps, Sir. Set. How ? { 
Fer. In Love, indeed in Love, moſt lamentably loving, 1 
To the tune of Queen Dido. | F 
Dec. Alas poor Gentleman. f ; 
Ser. *T'will make him fight the nobler. With what 1 
I'll be a Spokeſman for him. (Lady? 
Pet. You'll ſcant ſpeed, Sir. 4 
Set. Who ist? Fo; we, 
Per. The Devil's Dam, Bonduca's Daughter, 8 : 
Her youngeſt, crackt 1'th' Ring. ** 
HSuet. I am ſorry for him: My | 
But ſure his own Diſcretion will reclaim him, 7 
He mult deſerve our anger elſe. Good Captains, 0 
Apply your ſelves in all the pleaſing Forms D, 
Ye can, unto the Soldiers; fire their Spirits, 5 
And ſet 'em fit to run this Action; b. 
Mine own proviſion ſhall he ſhar'd amongſt em, * 
Till more come in; tell 'em, if now they conquer, 5 
The fat of all the Kingdom lies before em. Abo 
Their Shames forgot, their Honours infinite, ay; 
And Want for ever baniſht, Two days hence, ird 


Our Fortunes, and ourSwords, and Gods be for us. er 
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ACT IL. SCENE I 


Enter Penius, Regulus, Macer, and Druſius. 


pen. TJ muſt come? 
1 Macer. So the General commands, Sir. 
Pen. I muſt bring up my Regiment? 
Macer. Believe, Str, I bring no Lie. 
Pen, But did he fay, I muſt come? 
Macer. So dehvered. 
Pen. How long is't, Regwlus, fince I commanded 
ln Britain here? 
Reg. About five years, great Penius. 
Pen. T he General ſome five Months. Areall my Actions 
do poor, and loft, my Services fo barren, 
That I'm remembred in no nobler Language 
But Muft come up? 
Macer, 1 do befeech ye, Sir, 
Weigh but the times Eſtate. 
Pen. Yes, good Lieutenant, 
do, and his that ſways it. Muſt come up; 
Am I turn'd bare Centurion? Muſt, and ſhall, 
Fit Embaſſes to court my Honour? Macer. Sir—— 
Pen, Set me to lead a handful of my Men | 
Againſt an hundred thouſand barbarous Slaves 
That have marcht name by name with Rome's beſt doers ? 
Serve 'em up ſome other Meat; I'll bring no Food 
To ſtop the Jaws of all thoſe hungry Wolves. 
ily Regiment's mine own. I muſt, my Language. 
Enter Curius. 
Cur, Penius, where lies the Hoſt? 
Pen, Where Fate may find em. Cur. Are they ingirt? 
Pen. The Battel's loſt. Cur. So ſoon? - | 
Pen. No; but 'tis loſt, becauſe it muſt be won: 
he Britains muſt be Victors. Whoeꝰer ſaw 
troop of bloody Vultures hovering, 
bout a few corrupted Carcaſſts, 
et him behold the filly Rowan Hoſt, 
irded with millions of fierce Britains Swains,, 
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With Deaths as many as they have had hopes; 
And then go thither, he that loves his ſhame; 
I ſcorn my Life, yet dare not loſe my Name. 
Cur, Do not you hold it a moſt famous End, 
When both our Names and Lives are Sacrific'd 
For Rome's increaſe ? 
Pen. Yes, Curius, but mark this too; 
What Glory is there, or what laſting Fame 
Can be to Rome or us? What full Example, 
When one is ſmother'd with a Multitude, 
And crouded in amongſt a nameleſs Preſs ? 
Honour got out of Flint, and on their Heads 
Whoſe Virtues, like the Sun, exhal'd all Valours, 
Muſt not be loſt in miſts and fogs of People, 
Noteleſs, and out of Name, but rude and naked: 
Nor can Rome task us with impoſſibilities, 
Or bid us fight againſt a Flood; we ſerve her, 
That ſhe may proudly ſay ſhe has good Soldiers, 
Not Slaves to choak all hazards. W ho but Fools, 
That make no difference betwixt certain dying, 
And dying well, would fling their Fames and Fortunes 
Into-this Brizain-gulf, this quick-ſand Ruin, 
That ſinking, ſwallows us? What noble Hand 
Can find a Subject fit for blood there? Or what Sword 
Room for his Execution? What Air to cool us, 
But poiſon'd with their blaſting Breaths and Curſes, 
Where we lye buried quick above the Ground, 
And are with labouring Sweat, and breathleſs Pain, 
Kill'd like to Slaves, and cannot kill again? 
Dru. Penius, mark antient Wars, and know that then 
Captains weigh'd an hundred thouſand Men. 
Pen. Druſius, mark antient Wiſdom, and you'll find then, 
He gave the Overthrow that ſav'd his Men. 
I muſt not go. 
Reg. The Soldiers are deſirous, 
Their Eagles all drawn out, Sir. 
Pen. Who drew up, Regulus? 0 
Ha? Speak, did you? whoſe bold Will durſt attempt this 


Drawn out? Why, who commands, Sir? On whoſe FE ; 
Reg. 


Durſt they advance? 
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Reg. I keep mine own Obedience. 
Dru. Tis like the general Cauſe, their love of Honour, 
Relieving of their wants. 
Pen. Without my knowlege? 
Am I no more? My Place but at their pleaſures? 
Come, who did this ? 
Dru. By Sir, I am ignorant. (lours. 
[Drum ſoftly within, then enter Soldiers with Drum and Cu- 
Pen. What, am I grown a Shadow? Hark, they march. 
| will know, and will be my ſelf. Stand, Diſobedience; 
He that advances one Foot higher, dies for't. 
Run thorow the Regiment upon your Duties, 
And charge 'em on command, beat back again, 
By I'll tithe'em all elſe. 
Reg. We'll do our beſt. E 
[Exeunt Druſius and Regulus. 
Pen. Back, ceaſe your bawling Drums there, 
Il beat the Tubs about your Brains elſe. Back: 
Do I ſpeak with leſs fear than Thunder to ye? 
Muſt I ſtand to beſeech ye? Home, home; ha? 
Do ye ſtare upon me? Are thoſe Minds I moulded, 
Thoſe honeſt valiant Tempers I was proud | 
To be a Fellow to, thoſe great Diſcretions 
Made your Names fear'd and honour'd, turn'd to Wild- 
O Gods, to Diſobedience? Command, farewel: (fires? 
And ye be witneſs with me, all things Sacred, 
| have no ſhare in theſe Mens Shames. March Soldiers, 
And ſeek your own fad Ruins; your old Penius 
Dares not behold your Murders. 
1 Sold. Captain. 2 Sold. Captain. 
3 Sold. Dear honour'd Captain. 
Pen. Too too dear lov'd Soldiers, 
Which made ye weary of me, and Heav'n yet knows, 
Though in your Mutinies, I dare not hate you; 
Take your own Wills; 'tis fit your long experience 
Should now know how to rule your ſelves; I wrong ye, 
In wiſhing ye to fave your Lives and Credits, 
To keep your Necks whole from the Ax hangs o'er ye: 
Alas, I much diſhonour'd ye; go, ſeek the Britains, 
And ſay ye come to glut their Sacrifices; 
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But do not ſay I ſent ye. What ye have been, The( 
Ho excellent in all Parts, good, and govern'd, Wec 
Is only left of my Command, for Story; 
W hat now ye are, for Pity. Fare ye well. 
Enter Druſius and Regulus. 
Dru. Oh turn again, great Penius; ſee the Soldier 
In all points apt for Duty. 
Rez. See his Sorrow. _ 
For his Diſobedience, which he ſays was haſte, 
And haſte, he thought, to pleaſe you with. See Captain, 
The toughneſs of his Courage turn'd to Water; 
Sce how his manly Heart melts. 
Pen. Go, beat homeward, 
There learn to cat your little with Obedience, 
And henceforth ſtrive to do as I direct ye. 
[ Exeunt Soldiers. 
Macer. My Anſwer, Sir. 
Pen. Tell the great General, 
My Companies are no Fagots to fill Breaches; 
My ſelf no Man that muſt, or ſhall, can carry: 
Bid him be wiſe, and where he is, he's ſafe then; 
And when he finds out poſſibilities, 
He may command me. Commend me to the Captains. 
Macer. All this J ſhall deliver. 


Pen. Farewel, Macer. [ Exit Penius. ¶ 4nd; 
Gur. Pray Gods this breed no Miſchief. No w 
Reg. It muſt needs, | Per. 
If ſtout Sweronius win; for then his Anger Know 
Beſides the Soldiers loſs of due and honour, That 
Will break together on him. And a 
Dru. He's a brave Fellow; We la 
And but a little hide his Haughtineſs, Pet. 
(Which is but ſometimes neither, on ſome Cauſes) Jun 
He ſhews the worthieſt Roman this day living. Why 
You may, good Curius, to the General ; Let. 
Make all things ſeem the beſt. Jun 
Cur. I ſhall endeavour: Fer. 
Pray for our Fortunes Gentlemen, if we fall, in ha 


This one fareyel ſerves for a Funeral. 
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The Gods make ſharp our Swords, and ſteel our Hearts; 
We dare, alas, but cannot fight our Parts. [Exeunt. 


SCENE H. 

En ter Junius, Petillius and a Herald obſerving Junius. 

Pet. Let him go on, ſtay, now he Talks. 

Jun. Why? \ : 
Why ſhould I love mine Enemy? What is Beauty? 
Of what ſtrange Violence, that like the Plague, 

t works upon our Spirits? Blind they feign him, 
| am ſure, I find it ſo. | | 

Pet. A Dog ſhall lead ye. et 

Jun. His fond Affections blinder. 1 

Pet. Hold ye there ſtill. 

Jun. It takes away my Sleep. 

Tet. Alas, poor Chicken. ( wy 

Jun. My company, content; almoſt my faſhion, 

Pet. Ves, and your weight too, if you follow it. 

Jun. Tis ſure the Plague, for no Man dare come near me 
Without an Antidote, tis far worſe; Hell. . 

Pet. Thou art damn d without Redemption then. 

Jun. The way to't | Fan 
Strew'd with fair Weſtern Smiles, and April Bluſhes, 
Led by the brighteſt Conſtellations; Eyes, 

And ſweet proportions, envying Heav'n z but from thence 
No way to guide, no Path, no Wiſdom bring us. 

bet. Ves, a ſmart Water, Junius. Fun. Do | fool? . 
Know all this, and fool ſtill? Do I know further, | | 1 
That when we have enjoy'd our Ends, we loſe em, 14 
and all our Appetites are but as Dreams pj 
We laugh at in our Ages. . | i} 

Pet. Sweet Philoſopher ! | | 

Jun. Dol know on ſtill, and yet know nothing? Mercy, 41 

by am 1 thus Ridiculous ? (Gods, _— 

Per. Motley on thee, thou art an arrant Aſs... 4 

Jun. Can red and white, an Eye; a Noſe; a Cheek, li 
Fer. But one Cheek, Junius? q 
in half-fac'd Miſtreſs? 

Jun. With a little trim, - | 

at wanton Fools call Faſhion, thus abuſe me 

ver. IV; Taks 
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Take me beyond my Reaſon? Why ſhould not 1 
Doat on my Horſe well trapt, my Sword well hatch'd? 
They are as handſome things, ro me more uſeful, 
And poſſible to rule too. Did I bur love, 
Yet *twere excuſable, my Youth would bear it; 
But to love there, and that no time can give me, 
Mine Honour dare not ask; {he has been Ravith'd, 
My Nature muſt not know; the hates our Nation. 
1 hus to diſpoſe my Spirit! 
Pet. Stay a little, he will declaim again. 
Jun. I will not Love; I am a Man, have Rcaſon, 
And I will uſe it: III no more tormenting, 
Nor whining for a Wench, there are a thouſand. 
Pet. Hold thee there, Boy. 
Jun. A thouſand will intreat me. 
Pet. Ten thouſand, Junius. 
Fun. 1 am young and luſty, 
And to my faſhion Valens; can pleaſe Nightly. 
Pet. Vil (weir thy Back's probatum, for I have known 


Leap at ſixteen like a ſtrong Stallion. (thee P, 
Fun. 1 will be Man again. I 
Pet. Now mork the working, You 

The Devil and the Spirit tug tor't: Twenty pound Hall 
Upon the Devils Head. Tha 
Fun, I muſt be wretched. P. 
Per. I knew had won. Upo 
Jun. Nor have I fo much power | | Are 
To ſhun my Fortune. | D 
Pet. I will hunt thy Fortune | Maſ 
With all the Shapes imagination breeds, [Muſick Pe 
But I will fright thy Devil: Stay, he fings now. Kno 
Sung, by Junius, and Petillius after him in Mockage. Rop 
Jun. Muſt I be thus abus'd? D 
Pet. Ves marry mult ye. Pe 


Let's follow him cloſe : Oh, there he is, now read it. And 
Herald reads. It is the General's Command, that all ict D 
Perſons, old and unable, retire within the Trenches , be that Pe 
fears bis Liberty, to leave the Field: Fools, Boys, a6 
Lovers muſt not come near the Regiments, for fear of. thei Pe 


Inſetions ; eſpecially thoſe Cowards then call ae” ; De 
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Fun, Ha? 
Per. Read on. a 
Herald. If am common Soldier love an Enemy, be's whip'd 
and made a Slave: If any Captain, caſt with loſs of 
Honours, flung out tb Army, and made unable ever 
after to bear the name of a Soldier. 
Jun. Ihe — conſume ye all, Rogues. [Exit Jun. 
Per, Let this work: 
H'as ſomething now to chew upon, he's gone, 
Come, ſhake no more. 
Her. Well, Sir, you may command me, 

But not to do the like again for Europe; 

would have given my Life for a bent two- pence. 

t I &er read to Lovers whilſt I live again, 

Or come within their Confines 
Pet. There's your Payment, 

And keep this private. 

Her. 1 am School'd for Talking. Exit Herald. 
Enter Demetrius. 

Per. How now, Demetrius, are we drawn? 

Dem. Tis doing, 

Your Company ſtands fair; but pray ye, where's Junius? 

Half his command are wanting, with ſome fort) 

That Decius leads. 

Pet. Hunting for Victuals: |; 

Upon my life free-booting Rogues, their Stomachs 

Are like a Widow's Luſt, ne'er ſatisfied. 

Dem. I wonder how they dare ſtir, knowing the Enemy 

Maſter of all the Country. 

Per. Reſolute Hungers 
Know neither Fears nor Faiths, they tread on Ladders, 
Ropes, Gallows, and overdo all Dangers. 

Dem. They may be hang'd though. 

Per. There's their joyful Supper, 

And no doubt they are at it. PM 
Den. But for Heav'ns ſake, how does young Junius? 
Tet. Drawing on, poor Gentleman. 

Dem. W hat, to his end? F 
Pet. Toth'end of all Fleſh, Woman. | 
Dem, This Love has made him a ſtout Soldier. 
| Oo 2 . 9 7 
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Pet. O, a great one, 

Fit to command young Goſlings; but what News? 
Dem. I think the Meſſengers come back from Penis: 
By this time, let's go know. IR 

Per. What will you ſay now 
If he deny to come, and take er 
At ſome half Syllable, or ſound deliver'd | 
With an ill Accent, or ſome Stile left out? 

Dem. | cannot think he dare. 

Per. He dare ſpeak Treaſon, | 
Dare ſay what no Man dares believe, dares do 
But that's all one: Ill lay you my black Armour 
To twenty Crowns, he comes not. 

Dem. Done. Pet. You'll pay. 

Dem. | will. | 

Per. Then keep thine old uſe Penius, 

Be ſtubborn and vain-glorious, and I thank thee. 


Come let's go pray for ſix Hours; moſt of us- I, 
I fear will trouble Heav'n no more; two good Blows 2 
Struck home at two Commanders of the Britains, Ill t. 
And my part's done. 5 One 
Dem. I do nat think of Dying. - AN 
Per. Tis poſſible we may live. But Demetrius, Ju 
With what ſtrange Legs, and Arms, and Eyes, and Noſes, Will 
Let Carpenters and Copper- ſmiths conſider. 11 
If 1 cin keep my Heart whole, and my Wind-pipe; Una 
That | may drink yer like a Soldier 75 


* Dem. Come let's have better Thoughts; mine's on Win 


your Armour. | 17 
Pet. Mine's in your Purſe, Sir; let's go try the Wager. Whi, 
| | Ar Tis j 
SCENE III. * 


Enter Judas and bis four Companions ¶ Halters about thei Bring 
Necks;) Bonduca, her Davghters, and Nennius following. Ju 


Bon. Come, hang em preſently. Wou 
Aen. What made your Rogueſhips ; | 48 
Harrying for Victuals here? Are we your Friends; We'l 


Or do you come for Spies? Tell me directly, (fort? Ne 
Would you not willingly be hang'dnow? Do not ye nh They 
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Jud. What ſay ye? Shall we hang in this vein? Hang 
And *tis as good to diſpatch it merrily, (we mult, 
As pull an Arſe like Dogs to'r. ; | 

1 Sold. Any way, ſo it be handſome. 

3 Sold. I had as lieve *twere toothſome too: But all a- 
And III not out, Boys. (gree, 

4 Sold. Let's hang pleaſantly. . 2 

Jud. Then pleaſantly be it: Captain, the truth is, 

We had as lieve hang with Meat in our Mouths, 
As ask your Pardon empty. | 

Bon, Theſe are brave Hungers. 

What ſay you to a Leg of Beef now, Sirrah? 

Fad. Bring me acquainted with it, and 'I tell ye. 

Bon. Torment 'em Wenches, I muſt back; then hang 

Jud. We humbly thank your Grace. = 4 TH 

1 Daugh. The Rogues laugh at us. 

2 Dangh. Sirrah, what think you of a Wench now? 

Jud. A Wench, Lady? 
do beſeech your Ladiſhip, retire. 

Il tell ye preſently, ye ſee the time's ſhort ; 
One craſh, even to the ſetling of my Conſcience. 

Jen. Why, is't no more but up, Boys? 

Jud. Yes, ride too Captain, 

Will you but ſee my Seat? 
Dangb. Ye ſhall be ſet, Sir, 

Upon a Jade ſhall ſhake ye. 
Jud. Sheets, good Madam, 

Willdo it ten times better. 

1 Daugh. Whips, good Soldier, 

Which ye ſhall taſte before ye hang, to mortifie ye; 
'Tis pity ye ſhould die thus deſperate. 

2 Daugb. Theſe are the merry Romans, the brave Map- 
Tis ten to one we'll cool your Reſolutions. (caps. 
Bring out the W hips. | 

Jud. Would your good Ladiſhips 
Would exerciſe em too. 

4 Sold. Surely Ladies, 108] 

We'll ſhew you a ſtrange Patience. 

Nen. Hang em Raſcals, uti 


They'll talk thus on the Wheel. "ip; 
Oo 3 = Btw 
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Enter Caratach. 
Car. Now, what's the matter ? 
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W hat are theſe Fellows? What's the crime committed, 


Th-t they wear Necklaces? 
Nen. They are Roman Rogues, 
T. ken a Foraging. 

Car. Is that all, Nennius ? 

ud Would | were fairly hang d; this is the Devil, 
The kill- cow, Caratach. 

Car. And you would hang em. 

Nen Are they not Enemies ? 

1 Sol. My breech makes Buttons. 

1 Daugh. Are they not our Tormentors? 

Car. Tormentors? Flea-traps. 

Pluck off your Halters, Fellows. 

Nen. Take heed, Caratach, 

Taint not your Wiſdom. - 

Car. Wiidom, Nennius? | 
Why, who ſhall fight againſt us, make our Honours, 
And give a glorious Day into aur Hands, | 
If we diſpatch our Foes thus? What's their Offence? 
Stealing a Loaf or two to keep out Hunger, 

A piece of greazie Bacon, or a Pudding? 
Do theſe deſerve the Gallows, they are hungry, 
Poor hungry Knaves, no meat at home left, ſtarv'd: 
Art thou not hungry ? 
Feud. Monſtrous hungry. i 
Car. He looks like Hungers ſelf; get em ſome Victuab, 
And Wine to cheer their Hearts, quick : ang np poo 
2 Sold. This is the braveſt Captain  (Pilchers? 
Nen. Garatach, c\ 11 A) 
I'll leave you to your Will. 8 
Car. I'll anſwer all, Sir. 10 * 
2 Daugh. Let's up and vie his Entertainment of em. 
I am glad they are ſhifted any way, their Tongucs elſe 
Would ftill have murdered us. | 
1 Daugh. Let's up and ſce it. 
Enter Heng. . 
Car. Sit down poor Knayes * hy where's this Wine 
een  - 471 | 
* Who 
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Who waits there? 
Serv. within. Sir, tis coming. 
Hengo. W ho are theſe, Uncle? 
Car. They are Romans, Boy. 
Hen. Are theſe they 
That vex mine Aunt ſo? Can theſe fight? They look 
Like empty Scabbards all, no mettle in em, 
Like Men of Clouts, fer to keep Crows from Orchards; 
Why, I dare fight with theſe. 
Car. That's my good Chicken. And how Co ye? 
How do you feel your Stomachs? 
Jud. Wondrous apt, Sir, 
As ſhall appetry when time calls. 
Car. That's well, down with't, 
A little grace will ſerve your turns; cat ſoftly, 
You'll choak ye Knaves elſe: Ge em Wine. 
Fed. Not yet, Sir, _ 
We're even a little biifre. 
Hengo. Can that Fellow 
Do any thing but eat? Thou Fellow. 
Jud. Away Boy, | 
Away, this is no Boys Play. 
Hengo, By Uncle, | 
If his Valour lyes in's Teeth, he's the moſt valiant. 
Car. I ami glad to hear ve talk, Sir. 
Hengo. Good Uncle, tell me, * 
What's the Price of a couple of cramm'd Romans? 


Car Some twenty Britains Boy ; thefe are good Soldiers. 


Heng». Do not the Cowards cat hard too ? 
Car. No more, Boy. | 
Come, I'll ſir with ybu too; fir down by me, Boy, 
Jud. Pray bring your Diſh then. 
Car. Hearty Knaves; More Meat there. 
r Syd. That's a good hearing. 
Car. Stay now and pledge me. 
Jud. This little Piece, Sir, 
Car, By {quarc Eaters, 
More Meat I fay; upon my Conſcience 
The poor Rogues have not eat this Month: How terribly 
They charge upon their Victuals; dare ye fight thus? 
| 000 4 Jud. 


* 
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Jud. Believe it, Sir, like Devils. 
Car, Well ſaid, Famine, | 
Here's to thy General]. 
Jud. Moſt excellent Captain, I will now pledge thee. 
Car. Ard to morrow Night, ſay to him, 
His Head is mine. | 
Jud. I can aſſure ye, Captain, 
He will not give it for this waſhing. 
Car. Well ſaid. [Daughters above. 
1 Daugh. Here's a ſtrange Entertainment: How the 
Thieves drink. 
2 Daugb. Danger is dry, they look'd for colder Liquor. 
Car. Fill em more Wine, give em full Bowls; which of 
you all now, 
In Recompence of this good, dare but give me 
A ſound Knock in the Battel? 
Jud. Delicate Captain, 
Todo thee a ſufficient Recompence, 
Il knock thy Brains out. Car. Do it. 
Hengo. Thou dar'ſt as well be damn'd : Thou knock 
his Brains our. * 
Thou Skin of Man? Uncle, I will not hear this. 
Fud. Tie up your Whelp. | 
Hengo, Thou kill my Uncle? 
Would I had but a Sword for thy ſake, thou dry d Dog: 
Car. What a Mettle | 
This little Vermin carries. 
Hengo. Kill mine Uncle? 
Car. He ſhall nor, Child. 
Hengo. He cannot; he's a Rogue, 
An only cating Rogue. Kill my ſweet Uncle? 
Oh that I were a Man. Jud. By this Wine, 
Which I will drink to Captain Funins,  ( Daughter 
Who loves the Queen's moſt excellent Majeſty's little 
Moſt ſweetly, and moſt fearfully, I will do it. 
Hen;o. Uncle, Ill kill him with a great Pin. 
Car. No more, Boy. | 
IN pledge thy Captain: To ye all good Fellows. 
2 1 — love with me? That Love ſhall colt your 
Lives all: | Sos 2 
Come Siſter, and adviſe me; I have here 4 


A way to make an eaſie Conqueſt of em, 
If Fortune favour me. | 
Car. Let's ſee ye ſweat 
To Morrow, Blood and Spirit, Boys, this Wine 
Turn'd to ſtern Valour. | 
Hd. Hark ye, Judas, 
r he ſhould hang us after all this. 
Jud. Let him: | 
vil 1 like a Gentleman, and a Roman. 
Car, Take away there, they have enough. 
724 Captain, we thank you heartily 
For your good Cheer, and if we meet to Morrow, 
One of us pays for't. | 
Car. Ger em Guides, their Wine 
Has over-maſter'd em. 
Enter ſecond Daughter and a Servant. 
2 Daugh. That hungry Fellow _ 
With the red Beard there, give it him, and this, 
To ſee it well delivered. qd 
Car. Farewel Knaves; 
Speak nobly of us, keep your Words to Morrow, 
Enter a Guide. 
And do ſomething worthy your Meat. Go, guide em, 
and ſce *em fairly onward. 
Jud. Meaning me, Sir? 
Serv. The ſame. ; 
The youngeſt Daughter to the Queen intreats ye 
To give this privately to Captain Junius, 
This for your Pains. 
Jud. I reſt her humble Servant, ÞyY 
Commend me to thy Lady. Keep your Files, ors 
Serv. I muſt inſtruct ye farther. _ 
Jud. Keep your Files there. 
Order, ſweet Friends; Faces about now. 
Guide. Here, Sir, here lyes your way. 
Jud. Bleſs the Founders, I 4 
Fairly, good Soldiers, fairly — now ; cloſe, Boys. 


* 


Exeunt 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Suetonius, Perillins,Demetrith, Decius, and Med 
Suet. Bid me be wile, and keep me where I am, 
And ſo be ſafe; not come, becauſe commanded 
Was it not thus? | 
Macer. It was, Sir. | 
Pet. What now think. ye? | 
Suet. Muſt come, ſo heinous to him, ſo diſtaſteful? 
Pet. Give me my Mony 
Dem. I confeſs tis due, Sir, 
And preſently I'll pay it. 
Set. His Obedience, 1 
So blind at his Years and Eapericce;) 
Ir cannot find where to be tendred? - 
Macer. Sir, | 
The Regiment was villing and e 00; 
The Captains ar all points tteel'd up; their Preparations 
Full of Reſolve, and Confidence: Youth and Fire, 
Like the fair breaking of a glorious Day, | 
Guilded their Phalantr; when the angry Penins 
Stept like a ſtormy Cloud 'twixt them and hopes, 
Ster. And ſtopt their Reſolutions ? | 
Macer. True; his Reaſon | 
To them was odds, and odds ſo infinite, 
Diſcretion durſt not look upon. 
Suet. Well Penits, | | 
I cannot think thee Coward yet; 40d treter 
I dare not think; thou haſt lopt a Limb off from me, 
8 let it be thy Glory, thou waft ftubborn, + 
Thy Wiſdom, that thou leftſt thy General naked: 
Yet cer the Sun ſet, I ſhall make thee fee, 
All Valour dwells not in thee; all command f 
In one Experience. Thou wilt too late repent this, 
And wift, I muſt come up, had been thy Bleſſing. 
Pet. Ler s force him. 
duet. No, by no Means; he's a Torrent 
We cannot eaſily ſtem. 
Pet. | think, a Traitor. 
Set, No ill words; ; let his on Shame firſt in, 


; ! 


er. 


[ 


That Wine I have, ſce it, Demetrins, | 
Diſtributed amongſt the Soldiers, 
To make em high and luſty; when that's done, 
Perillius, give the Word through, that the Eagles 
May preſently advance; no Man diſcover, 
Upon his Life, the Enemies full Strength, 
But make it of no Value: Decius, 
Are your ſtary'd People yet come home? 
Dec. I hope ſo. : | SIA 
Set. Keep em in more Obedience: This is no Time 
To chide, I could be angry elfe, and ſay more to ye; 
But come, let's order all: Whoſe Sword is ſharpeſt, 
And Valour equal to his Sword: this Day, 
Shall be my Saint. | | 
Pet, We ſhall be holy all then: Exenut. 
Enter Judas and his Company. 
Jud. Captain, Captain, I have brought em off again; 
The drunkenneſt Slaves. . | 
Dec, — Confound your Rogueſhips z 
I!l call the General, and have ye hang'd all. 
Jud. Pray who will you command then? 
Dec. For you, Sirra, N 
That are the Ring-Leader to theſe Devices, þy 
Whoſe Maw is never cram'd, I'll have an Engine. 
Jud. A Wench, ſweet Captain. 
Dec. Sweet Fudas, even the Forks, ry 
Where ye ſhall have two Lictors with two Whips 
Hammer your Hide, 
Fud. Captain, good Words, fair Words, 
Sweet Words, good Captain; if you like not us, < 
Farewel, we have Employment- 
Dec. Where haſt thou been? 
Jud. There where you dare not be with all your Valour. 
Dec. Where's that? i 
Jud. With beſt good Fellow living. 
1 Sold. The King of all good Fellows. 
Dec, Who's that: N 
Jud. Caratach. 1 | 
>hake now, and ſay, we have done ſomething worthy, 
Mark me, with Caratach: By this Caratach: 5 
̃ 0 
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Do you as much now and you dare: ſweet Caratach. D 
Ye talk of a good Fellow, of true drinking ; : 
Well, go thy ways, old Caratach: beſides the nk Captin, Ju 
The bravelt running Banquet of black Puddings, | 
Pieces of glorious Beef. I 
Dec. How ſcap'd ye hanging? | 
Jud. Hanging's a Dog's Death, we are Gentlemen, 
And I fay ſtill, old Caratach. a 
Dec. Belike then, 
You are turn d Rebels all. 
Jud. We are Roman Boys all, _ 
And Boys of Mettle: I muſt do that, Captain, 
This Day, this very Day. 
Dec. Away, ye 1 
Fair words, I ſay again. 
"i _ W hat muſt you o, Sir? 
Jud. I muſt do that my Heart-ſtrings yern to do, 
But my word's paſt. BO. 
Dec. What is it? 
Jud. Why, kill Caratach. 
That's all he ask'd vs for our Entertainment. 
Dec. More than you'll pay. 
Jud. Would I had ſold my ſelf 
Unto the skin I had not promis'd it; 
For ſuch another Caratach 5 
Dec. Come Fool, KW aunt wk 
Have ye done your Country Service? 600 
Jud. ] have brought that | 
To Captain Junius. 
Dec. Ho-? 
Jud. ] think will do all- 
I cannot tell, I think ſo. 
Dec. How? to Junius? | 
Fl] more enquire of this: You'll fight now? 
Jud. Promiſe, rake heed of promiſe, Captain. 
Dec. Away, and rank then. 
Fad. But hark ye, Captain, there is Wine diſtributing) 
I would fain know what ſhare I have. | 
Dec. Be gone, ye have too much. 
Jud. Captain, no Wine, no fighting. 


* 


There's 


There's one call'd Caratach that has W ine. 


Dec. Well, Sir, if you'll be ruP'd now, and do well. 


Do excellent. 
Dec. Ve ſhall have Wine, or any thing: go File, 
[ll ſee ye have your ſhare: drag out your Dormiſe, 


And ſtow 'em ſomewhere, where they may ſlecp hand- 


They'll hear a hunt's-up ſhortly. (ſomely, 
Jud. Now I love thee: A 
But no more Forks nor Whips. 
Dec. Deſerve *em not then : 
Up with your Men, I'll meet ye preſently 
And get em ſober quickly. 
Jud. Arm, arm, Bullies, 
All's right again and ftraight ; and which is more, 
More Wine, more Wine: Awake ye Men of Memphis, 
Be ſober and diſcreet, we have much to do, Boys. [Exe. 


\ 


— 
* 


ACT MW Scr 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me. Prom there for the Sacrifice, the Queen comes. 
k 


[ Mufick. 
Hier in Solenmity the Druids ſinging, the ſecond Daughter 
{trewing Flowers; then Bonduca, Nennius, and otbers. 


Hear us you great Revengers, and this Day 

Take pity from our Swords, doubt from our Valours, 

Double the fad Remembrance of our Wrongs 

in every Breaſtz the Vengeance due to thofe 

Hake infinite and endleſs: on our Pikes 

This day pale Terror fit, Horrors and Ruins 

Upon our Executions; claps of Thunder 

Hang on our armed Carts, and fore our Troops 

Deſpair and Death; Shame beyond theſe attend em. 

Riſe from the Duſt, ye Relicks of the Dead, 

Whoſe noble Deeds our holy Druids ſing, 

O riſe, ye valiant Bones, let not baſe Earth 
- » Opprels 
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Oppreſs your Honours, whilſt the Pride of Rams 
Treads on your Stocks, and wipes out all your Stories, 

Nen. Thou great 1:ranes, whom our ſacred Prieſts, 
Armed with dreadful Thunder, plac'd on high 
Above the reſt of the immortal Gods, 
Send thy conſuming Fires, and deadly Bolts, 

And ſhoot em home, ſtick in each Roman Heart 
A fear fit for confuſion; blaſt their Spirits 
Dwell in em to Deſtruction; thorow their Phalanx 
Strike, as thou ftrik'it a proud Tree; ſhake their Bodies, 
Make their Strengrhs totter, and their topleſs Fortunes 
Unroot, and reel to ruin. | | 

1 Davugh. O thou God, | 
Thou feared God,, if ever to thy Juſtice 
Inſulting Wrongs, and Raviſhments of Women, 
Women deriy'd from thee, their Shames, the Suffering 
Of thoſe that daily fill'd thy Sacrifice 
With Virgin Incenſe, have acceſs, now hear me, 
Now ſnatch thy Thunder up, now on theſe Romans, 
Deſpiſers of thy Power, of us Defacers, ä 
Revenge thy ſelf, take to thy killing Anger, 
To make thy great Work full, thy Juſtice ſpoken, 
An utter rooting from this bleſfed He 
Of what Rome is or has been. 

Bon. Give more, Incenſe, | 
The Gods are deaf and drowſie; no happy flame 
Riſes to raiſe our Thoughts: Pour on. 

2 Dangb. See Heav'n, | 
And all you Pow'rs that guide us, ſec, and ſhame, 
We kneel ſo long for pity over your Altars; 
Since 'tis no light Oblation that vou look for, 
No Incenſe: Offering, will I hang mine Eyes; 
And as I wear theſe Stones with hourly weeping, 
So will I melt your Pow'rs into Compaſſion. 
This Tear for Proſutagus my brave Father, 
Ye Gods, now think on Nome; this for my Mother, 
And all her miſeries; yet fee, and ſave us 
Bur now ye muſt be open- cy d. See, Heav'n, 
Oh ſee thy ſhow'rs ſtoln from thee z our Diſhbonours, 


. 
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Oh Siſter, our Diſhanoura: can ye be 20 
Ss. And theſe fins ſmother'd? 
0 Bon,” The fire takes. | 
Car. It does lo, bs." 0 | 
But no flame riſes. Ceaſe your fearful Prayers, | 
Your whinings, and your rame Petitions, £0 | 


The Gods love Courag arm'd with Confidence, 
And Prayers fit to pull them down: weak Tears 
And troubled Hearts, the dull twins of cold Spirits, 
They fit and ſmile: at. Hear how | falute em: 
Divine Andate, thou who hold'ſt the Reins 
Of furious Battels, and diforder'd War, 
And proudly rowFft thy fwarty Chariot- Wheels 
Over the heaps of Wounds and Carcaſfes, 
Sailing throuph Seas of Blood; thou fure-ſtecP'd ſternneſs, 
Live us this Day good Hearts, good Enemies, | 
Good Blows of both ſides, Wounds that fear or flight 
Can claim no ſhare in; ſteel us both with angers 
And warlike Executions fit thy viewing; | 
Let Rome put on her beſt ſtrengrh, and thy Britain, 
Thy little Britain, but as great in Fonmtune, 
Meet her as ſtrong as ſhe, as proud, as daring 
And then look on, thon/Red-ey*d God: who does del, 
Reward with Honour; who Deſpair makes fly, 
Unarm for ever, and brand with Infamy - 
Grant this, divine Andate, tis bur Juſtice ; 
And my firſt blow thus on thy holy Altar ¶ 4 fame ariſes. 
| Sacrifice unto thee. 
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Bon. It flames out. * | Muſick. 

Car. Now ling, ye Drwvth. [ Song, 

Bon. Tis out a | 

Car. H'as given us leave to Goht yet; we ask no more, 
The reſt hangs in our Reſolutions - | 


4 


Tempt her no more. 
Bon, I would know farther, Couſin. 
Car. Her hidden meaning dwells in our endeavours, 
Our Valours are our beſt Gods. Chear the Soldier, 
And let him eat. Me. He's ar ir, Sir. 
Car. Away then; | 
When he has done; let's March. Come, fear not, 146 
| 1s 
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But what his Body lies in. N 
Bond. Now I am confident. Exeunt. Recorder, 


SC N EB. II. 

Enter Junius, Curius, and Decius. 
Dec. We dare not hazard it; beſide our Lives, 
It forfeits all our Underſtandings. 

Jun. Gentlemen, ; 

Can ye forſake me in ſo juſt a Service, ; 
A Service for the Common-wealth, - for Honour ? 
Read but the Letter; you may love too. 

Dec. Read it; F 

If there be any ſafety in the Circumſtance, 
Or likelihood tis Love, we will not fail ye. 
Read it, good Curius. 42 

Orr. Willingly. Jun. Now mark it. 

Cur. reads. Health to thy Heart, my honoured Juniu, 
And all thy Love requited: I am thine, | 
Thine everlaſtingly, thy Love has won me, 

And let it breed no doubt; our new Acquaintance 

Compels this, tis the Gods decree to bleſs us. 

The Times are dangerous to meet, yet fail not, 

By all the Love thou bear*it me I conjure thee, 

Without diſtruſt of danger, to come to me 

For I have purpos'd a delivery A. 

Both of my ſelf and Fortune this bleſt Day 

Into thy Hands, if thou think*ſt good: To ſhew the® 

How infinite my Love is, even my Mother” 

Shall be thy Priſoner, the Day yours without haz ird; 

For I beheld your Danger like a Lover, 

A juſt affecter of thy Faith: Thy Goodneſs, 

I know, will uſe us nobly; and our Marriage, 

If not redeem, yet leſſen Rome's Ambition. 

Tm weary of theſe Miſeries: Uſe my Mother, 

(If you intend to take her) with all Honour, 

And let this Diſobedience to my Parents = 

Be laid on Love, not me. Bring with thee, Junius, 

Spirits reſoly'd to ferch me off, the nobleſt, 1 
G ; ©. - Fortſ 
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Forty will ſerve-the turn; juſt at the joining x 
Of both the Battels, we will be weakly guarded ; 
And for a Guide, within this Hour ſhall reach thee * 
A faithful Friend of mine: The Gods, my Junius, 
Keep thee, and me to ſerve thee; young Bonvica. 
Cur. This Letter carries much Belief, and moſt Obje- 
Anſwer'd, we muſt have doubted. (tions 
Dec. Is that Fellow come to ye for a Guide yet? 
Jun. Yes. Dec. And examin'd ? | 
Jun. Far more than that, he has felt Tortures, yet 
He vows he knows no more than this Truth, 
Dec. Strange. | 
Cur. If ſhe mean what ſhe writes, as't may be probable, 
'Twill be the happieſt vantage we can lean to. 
Jun. I'll pawn my Soul ſhe means Truth. 
Dec. Think an Hour more, 
Then if your Confidence grow ſtronger on ye, 
We'll ſer in with ye. 
Jun. Nobly done, I thank ye: Ye know the time. 
Cur, We will be either ready 
To give ye preſent Counſel, or join with ye. 
nter Suetonius, Petillius, Demetrius, and Macer. 
Jun. No more, as ye are Gentlemen. The General. 
Suet. Draw out apace, the Enemy waits for us; 
Are ye all ready? a | 
Jun. All our Troops attend, Sir. | 
duet. I am glad to hear you ſay ſo, Junius, 
hope ye are diſpoſſeſt. NS 
Fun. I hope ſo too, Sir. : 
Suet. Continue ſo. And Gentlemen, to you now; 
To bid you fight is needleſs, ye are Romans, - 
The Name will fight it ſeif; to tell ye who 
You go to fight againſt, his Power, and Nature, 
Bur loſs of time; yet know it, know it poor, 
And oft have made it fo. To tell ye farther, $244 
His Body ſhows more dreadful than it has done, 
To him that fears, leſs poſſible to deal with, 
Is but to ſtick more Honour on your Actions, 
Load ye with virtuous Names, and to your Memories 


Tye never-dying Time, and Fortune conſtant, 


Vor. IV. Pp | Go 
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Go on in full aſſurance, draw your Swords 
As daring and as confident as Juſtice 
The Gods of Rome fight for ye; loud Fame calls ye, 
Pitch'd on the topleſs Apenine, and blows 
To all the under World; all Nations, 
The Seas, and unfrequented Deſarts, where the Snow 
Wakens the ruin'd Monuments, and there (dwells 
W here nothing but eternal Death and Sleep is, 
Informs again the dead Bones. With your Virtues, 
Go on, I ſay, Valiant and Wiſe, rule Heav'n, 
And all the great aſpects attend em. Do but blow 
Upon this Enemy, who, but that we want Foes, 
Cannot deſerve that Name; and like a Miſt, - 
A lazy Fog, betore your burning Valours 
You'll find him fly to nothing; this is all, 
We have Swords, and are the Sons of antient Romans, 
Heirs to their endleſs Valours, fight and Conquer. 
Dec. Dem. *Tis done. 182 - 
Pet, That Man that loves not this Day, 
And hugs not in his Arms the noble Danger, 
May he dye fameleſs and forgot. Ser. Suthcient, 
Up to your Troops, and let your Drums beat Thunder, 
March cloſe, and ſudden like a Tempeſt: All Ee 
8 rh, 
Done without ſparkling of the Body; keep your Phalanx 
Sure lin'd, and piec'd together, your Pikes forward, 


And fo march like a moving Fort; c'er this Day run, Fu 
Weſhall have ground to add to Rowe, well won. | Exe De 
SCENE III. 125 


| Enter Caratach and Nennius. 15 

1 Nen. The Raman is advanc'd; from yond' Hills bro I My « 
| We may behold him, Caratach. [ A Mar ch. De 
1 Car. Let's thither, [Drums within at one place afar of. He's 
1 I ſee the Duſt fly. Now I ſee the Body, 

| Obſerve 'em, Nennius, by——a handſome Body, If not 


And of a few, ſtrongly and wilely jointed: The 
Setonius is a Soldier; Nen. As I take it, Her N 
That's he that gallops by the Regiments, : ro" 

{ 


Viewing their Preparations. - Car. Very likely, He 


The general good may come. Ls ( good 
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He ſhews no leſs than General; ſee how bravely ' 
The Body moves, and in the Head how orowlly | 
The Captains ſtiek like Plumes; he comes apace on; 
Good Nennius go, and bid my ftout Lieutenant 
Bring on the firſt ſquare Body to oppole em, 
And as he Charges, open to incloſe em 
The Queen move next with hers, and wheel about, 
To gain their Backs, in which I'll lead the Vanguard. 
We ſhall have bloody Crowns this Day, I ſee by't; 
Haſte thee good Nemmus, Vil follow inſtantly 
| Exit Nennius. 

How cloſe they march, as if they grew together? [ March. 
No place but lin'd alike, ſure from Oppreſſion; 
They will not change this Figure; we muſt charge em, 
And charge em home at both Ends, Van and Rear, 

[Drums in another place afar off. 
They never totter elſe. I hear our Mufick, 
And muſt attend it : Hold good Sword, but this Day, 
And bite hard where I hound thee, and hereafter © 
I'll make a Relick of thee, for young Soldiers | 
To come like Pilgrims to, and kiſs for Conqueſts. Exit. 


SCENE VV. 


Enter Junius, Curius, and Decius. 


Fun. Now is the time, the Fellow ſtays. 
Dec. What think ye? Cr. I think *ris true. 
Fun. Alas, if 'twere a Queſtion, 
If any doubt or hazard fell into't, 
Do ye think mine own Diſcretion ſo ſelf-blind, 
My care of you fo naked, to run headlong? | 
Dec. Let's take Perillius with us. Jun. By no means: 
He's never wiſe but to himſelf, not courteous, 
But where the end's his own; we are ſtrong enough, 
If not too many. Behind yonder Hill 
The Fellow tells me ſhe attends, weak guarded, 
Her Mother and her Siſter. Ger. I would venture. 
Jun. We ſhall not ſtrike five Blows for't 3 weigh the 
Fggood, 
2 ' Dec. 


- 
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Dec. Away, I'll with ye, but with what doubt? J 
Jun. Fear not, my Soul for all. [ Exeunt, 
[ Alarms, Drums and Trumpets in ſeveral Places afar 

off, as at a main Battel, | 


SG 4 NEV. 


Enter Druſus and Penius above. 


Dru. Here ye may ſee em all, Sir; from this Hill 
The Country thews off level. Pen. Gods defend me, 


What Multitudes they are, what Infinites? It 
The Roman Power ſhews like a little Star Sir 
Hedg'd with a double Hollow. Now the Knell Rings, Te 
N | Loud Shouts. He 

Hark how they ſhout to th' Battel, how the Air Co 
Totters and reels, and rends-apieces, Druſus, 
With the huge vollied Clamours. 
Dru. Now they charge, Tt 
Oh Gods, of all fades, fearfully. 5 g 
Pen. Little Rome, _ . , 
Stand but this growing Hydra one ſhort Hour, : 


And thou haſt out-done Hercules. ; 
Dru. The Duſt hides em, we cannot ſee what follows. An 
Pen. They are gone, 

Gone, ſwallow'd Druſus, this eternal Sun 

Shall never ſee em march more. 

Dru. O turn this way, 

And ſee a Model of the Field, ſome forty, 

Againſt four hundred. 

Pen. Well fought, bravely follow'd; | 

O nobly charg'd again, charg'd home too: Druſus, 

They ſeem to carry it; now they charge all, [Loud 

Cloſe, cloſe, I ſay; they follow it: Ye Gods, 

Can there be more in Men? More daring Spirits ? 

Still they make good their Fortunes. Now they are gone 

For ever gone; fee Druſus at their Backs (too, 

A fearful Ambuſh riſes. Farewel Valours, 

Excellent Valours: O Rome, where's thy Wiſdom? 
Dru. They are gone indeed, Sir. 

Pen. Look out reward the Army, 

J am heavy with theſe Slaughters. * | 

Dre. Tis the ſame Kill, covered with Duſt and 1 


; . * 2 


8. 


ne 
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Enter the two Daughters, with Junius, Curius, Decius, 


and Soldiers. 
2 Daugb. Bring em in, tie em, and then unarm em. 
Daugb. Va iant Romans, ye are welcome to your Loves. 
2 Daugh. Your Death, Fools. ; 
Dec. We deſerve em, and Women do your worſt, 
1 Daugh. Ye need not beg it. | 
2 Daugh. Which is kind Junius? Ser. This. 
2 Daugb. Are you my Sweetheart? «- 
It looks 11] on't; how long is't,” pretty Soul, 
Since you and I firſt lov'd? Had we not reaſon 
To doat extreamly upon one another ? 
How does my Love? This is not he; my Chicken 
Could prate finely, ſing a Love-long. Jun. Monſter, 
2 Daugh. Oh, now it Courts. 
Jun. Arm'd with more Malice 
Than he that got thee has the Devil. 
2 Daugh. Good. Proceed, ſweet Chick. 
Fun. | hate thee, that's my laſt. | 
2 Daugh. N ay, and ye love me, forward: No? Come 
Let's prick our Anſwers on our Arrows Points, (Siſter, 
And make em laugh a little. Yedamn'd Leachers, 
Ye proud improvident Fools, have we now caught ye? 
Are ye i'th* Nooſe? Since ye are ſuch loving Creatures, 
We'llbe your Cupids : Do ye ſee theſe Arrows? 
We'll ſend them to your wanton Livers, Goats. _ 
1 Daugh. O how I'll trample on your Hearts, ye Villains, 
Ambitious ſalt- itch Slaves: Rome's maſter Sins, 
The mountain Rams topt your hot Mothers. 
= Daugh, Dogs, wy. 7 
To whoſe brave Founders a ſalt Whore gave ſuck; _ 
Thieves, Honour's Hangmen, do ye grin? Perdition | 
Take me for ever, if in my ſelf anger, [Enter Caratach. 
| do not out- do all Example. 3 
Car. Where, | 
Where are theſe Ladies? Ye keep noble Quarter, 
Your Mother thinks ye dead or taken, upon which 
She will not move her Battel. Sure theſe Faces 
I have beheld and known, they are Roman Leaders, 
How came they here: ob hoe 
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2 Daugh. A trick, Sir, that we us d, | 
A certain Policy conducted em 
' Unto our Snare: We have done ye no ſmall ſervice; 
Theſe us'd as we intend, we are for th* Battel. 
Car. As you intend? Taken by Treachery ? 


1 Daugh. Ist not allow'd? . 
Car. Thoſe that ſhould gild our Conqueſt, 1 
Make up a Battel worthy of our winning, | 
Catch'd up by Craft ? . | 
2 Daugh. By any means that's lawful. An 
Car. A Woman's Wiſdom in our Triumphs? Out, To 
Our ye Sluts, ye Follies; from our Swords i 
Filch our Revenges baſely? Arm again, Gentlemen: os 
Soldiers, I charge ye help em. = Ih 
2 Daugb. By Uncle, Li 
We will have Vengeance for our Rapes. An 
Car. By (there, MW Lo 
You ſhould have kept your Legs cloſe then: Diſpatch I Lo 
1 Daugh. I will not off thus. De 
Car. He that ſtirs to Execute, La 
Or ſhe, though it be your ſelves, by him that got me, His 
Shall quickly feel mine Anger; one great Day given us, I Me 
Not to be ſnatch'd out of our Hands but baſely; Me 
And we muſt ſhame the Gods from whence we have it, Hu 
With ſetting Snares for Soldiers? I'll, run away firſt, Ti 
Be hooted at, and Children call me Coward, E 
Before I ſet up ſcales for Victories?s? . 
Give 'em their Swords. | He! 
2 Daugh.. O Gods. 6 i Ya 
Car. Bear off the Women unto their Mother. 1 
2 Daugb. One Shot, gentle Uncle. F 
Car. One cut her Fiddle-firing ar em off, 1 ſay. 9 
1 Daugh, The take this Fortune. [ 
Car. Learn to Spin, ee. "OK 4 
And curſe your knotted Hemp: Go Gentlemen, 8 

afely go off, up to your Troops; be wiſer, 
There 2 like rall Soldiers: 1 ſhall ſeek ye. J 
| I © TExerarati-1 Beg 
- 8 


Cur. A noble worth. Dee. Well Junius. ; Jun. 


__ 


ch 


it, 
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un. Pray ye no more. 
25 He Paſhes, do not load him. 
Dec. Where's your Love now? | Drums loud again. 
Jun. Puff, there it flies: Come, let's redeem our Follies. 
Exeunt Junius, Curius, and Decius. 
Dru. Awake, Sir; yet the Roman Body's- whole, 
] ſee em clear again. Y 
Pen, Whole? tis not poſſible: Druſus, they muſt be loſt. 
Dru. By they are whole, Sir, 
And in brave doing; fee they wheel about 
To gain more Ground. 
Pen. But ſee there, Druſus, ſee, 
See that huge Bartel moving from the Mountains, 
Their gilt Coats ſhine like Dragon Scales, their March 
Like a rough tumbling Storm; ſee them, and view em, 
And then fe Rome no more; ſay they fail, look, 
Look where the armed Carts ſtand; a new Army. 
Look how they hang like falling Rocks, as murdering 
Death rides in Triumph, Druſus: Fell Deſtruction 
Laſhes his fiery Horſe, and round about him 
His many thouſand ways to let out Souls. 
Move me again when they charge, when the Mountain 
Melts under their hot Wheels, and from their Ax trees 
Huge Claps of Thunder plough the Ground before em, 
Till then l' Dream what Nome was. 2 
Enter Suetonius, Petillius, Demetrius, and Macer. 
Ster. O bravely 8 Honour till now ne*erſhow'd 
Her golden Fate i'th* Field. Like Lions, Gentlemen, 
You've held your Heads up this Day, Where's young 
Junius, Curius and Decius? 
Per. Gone to Heav'n, I think, Sir. (do ye? 
Ser. Their Worths go with em Breath a while: How 
Pet. Well, ſome few ſcurvy Wounds, my Heart's whole 
Dem. Would they would give us more Ground, (yet. 
Sret, Give? we'll have it. NT 
Pet, Have it? and hold it too, deſpight the Devil. 
Enter Junius, Decius and C urivs. (Bartel 
Jun. Lead up to th' Head, and Line; ſure the Queen's 


Begins ro charge like Wild-Fire: Where's the General ? 


Ser. Oh, they are living yet. Come my brave Soldiers, 
Pp 4 Come 


22238 BONDUCA. 


Come, let me pour Rome's Bleſſing on ye; live, 

Live, and lead Armies all: Ye bleed hard. | 
2 Beſt: We ſhall appear the ſterner to the Foe, 

ec. More Wounds, more Honour. 
Per. Loſc no time. Suet. Away then, 

And ſtand this Shock, ye have ſtood the World. 
Pet. We'll grow to't. Is not this better than lowſie lo- 
Fun. 1 am my ſelf, Petillius. (ving? 
Per. *Tis I love thee. [ Exeunt Romans, 

Euter Bonduca, Caratach, Daugbters and Nennius. 
Car. Charge em i'th' Flanks: O ye have plaid the Fool, 

The Fool extreamly, the mad Fool. Bon. Why Couſin? 
Car. The Woman Fool. Why did you give the Word 

Unto the Carts to charge down, —1 our People 

In groſs before the Enemy? We pay fort, 

Our own Swords cut our Throats: Why?—ont; 

Why do you offer to command? The Devil, 

The Devil, and his Dam too; who bid you- 

Meddle in Mens Affairs? | 
Bond. I'll help all. Car. Home, [Exeunt Queen, gc. 

Home and ſpin Woman, ſpin, go ſpin, ye tritle. ; 

Open before there, or all's Ruin. How, [ Shouts within. 

Now comes the Tempeſt on our ſelves, by 

„ TE Victoria within. 

O Woman, ſcurvy Woman, beaſtly Woman. Exeunt. 

Dru. Victoria, Victoria Pen. How's that, Druſus ? (Sir, 
2 Dru, They win, they win, they win; oh look, look, look, 
| For Heav'ns ſake look, the Britains fly, the Britains fly. 
| | Victoria. | 


Enter Suetonius, Soldiers and Captains. 
Set. Soft, ſoft, purſue it ſoft; excellent Soldiers, 
Cloſe, my brave Fellows, honourable Romans : 

Oh cool thy Mettle Junius, they are ours, 
The World cannot redeem 'em; ſtern Perillius, 
Govern the Conqueſt nobly. Soft, good Soldiers. Fxeunt. 
Enter Bonduca, - Daughters and Britains. 
Bond. Shame, whither flie ye, ye unlucky Britains? 
Will ye creep into your Mother's Wombs again? Back 
Cowaris. | 

Hares, fearful Hares, Doves in your Angers; leaveme! 

Leave your Queen deſolate? her hapleſs Children, 
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Enter Caratach aud Hengo. 
To Rowan Rape again, and Fury? 
Car. Fly, ye Rd 4 | 
Ye bave Wings enough, ye fear ; get thee ne e Woman, 
Shout within. 
Shame tread upon thy Heels; all's loſt, all's loſt; hark, 
Hark how the Romans ring our Knells. [Exir Bond. &c. 
Hengo. Good Uncle, let me go too. 
Car. No Boy, the Fortune's mine, f 
| muſt nor leave thee; get behind me; ſhake not, 
Euter Petillius, Junius, and Decius. 
Pl breech ye, if ye do, Boy: Come, brave Romans, 
All is not loſt yet. 
Jun. Now I'll thank thee, Carazach. [ Fight. Drums. 
Car, Thou art a Soldier; ſtrike home, $6.48 have at 
Pen. His Blows fall like huge Sledges on an Anvil. (ye. 
Dec. I am weary, Pet, So am I. 
Car, Send more Swords to me. 
Fun. Let's fit and reſt, _ [Sit Sow. 
Dru. What think ye now? Pen. 0 Druſus, | 
I have loſt mine Honour, loſt my Name, 
Loſt all that was my Light: Theſe are true N 
And I a Britain Coward, a baſe Coward; 
Guide me where nothing i is but Deſolation, 
That I may never more behold the Fage 
Of Man, or Mankind know me: O blind Fortune, 
Haſt thou abus'd me thus? 
Dru. Good Sir, be comforted; 
It was your Wiſdom rul'd ye; pray ye go home, 
Your Day js yet to come, when this great Fortune 
Shall be but Foil unto it. Retreat. 
Pen. Fool, Fool, Coward. [ Exe. Penius and Druſus. 
Enter Suctonius, Demetrius, Soldiers, Drum and Colours. 
Suet. Draw in, draw in: Well have you 17 wor- 
Rome's noble Recompence: Look toyour Wounds, (thy 
The Ground is cold and hurtful : The proud Queen 
Has got a Fort, and there ſhe and her Daughters 
Defie us once again. To Morrow Morning 
We'll ſeck her out, and make her know, our Fortunes 


Stop at not ſtubborn Walls: Come, Sons of Honour, 


x True 


. 
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True Virtues Heirs; thus hatch'd with Britain Blood, 
Let's march to Reſt, and ſet in Gules like Suns. 
Beat a ſoft March, and each one eaſe his Neighbours, 

| | | [ Exe, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Petillius, Junius, Decius, Demetrius ſinging. 
Pet. 8 MOOTH was his Cheek, 

| Dec. And his Chin it was ſleek, 

Jun. With whoop, be has done woorng. 

Dem. Junius was this Captain's Name, 
A Lat for a Laſſes veiwing. 
Pet. Full black bis Eye, and plump bis Thigh, 

Dec. Made up for Loves T 

Dem. Smooth was his Cheek,, 50 

Pet. And his Chin it was ſleek. 

Jun. With whoop, he has done wooing. 

Pet. O my vex'd Thief, art thou come home again? 
Are thy Brains perfe&? Fun. Sound as Bells. 

Pet. Thy Back- Worm 
Quiet, and caſt his Sting, Boy? 

Jun. Dead, Petillius, ü 
Dead to all Folly, and now my Anger only. 

Per. Why, that's well ſaid; hang Cobidand! his Quiyer, 
A drunken brawling Boy: Thy honour'd Saint 
Be thy ten Shillings, Junius; there's the Mony, (thee 
And there's the Ware: Square dealing: This bur ſweats 
Like a Neſh Nag, and makes thee look pin-butrock'd; 
The other runs thee whining up and down | 
Like a Pig in a Storm, fills thy Brains full of Madneſs, 
And ſhews thee like a long Lent, thy brave Body 
Turn'd to a Tail of green Fiſh without Butter. 
Dec. When thou lov'ſtnext, love a good Cup of Wine, 
A Miſtreſs for a King, ſhe leaps to kiſs thee, 
Her Red and White's her own; ſhe makes good Blood, 
Takes none away: W hat ſhe heats Sleep can help, 
Without a groping Surgeon, 

Jun. I am counſel'd, And 


* 88 


3 


And henceforth, when I doat again. N 

Dem. Take es ye had almoſt paid fort. t. 

Per. Love no more great Ladies, 
Thou can'{t not ſtep amilsthen; there” s no delightin*'em: 
All's in the whiſtling of their ſnatcht up Silks, 
They're only made for handſome View, not handling: 
Their Bodies of ſo weak and waſh a Temper, 
A rough-pac'd Bed will ſhake em all to Pieces - 
A tough Hen pulls their Teeth out, tires their Souls; 
Plena rimarum ſunt, they are full of Rinnet, 
And take the Skin off where they aretaſted : Shun 'em, 
They live in Culiſſes like rotten Cocks 
Stew'd to a Tenderneſs, that holds no tack: | 
Give me a thing I may cruſh. 

Jun. Thou ſpeak'ſt truly: 
The Wars ſhall be my Miſtreſs now. 

Pet. Well choſen, 
For ſhe's a bouncing Laſs, ſhe'll kiſs thee at Night, Boy, 
And break thy Pate ith Morning. 

Fun. Yeſterday 1 found thoſe Favours infinite. 

Dem. Wench good enough, but that ſhe talks too 

Pet. She talks to th* Purpoſe, * a (loud. 
Which never Woman did yet: She'll hold grapling, 
And he that lays on beſt, is her beſt Servant: 
All other Loves are meer catching of Dotrels, 
Stretching of Legs out only, and trim Lazinels. . 
Here comes the General. 1 

Enter Suetonius, Curius, and Macer. 

duet. J am glad I have found ye: 
Are thoſe . in yet that purſu'd bold Caratach?ꝰ 

Pet. Not yet, Sir, for I think they mean to lodge him 3 
Take him I know they dare not, 'twilt be dangerous. 

Set, Then haſte Perilliys, haſte to Penins, | 
| fear the ſtrong Conceit of what Diſgrace 
H'as pull'd upon himſelf, will be his Ruin: 
| fear his Soldiers Fury too; haſte preſently, | 
would not loſe him for all Brizain. Give him, Peels: 

Per, That that thall choak him. 

Seer. All the noble Counſel, 


His Fault forgiven too, his Place, his Honour. 


Pet. For mes 2 I think, as handſome, Siet. 
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Suer. All the Comfort, 
And tell the Soldier, *twas on our Command 
He drew not to the Battel. | 
Pet. I conceive, Sir, and will do that ſhall cue al. 
Suet. Bring him with ye 


HBefore the Queen's Fort, and his Forces with bim, 
There you ſhall find us following of our Conqueſt: 


Make haſte. Per. The belt I may. Exit. 


Sue. And noble Gentlemen, 
Up to your Companies; we'll preſently 
"TW the Queen's Purſuit; there's nothing done 
ill ſhe be ſci” d z without her nothing won. 


[Exerint. Short Flouriſh, 


SCENE ll. 
Enter Caratach and Hengo. 
Car. How does my Boy? © +. 


* would do well, my Heart's well; 
I do not fear. Car. My good Boy. 
Hengo. I know, Uncle, 
We muſt all dye; my little Brother dy'd, 
1 ſaw him dye, and he dy d ſmiling; ſure 
There's no great pain int, Uncle. But pray tell mes 
Whither muſt we go when we are dead; 
Car. Strange queſtions 
Why, to the bleſſed {t place, Boy; ever Sweetneſs 


And Happineſs dwells there. Hen. Will you come to me? 


Car. Ves, my ſweet Boy. 
—_ Mine Auat too, and my Couſins? 
Car. All, my good Child. rd 
: Hong No ans, Uncle. Car. No, Boy. 
Hengo. I ſhould. be loath to meet them there. 
Car. No ill Men, 
| That live by Violence, and ſtrong Oppreſſion, 
Come thither: tis for thoſe the Gods love, good Men. 
Hengo. Why then I care not when I go, for ſurely 
Jam perſwaded they love me: I never 
Blaſphem'd em, Uncle, nor tranſgreſs'd my Parents; 
always ſaid my Prayers. Car. Thou ſhalt go then, 
Indeed thou ſhalt. Heng. Wr they * ; 


cur. 


I! 
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Car. 1 ood Boy. Art thou not weary, Hane? 


Hengo ncle? | 
| have * you * you have march' d all day in Armour. 
Car. I have, Boy. 
Hengo. Am not I your Kinſman? Car. Yes. 
Hengo. And am not I as fully allied unto you 
In thoſe brave things, as Blood? 
t, Car. Thou art too tender. (me. 
Hengo. To go W they were made to bear 
can play twenty Mile a Day, I ſee no reaſon, | 
But to preſerve my Country and my felt, 
I ſhould march forty. Car. What wouldſt thou be, 
ö. Living to wear a Man's ſtrength? Hengo. Why a Caratacb, 
A Roman-hater, a Scourge ſent from Heavin [ Drum. 
To hag Gate proud Thieves fromour Kingdom, TG 


Hark, Uncle, hark, I hear a Drum. 
Enter Judas and bis Pages ro tbe Door, 
Jud. Beat ſoftly, 


Softly, I ay; they are here: who dare charge? | 


Thar: _ beknock'd o'th* Head: Ill not come near him 

Jud. Retire again, and watch then. How he ſtares! 
H'as Eyes would kill a Dragon: Mark the Boy _ 
If we could take or kill him. A——on ye, 

How fierce ye look? ſee how he broods the Boy; 
The Devil dwell's in Scabbard. Back, I fay, 
f 2 «pn h'as found us. 0 Tb retire 
e hunt us? 

Hop: ncle, good Uncle he * thin ſtarv'd Raſcal, 
The eating Roman, ſee where he thrids the Thickets: 
Kill him, dear Uncle, kill him; one good blow 
To knock his Brains into his Breech: ſtrike's Head off, 
That I may piſs in's Face. Car. Do ye make us F oxes? 
Here, hold my Charging-ſtaff; -and keep: the place, Boy. 
| am at Bay, and like a Bull Ill bear me. | 


Stand, ſtand, ye Rogues, ye Squirrels. tk [ Exit. 
Hengo. Now he pays em; O that I had a Man s ſtrength. 
* Judas, c. 


Jud. Here's the Boy; mine own, Ithank my Fortune. 
my Uncle, Uncle, Famine is faln panes; 9574 
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ud. Come, Sir, | 
Yield willingly, your Uncle's out of hearing, 
Pll tickle your youpg Tail elſe. Hengo, I defie thee, 
Thou mock-made Man of Mat; charge home Sirrah: 
Hang thee, baſe Slave, thou ſhak'ſt. | 
Jud. Upon my Conſcience | 
The Boy will beat me; how it looks, how bravely, 
How confident the Worm is, a {cab'd Boy 
To handle me thus? yield, or 1 cut thy Head off. 
Hengo. Thou dar'ſt not cut my Finger, here tis, touch it. 
Jud. The Boy ſpeaks Sword and Buckler; prithee yield, 
Come, here's an Apple, yield. (Boy; 
Hengo. By— he fears me. 
Fl give you ſharper Language: When, ye Coward, 
When come ye up? Jud. If he ſhould beat me 
Hengo, When, Sir? 
I long to kill thee; come, thou canſt not ſcape me: 
I] have twenty ways to charge thee; twenty deaths 


Attend my bloody Staff. 
Fad. Sure 'tis the Devil, a Dwarf, Devil ina Doublet. 


Hengo. Thave kill'd a Captain, Sirrah, a brave Captain, 
And whenl have done, I have kick'd him thus. Look here, 
See how I charge this Staff. 105 

Jud. Moſt certain this Boy will cut my Throat yet. 

Ber two Soldiers running. 
1 Sd. Flee, flee, he kills us. | 
2 Sold. He comes, he comes. 
. The Devil rake the hindmoſt. (Rogues. 

exgo. Run, run, ye Rogues, ye precious Rogues, ye rank 
A comes, a comes, a comes, a comes: that's he, Boys. 
W hat a brave cry they make? 
N Enter Caratach with a Head, * 
Car. How does my Chicken? N 
Hengo, Faith, Uncle, growna Soldier, a great Soldier; 
For by the virtue of your Charging ſtaff, 
And a ſtrange fighting Face 1 put upon t, 
I have out-brav'd Hunger, 

Car. That's my Boy, my ſweet Boy. 

Here, here's a Roman's Head for thee. 
Hengo. Good Proviſion: 
Before I ſtarve, my ſweet fac'd Gentleman, Car 
Fl try your fayour. : 


4 
' 


7 


Car. A right compleat Soldier. 
Come, Chicken, let's go ſeek ſome place of Strength 
e, (The Country's full of Scouts) to reſt a while in, 
: Thou wilt not elſe be able ro endure 
The Journey to my Country; Fruits, and Water, 
Muſt be your Food a while, Boy. Hengo. Any thing; 
can eat Moſs, I can live on Anger, | 
To vex theſe Romans, Let's be wary, Uncle. 
Car. I warrant thee; come cheartully. 


it Hengo. And boldy. [ Exeunt, 
5 „ 8 nn . 


Enter Penius, Druſus, and Regulus. 
Reg. The Soldier ſhall not grieve ye. 
Pen, Pray ye forſake me; 
Look not upon me, as ye love your Honours : 
I am ſo cold a Coward, my infection 
Will choak your Virtues like a AN. elle. 
Dru. Dear Captain. Reg. Moſt honour'd Sir. 
t. Pen. Moſt hated, moſt abhor'd 
„ Wl Say fo, and then ye know me, nay, ye pleaſe me. 
„ O my dear Credit, my dear Credit. 
Reg. Sure his Mind is dangerous. 
Dru. The good Gods cure it. (breaches, 
Pen. My f 
Thorow Battels that have been as hard to win as Heav'n, 
Thorow Death himſelf, in all his horrid trims, 
. gone for ever, ever, ever, Gentlemen, 
And now 1 am left to ſcornſul Tales and Laughters, 
To hootings at, pointing with Fingers, That's he, 
That's the brave Gentleman forſook the Battel, 
The moſt wiſe Penius, the diſputing Coward. 
O my good Sword, break from my fide, and kill me; 
Cut out the Coward from my Heart. Reg. Ye are none. 
Pen. He lies that ſays ſo: by——he lies, lies baſely, 
Baſer than J have done. Come, Soldiers, ſeek me, 
have rob'd ye of your Virtues: Juſtice ſeek me, 


ake me, and ſwallow me, make Ballads of me 


Shame, endleſs Shame; and pray do you forſake mer BD 
a . 


— 
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onour got thorow fire, thorow ſtubborn 


| have broke my fair Obedience, loſt; Shame take me, 
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Dru. What ſhall we do ? | 

Pen. Good Gentlemen forſake me : 
You were not wont to be commanded. Friends, pray do it, 
And do not fe r: for as I am a Coward 
I will not hurt my ſelf: when that Mind takes me, 
'PII call to you, and ask your help. I dare not. 

Enter Petillius, / | 

Pet. Good morrow, Gentlemen; where's the Tribune? 

Reg. There. Dru. Whence come ye, good Petilliu:? 

Per. From the General. 

Dru. With what, for Heav'ns ſake ? (him, 
Pet. With good Counſel Druſus, and love, to comfort 
Dru. Good Regulus ſtep to the Soldier, and allay his 

For he is wild as Winter. (Anger; 
| : . [Eveunt Druſus and Regulus. 
Pet. O, are ye there? have at ye. Sure he's dead, 

It cannot be he dare out-live this Fortune: 

He muſt die, tis moſt neceſſary; Men expect it, 
And thought of life in him, goes beyond Coward. 
Forſake the Ficld fo baſely? fle upon't : 

So poorly to betray his Worth, ſo coldly 

To cut all credit from the Soldier? ſure ' 

If this Man mean to live, as I ſhould think it 
Beyond belief, he muſt retire where never 

The Name of Rome, the voice of Arms, or Honour 

Was known or heard of yet: he's certain dead, 

Or ſtrongly means it; he's no Soldier elſe, 

No Roman in him; all he has done, bur outſide, 

Fought either drunk or deſperate. Now he riſcs. 

How does Lord Penius? Pen. As ye ſee. | 
Pet. Tampgladon't, continue ſo geil The Lord General, 

The valiant General, great Sueronius —— 

Pen. No more of me is ſpoken, my Name's periſh'd. 
Pet. He that commanded Fortune and the Day 
By his own Valour and Diſcretion, 
When, as ſome ſay, Penius refuſed to come, 
Bur l believe em not, ſent me to ſee ye. 
Pen. Ve are welcome; and pray ſee me, ſee me well; 
Ve ſhall not ſee me long. 


Per. T hope ſo, Penins; the Gods defend. Sir— 


Pen.Sec ine, and underſtand me: This is he Let 
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Left to fill up your Triumph; he that baſely 
Whiſtled his Honour off to th* Wind, that coldly 
it, I Shrunk in his Politick Head, when Rome like Reaper 
Sweat Blood, and Spirit, for a glorious Harveſt, 
And bound it up, and brought it off: that Fool, 
That having Gold and Copper offer'd him, 
Refus'd the Wealth, and took the Waſte; that Soldier 
+? Wl That being courted by loud Fame and Fortune, 
;? Labour in one Hand, that propounds us Gods, 
And in the other, Glory that creates us, 
n. Let durſt doubt and be damned, 
rt Pet. It was an error. 
is Pen. A foul one, and a black one. 
r; Per, Yet the blackeſt may be waſht white again. 
b. Pen. Never. Pet. Your leave, Sir, 
And I beſeech ye note me, for I love ye, 
And bring all comfort: Are we Gods, 
Allied ro no Infirmities? are our Natures 
More than Mens Natures? When we lip a little 
Out of the way of Virtue, are we loft ? . 
Is there no Medicine called ſweet Mercy? 
Pen. None, Perillius; 
There is no Mercy in Mankind can reach me, 
Nor is it fit it ſnould; ] have fin'd beyond it. 
Pet. Forgiveneſs meets with all faults. 
Pen. Tis all faults, 
All fins I can commit, to be forgiven: 
'Tis loſs of whole Man in me, my Diſcretion 
To be ſo ftupid, to arrive at Pardon. 
Per. O but the Genera! 
Pen. He's a brave Gentleman, | 
A valiant, and a loving; and I dare fay 
He would, as far as Honour durſt direct him, 
Mako even with my Fault, but tis not honeſt, 
Nor in his power: Examples that may nouriſh 
Neglect and Diſobedience in whole Bodies, 
And totter the Eſtates and Faiths of Armies, 
Muſt not be plaid withal; nor out of pity 
Make a General forget his Duty; | | 
Vo I. IV. 9 : Nor 
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Nor dare I hope more from him than is worthy. 

Per. What would ye do? Pen. Dye. 

Pet. So would ſullen Children, 
Women that want their Wills, Slaves, Diſobedient, 
That fear the Law, die. Fie, great Captain you 

A Man to rule Men, to have thouſand lives 
Under your Regiment, and let your Paſſion 
| Betray your Reaſon? | bring you all forgiveneſs, 
The nobleſt kind Commends, your Place, your Honour, 

Pen. Prithee no more; tis fooliſh. Didſt not thou, 
By thou didſt, I over-heard thee, there, 

There where thou ſtand'ſt now, deliver me for Raſcal, 
Poor, dead, cold Coward, miſerable, wretched, 
If I out-liv'd this ruin? Per. 1? 
Pen. And thou didſt it nobly, 
Like a true Man, a Soldier, and I thank thee. 
I thank thee, good Petillius, thus I thank thee, 

Pet. Since ye are ſo juſtly made up, let me tell ye, 
Tis fit ye dye indeed. Pen. O how thou lov'ft me! 

Per. For ſay he had forgiven ye, ſay the Peoples whiſpers 
Were tame again, the time run out for wonder, 

W hat muſt your own Command think, from whoſe Swords 
Ye have taken off the edges, fiom whoſe Valours 
The Due and Recompence of Arms; nay, made it doubtful 
Whether they knew Obedience? mult not theſe kill je: 
Say they are won to pardon ye, by meer miracle 
Brought to forgive ye; what old valiant Soldier, 
What Man that loves to fight, and fight for Rome, 
Will ever follow you more? Dare ye know theſe ventures! 
If ſo, I bring ye comfort; dare ye take it? 

Pen. No, no, Petillius, no. 

Per. If your Mind ſerve ye, 

Ye may live ſtill, but how? yet pardon me, N 
You may out- wear all too, but when? and certain 
There is a Mercy for each fault, if tamely 

A Man will take't upon conditions. | 

Pen No, by no means: I am only thinking now, 81 
(For I am reſolved to go) of a molt baſe death, 
Fiting the baſeneſs of my Fault. I'll hang. 


Pet, 
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pet. Ve ſhall not; y'are a Gentleman I honour, 
would elſe flatter ye, and force ye live, 
Which is far baſer. Hanging? *tis a Dog's Death, 
An end for Slaves. Pen. The fitter for my Baſeneſs. 
Pet. Beſides, the Man that's hang'd, preaches his end, 
And fits a Sign for all the World to Bape at. 
Pen. That's true: I'll rake a fitter; Poiſon. 
Pet. No, tis equal ill; the death of Rats and Women, 
Lovers, and lazy Boys, that fear Correction; 
Die like a Man. Pen. Why my Sword then. 
Pet. Ay, if your Sword be ſharp, Sir, 
here's nothing under Heav'n thar's like your Sword; 
Tour Sword'sa Death indeed. Pen. It ſhall be ſharp, Sir. 
Per. Why Mithridates was an arrant Als 
To dye by Poiſon, if all Boſphorus 
ould lend him Swords: your Sword muſt do the deed: 
Tis ſhame to dye choak'd, fame to dye and bleed. 
Pen. Thou haſt confirm'd me; and, my good Petillius, 
en Nell me no more may live. 
Pet. Twas my Commiſſion ; 
s Hut now I ſee ye in a nobler way, 
\ way to make all even. Pen. Farewel, Captain: 
ful Ne a good Man, and fight well; be obedient; 
e? Wommand thy ſelf, and then thy Men. W hy ſhakeſt thou? 
Fer. ] do not, Sir. Pen. I would thou hadſt, Petillins : 
would find ſomething to forſake the World with 
Vorthy the Man that dies: a kind of Earth- quake 
hrough all ſtern Valours but mine own. _ 
Fer. I feel now a kind of trembling in me. 
Pen. Keep it ſtill, as thou lov'ſt Virtue, keepit. 
Fer. And brave Captain, the great and honoured Pemus. 
Pen. That again: O how itheightens mel again, Perillius. 
Pet, Moſt excellent Comer: | 
ken. Thoſe were mine, mine, only mine. 
Fer. They are ſtill. Pen. Then to keep em 
ir, er ever falling more, have at ye, Heavens, 
e eyerlaſting Powers, I am yours: The work's done, 
[ Kills himſelf. 
1. Nat neither Fire, nor A ge, nor melting Envy 
lever conquer. Carry my laſt Words : 


Qqz 


To 
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To the great General: kiſs his Hands, and ſay, W 
My Soul I give to Heav'n, my Fault to Juſtice To 
Which I have done upon my ſelf; my Virtue, W 
If ever there was any in poor Penius, Buy 
Made more, and happier, light on him. I faint, ] 
And where there is a Foe, 1 wiſh him Fortune. Go 
I die: lye lightly on my Aſhes, 2 Earth. Ani 
Pet. And on my Sin. Farewel, great Penius. For 

WE Nee [ Notſe within Th 

The Soldier is in fury; now I am glad P11 
"Tis done before he comes. This way for me, Thi 
The way of toil; for thee, the way of Honour. [Exir.M T> 
Euter Druſus and Regulus with Soldiers. The 

Sold. Kill him, kill him, kill him. | Th. 


Dru. What will ye do? 

Reg. Good Soldiers, honeſt Soldiers. 

Sold. Kill him, kill him, kill him. 

Dru. Kill vs firſt, we command too. 

Reg. Valiant Soldiers, 

Conſider but whoſe life ye ſeek. O Druſus, 

Bid him be gone, he dies elſe. Shall Rome ſay, 

Ye moſt approved Soldiers, her dear Children 
Devoured the Fathers of the 4, ooh ſhall Rage 
And ſtubborn Fury guide thoſe Swords to fl:iughter, . 
To ſlaughter of their own, to Civil Ruin? 

Dru. O let 'em in; all's done, all's ended, Regulus, 
Penius has found his laſt Eclipſe. Come, Soldiers, 
Come, and behold your Miſeries; come bravely, 
Full of your mutinous and bloody Angers, 

And here beſtow your Darts. O only Roman, 

O Father of the Wars. 

Reg. Why ſtand ye ſtupid? 

Where be your killing Furies? whoſe Sword now 


Shall firſt be ſheath'd in Penius? Do ye weep? We 
Howl out, ye Wretches, ye have cauſe; howl ever. 7 
Who ſhall now lead ye fortunate? whoſe Valour But 
Preſerve ye to the Glory of your Country? 91 


Who ſhall march out before ye, coy'd and courted Yen 
By all the Miſtreſſes of War, Care, Counſel, _ , By 
Quick-cy'd Experience, and Victory twin'd to or Ml Vit 


thin, 


it, 
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Who ſhall beget ye deeds beyond inheritance 
To ſpeak your Names, and keep your Honours living, 
When Children fail, and Time that takes all with hun, 
Build Houſes for ye to Oblivion? | 

Drs. O ye poor deſperate Fools: no more now, Soldiers; 
Go home, and hang your Arms up; let Ruſt rot 'em; 
And humble your ſtern Valours to ſoft Prayers; 
For ye have ſunk the Frame of all your Virtues; 
The Sun that warm'd your Bloods 1s ſet for ever; 
Vil kiſs thy honour'd Cheek. Farcwel, great Penis, 
Thou Thunder-bolt, farewel. Take up the Body: 
To Morrow Morning to the Camp convey it, 
There to receive due Ceremonies. That Eye 
That blinds himſelf with weeping, gets moſt glory. 

[Exennt with a dead March. 


S E. IY, 


Enter Suetonius, Junius, Decius, Demetrius, Curius, and 
Soldiers : Bonduca, ro Daughters, and Nennius above. 
Drum and Colours. 
duet. Bring up the Catapults and ſhake the Wall, 

We will not be out-brav'd thus. 

Nen. Shake the Earth, | 

Ye cannot ſhake our Souls. Bring up your Rams, 

And with their armed Heads, make the Fort totter; 

Ye do bur rock us into Death. Exit Nen, 
Jun. See, Sir, 

dee the Icenian Queen in all her Glory 

From the ſtrong Battlements proudly appearing, 

As if ſhe meant to give us laſhes. Dec. Yield, Queen. 
Bond. T am unacquainted with that Language, Roman. 
Ser. Yield, honour'd Lady, and expect our Mercy, 

Exit Decius. 

We love thy nobleneſs. 

Bond. I thank ye, ye ſay well; 

But Mercy and Love are fins in Rome and Hell. 
duet. Ve cannot (cape our ſtrength, ye muſt yield, Lady, 

Ye muſt adore and fear the Power of Rome. | 
Bond. If Rowe be earthly, why ſhould any Knee 

With bending Adoration worſhip her? 85 

2 3 She's 
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She's vitious; and your partial ſelves confeſs, 
Aſpires the height of all Impiety | 
Therefore tis fitter I ſhould reverence 

The thatched Houſes where the Britains dwell 
In carcleſs Mirth, where the bleſt Houſhold Gods 
See nought but chaſte and ſimple Purity. 
*Tis not high Power that makes a Place Divine, 
Nor that the Men from Gods derive their Line; 
But ſacred Thoughts in holy Boſoms ſtor d, 
Make People noble, and the Place ador d. 

Suer. Beat the Wall deeper. (Thought, 

Bond. Beat it to the Center, we will not fink one 

Suet. I'll make ye. Bond. No. (gently 

2 Daugb. O Mother, theſe are fearful Hours: Speak 

Enter Petillius. 
To theſe fierce Men, they will afford ye Pity. 

Bond. Pity? Thou fearful Girl; 'tis for thoſe W retches 
That Miſery makes tame. Wouldſt thou live leſs? 
Waſt not thou born a Princeſs ? Can my Blood, 

And thy brave Father's Spirit, ſuffer in thee 

So baſe a ſeparation from thy ſelf, 

As mercy from theſe Tyrants? Thou lov'ſt Luſt ſure, 
And long'ſt to proſtitute thy Youth and Beauty 
To common Slaves for Bread. Say they had mercy ; 
The Devil a relenting Conſcience: 

The lives of Kings reſt in their Diadems, 

Which to their Bodies lively Souls do give, 

And ceaſing to be Kings, they ceaſe to live. 

Show ſuch another fear, and- — | 

Ill fling thee to their Fury. Suet. He is dead then? 

Pet. | think ſo certainly; yet all my means, Sir, 
Even to the hazard of my Life 

Set, No more: We muſt not ſeem to mourn here. 

Enter Decius. * 

Dec There's aBreach made, is it your will we charge, Sit! 

Suet. Once more Mercy, Mercy to all that yield. 

Bond. | ſcorn to anſwer; 

Speak to him Girl, and hear thy Siſter. 

1 Daugh. Gen ral, 


Hear me, and mark me well, and look upon me 
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Directly in my Face, my Woman's Face, 
Whoſe only Beauty is the hate ir bears ye; 
dee with thy narroweſt Eyes, thy ſharpeſt Wiſhes, 
Into my Soul, and fee what there inhabits; } 
See if one Fear, one ſhadow of a Terror, 1 
One Paleneſs dare appear but from my Anger, 1 
Tolay hold on your Mercies. No, ye Fools, | 
Poor Fortune's Fools, we were not born for Triumphs, 1 
To follow your gay Sports, and fill your Slaves | 
With Hoots and Acclamations. Per. Brave behaviour. 
1 Daugh. The Children of as great as Rome, as Noble, 
one Our Names before her, and our Deeds her Envy; | 
Ny WMuſt we gild o'er your Conqueſt, make your State, 1 
ea WT hat is not fairly ſtrong, but fortunate ? 
No, no, ye Romans, we have ways to {cape ye, nl 
To make ye poor again, indeed our Priſoners, 1 
hes And tick our Triumphs full. 
Per. Sdeath, I ſhall love her. 
1 Davgh, To torture ye with ſuffering, like our Slaves; 
To make ye curſe our Patience, wiſh the World 
Were loſt again, to win us only, and eſteem 
| The end of all Ambitions. 
Bond. Do ye wonder? 
We'll make our Monuments in ſpite of Fortune, 
In ſpite of all your Eagles wings: We'll work 
A pitch above ye; and from our height we'll ſtoop | 
As fearleſs of your bloody Soars, and Fortunate, 
As if we prey'd on heartleſs Doves. ! 
527. Strange ſtiffneſs. : A | 
Decins, go charge the Breach. [Exit Decius. 42 
Bind. Charge it home, Roman, 27 
We ſhall deceive thee elſe. Where's Nennius? . 
+ 318-23 Enter Nennius. 
7 Nen. They have made a mighty Breach. 
; Bond. Scick in thy Body, 
And make it good but ha'f an Hour. 
Nen. I'll do it. 1 Daugb. And then be ſure to die. | T1 
eu. It ſhall go hard elſe. | 
Bond. Farewel wich all my Heart, we ſhall meet yonder, —_— 
\Vhere few of theſe muſt come. 
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Nen. Gods take thee, Lady. [Exit Nennius, 
Bon. Bring up the Swords, and Poiſon. 
Enter one with Swords, and a great Cup. 
2 Daugh. O my Fortune ! Bond. How, how, yeW hore? 
2 Daugh. Good Mother, nothing ro offend ye. 
Bond. Here, Wench : Behold us, Romans. 
Ser. Mercy yet. Bond. No talking: 
Puff, there goes all your Pity. Come, ſhort Prayers, 
And let's diſpatch the Buſineſs; you begin, 
Shrink not, 111 fee ye do't. | 
2 Daugh. O gentle Mother, 
O Romans, O my Heart; I dare not. 
Suet. Woman, Woman, unnatural Woman. 
2 Daugh. O perſwade her, Romans : 
Alas, I am young, and would live. Noble Mother, 
Can ye kill that ye gave Life? Are my Years 
Fit for Deſtruction ? 
Set. Yield, and be a Queen ſtill, 
A Mother and a Friend. | 
Bond. Ve talk; come, hold it, and put it home. 
1 Daugh, Fie, Siſter, fie, what would you live to be? 
Bond. A Whore ſtill. 2 Daugh. Mercy. 
Suet. Hear her, thou wretched Woman. 
2 Daugh. Mercy, Mother. 
O whither will you ſend me? I was once 
Your Darling, your Delight. 
Bond. O Gods, Fear in my Family? Do it, and nobly. 
2 Daugb. O do not frowh then. 
I Daugh. Do it, worthy Siſter; 
. *T1s nothing, tis a Pleaſure; we'll go with ye. 
2 Dangh. Oh if I knew but whither. 
1 Daugh, To the bleſſed, where we ſhall meet ou! 
Suet, Woman. Bond. Talk not. (Father. 
I Daugh. Where nothing but true Joy is. (cloſets the. 
Bond. That's a good Wench,mineown ſweet Girlz putit 
2 Daugh. Oh comfort me till for Heav'ns ſake. 
I Daugh. Where eternal 
Our Youths are, and our Beauties; where no Wars come, 
Nor luftful Slaves to raviſh us. 


2 Daugb. That ſteels me; a long farewel to n | 
: ond. 
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Bond. Good, I'll help thee. 
1 Daugh. The next is mine. 
Shew me a Roman Lady in all your Stories, 
Dare do this for her Honour they are Cowards, 
Eat Coals like compell'd Cats: Your great; Saint, Lucrece, 
Dy'd not for Honour; Tarquin topt her well, 4 
And mad ſhe could not hold him, bled. 
Pet. By 
lam in Love, I would give an hundred Pound now 
But to lie with this Woman's Behaviour. Oh the Devil. 
1 Daugb. Ye ſhall ſee me Example: All your Rome, 
If were proud and loy'd Ambition; 
If I were Luſtful, all your ways of Pleaſure; 
It I were greedy, all the Wealth ye Conquer 
Bond. Make haſte. | 
1 Daugh. I will. Could not intice to live 
But two ſhort hours this Frailty. Would ye learn 
How to die bravely, Romans, to fling off 
This caſe of Fleſh, loſe all your cares for ever? 
Live as we have done, well, and fear the Gods, 
Hunt Honour, and not Nations with your Swords, 
Keek your Minds humble, your Devotions high; 
So ſhall ye learn the nobleſt part, to die. Die g. 
Bond. I come, Wench; to ye all Fates Hangmen, you 
That eaſe the aged Deſtinies, and cut 
The threads of Kingdoms, as they draw em,; here, 
Here's the draught would ask no lefs than Ceſar 
To pledge it for rhe glories ſake. 
cur. Great Lady. Ser. Make up your own Conditions. 
Bond. So we will. Ster. Stay. Dem. Stay. 
duet. Be anything. Bond. A Saint, Swetonins, 
When thou thalt fear, and die like a Slave. Ye Fools, 
Ye ſhould have tied up Death firſt, when ye conquer'd 


Ye ſweat for us in vain elſe: Sec him here, My I'S 


A 


* 


He's ours ſtill, and our Friend; laughs at your Pities; 
And we command him with as cafie Reins | 
As do our Enemies. I feel the Poiſon. 

Poor vanquiſh'd Romans, with what matchleſs Tortures 
Could 1 now Rack ye? Butl pity ye, | 
Deſirng to die quiet: Nay, ſo much =, 


11 
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I hate to proſecute my Victory, 
That I will give ye Counſel cer I die. 8 
If you will keep your Laws and Empire whole, 
Place in your Romans Fleſh a Britain Soul. [ Dies, 
Enter Decius. 
duet. Deſperate and ſtrange. 430 
Dec. Tis won, Sir, andthe Britains all put to th' Sword. 
Suet. Give her fair Funeral; | 
She was truly noble, and a Queen, 
3 Take it, | 
A Love-mange grown upon me? What, a Spirit? 
n. 1 am glad of this, I have found ye. 
Per. In my Belly, O how it tumbles? 
Jun. Ye good Gods, I thank ye. [ Exennt, 


AC v. SCENE L 


Enter Caratach upon a Rock, and Hengo by him Sleeping. 


Car. "Fn we afflicted Britains climb for ſafeties, 
And to avoid our Dangers, ſeek Deſtructions; 

Thus we awake to Sorrows. O thou Woman, 
Thou Agent for Adverſities, what Curſes 
This day belong to thy Improvidence? 
To Britain by thy means, what ſad Millions 
Of Widows weeping Eyes? The ſtrong Man's Valour 
Thou halt betray'd to Fury, the Child's Fortune 
To fear, and want of Friends; whoſe Pietics 
Might wipe his Mournings off, and build his Sorrows 
A Houle of reſt by his hleſt Anceſtors : 
The Virgins thou haſt rob'd of all their Wiſhes, 
Blaſted their blowing Hopes, turn'd their Songs, 
Their mirthful Marriage- ſongs to Funerals, 
The Land thou haſt left a Wilderneſs of Wretches, 
The Boy begins to ſtir ; thy ſafety made, 
Would my Soul were in Heav'n. 

Hengo. O noble Uncle, 


Look out, I Dream'd we were betray'd. up 
| [A ſoft dead March 1 
£ 


oft 
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Car. No harm, Boy; 
'Tis but thy emptineſs that breeds theſe Fancies: 
Thou ſhalt have Meat anon. 
Hengo. Alittle, Uncle, 
And 1 ſhall hold out bravely. What are thoſe? 
Look, Uncle, look, thoſe multitudes that march there? 
They come upon us ſtealing by. 
Car. | ſce em; and prethee be not fearful. 
Hengo. Now ye hate me, would I were Dead. 
Car. Thou know'ſt I love thee dearly. 
Hengo. Did | &erthrink yet, Uncle? Were Ia Man now, 
| ſhould be angry with ye. 
Enter Druſus, Regulus, and Soldiers, with Penius's 
Herſe, Drums and Colours. 
Car. My ſweet Chicken, 
Sec, they have reach'd us, and as it ſeems they bear 
Some Soldier's Body, by their ſolemn Geſtures, 
And fad Solemnities z it well appears too 
To be of Eminence. Moſt worthy Soldiers, 
Let me intreat your Knowlege to inform me 
What noble Body that is which you bear 
With ſuch a ſad and ceremonious Grief, | 
As if ye meant to woo the World and Nature 
To be in love with Death? Moſt honourable 
Excellent Romans, by yourancient Valours, 
As ye love Fame, reſolve me. 
Sold. Tis the Body 
Of the great Captain Penius, by himſelf 
Made cold and ſpiritleſs. 


Car. O ſtay, ye Romans, * * 


By che Religion which you owe thoſe Gods 
Thit lead ye on to Victories, by thoſe Glories 
Which made even Pride a Virtue in ye. 

Dru. Stay: What's thy Will, Caratach? 

Car. Set down the Body, 
The Body of the nobleſt of all Romans, 
As ye expect an Offering at your Graves 
From your friends Sorrows, ſer it down a while, 
That with your Griefs an Enemy may mingle; 
A noble Enemy that loves a Soldier, 


ä 
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And lend a tear to Virtue; even your Foes, 


Your wild Foes, as you call'd us, are yet ſtor'd 
With fair Aﬀections, our Hearts freſh, our Spirits, 
Though ſometime ſtubborn, yet when Virtue dies, 
Soft and relentingas a-Virgin's Prayers, 
Oh ſet it down. Dru. Set down the Body, Soldiers. 

Car. Thou hallowed Relick, thou rich Diamond 
Cut with thine own Duſt; thou for whoſe wide Fame 
The World appears too narrow, Mans all Thoughts, 
Had they all Tongues, too ſilent; thus I bow 
To thy moſt honour'd Aſhes: Though an Enemy, 
Yet Friend to all thy Worth, Sleep peaceably; 
Happineſs crown thy Soul, and in thy Earth 
Some Lawrel fix his ſeat, there grow and flouriſh, 
And make thy Grave an how's wk Triumph. 
Farewel all glorious Wars, now thou art gone, 
And honeft Arms adieu: All noble Battels, 
Maintain'd in thirſt of Honour, not of Blood, 
Farewel for ever. 

Hengo. Was this Roman, Uncle, ſo good a Man? 

Car. Thou never knew'ſt thy Father. 

Hengo. He dy'd before I was born. 

Car. This worthy Roman | 
Woas ſuch another piece of endleſs Honour, 


Such a brave Soul dwelt in him; their Proportions 


And Faces were not much unlike, Boy. Excellent Nature, 
See how it works into his Eyes, mine own Boy. 
Hengo. The multitudes of theſe Men, and their Fortunes, 


Could never make me fear yet; one Mans Goodneſs — 


Car. O now thou pleaſeſt me, weep ſtill, my Child, 
As if thou ſaw'ſt me Dead; with ſuch a flux 
Or flood of Sorrow; ſtill thou pleaſeſt me. 
And worthy Soldiers, pray receive theſe Pledges, 
Theſe hatchments of our Griefs, and grace us ſo much 
To place 'em on his Hearſe. Now if ye pleaſe, 


Bear off the noble Burden; raiſe his Pile 
High as Olympus, make Heav'n to wonder 


To ſee a Star upon Earth out-ſhining theirs. 
And ever loved, ever living be 
Thy honouz?1 and moſt ſacred Memory. 


— 
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Dru. Thou haſt done honeſtly, good Caratach, 
And when thou dieſt, a thouſand virtuous Romans 
Shall fing thy Soul to Heav'n. Now march on, Soldiers. 
© [ Exennt. A dead Mareb. 
Car. Now dry thine Eyes, my Boy. 
Hengo. Are they all gone ? 
I could have wept this hour yet. 
Car, Come, take cheer, 
And raiſe thy Spirit, Child; if but this day 
Thou canſt bear out thy faintneſs, the Night coming 
FI! faſhion our eſcape. 
Hengo. Pray fear not me; indeed I am very hearty. 
Car, Be ſo ſtill; 
His Miſchiefs leſſen, that controuls his ill. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE I. 


Euter Petillius. 

Pet. What dol ail, i'th* name of Heav'n ? I did but ſee her, 
And ſee her Die, ſhe ſtinks by this time ſtrongly, 
Abominably ſtinks: She was a Woman, 

A thing I never car'd for, but to die ſo, - 

So confidently, bravely, ſtrongly ; Oh the Devil, 
have the Bots; by——ſhe ſcorn'd us ſtrangely, 
All we could do, or durſt do; threatned us 

With ſuch a noble Anger, and ſo governed 
With ſuch a fiery Spirit ; the plain bots; 
A---upon the bots, the Love-bots; hang me, 
Hang me even out o'th* way, directly hang me. 
Oh penny Pipers, and moſt painful Penners 

Of bountiful new Ballads, what a ſubject, 
What a ſweer ſubject far your ſilver ſounds, 

Is crept upon ye: 


Enter Junius, | 
Fun. Here is he, have at him. A [ Sings. 
She ſet the Sword unto ber Breaſt, 
Great pity it was to ſee, 
That three drops of her Life-warm Blood, 
Run trickling down ber Knee. 
Art thou there, bonny Boy? And i*faith how doſt thou? 


Pet, Well, gramercy, how doſt thou? Nas found me, 


Scented - 


it 
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pi 
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Scented me out; the Shame the Devil ow'd me, 
Has kept his Day with. And what News, Junius? 
Jun. Ir was an old Tale ten thouſand times told, 
Of a young Lady was turn'd into Mould, 

Her Life it was lovely, her Death it was bold. 

Pet. A cruel Rogue, now h'as drawn, purſue it on me, 
He hunts me like a Devil. No more ſinging (Boy. 
Thou haſt got a Cold: Come, let's go drink ſome Sack, 

Jun. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Pet. Why doſt thou laugh? 

What Mares Neſt haſt thou found? 

Jun. Ha, ha, ha. 5 
I cannot laugh alone : Decius, Demerrius, 

Curius, oh my Sides, ha, ha, hy, 
The ſtrangeſt Jeſt. Per. Prethee no more. 

Fun. The admirableſt fooling, 

Pet. Thou art the prettieſt Fellow. Jun. Sirs. 

Pet. Why Junius, prethee away, ſweet Junius. 

Jun. Let me ſing then. 

Pet. Whoa, here's a ſtir now: Sing a Song o'ſix Pence 
By (if) prethee; — on't, Junius. 

Fun, 1 muſt either ſing, or laugh. 

Pet, And what's your Reaſon ? | 

Fun. What's that to you? Per. And I muſt whiſtle; 

Fun. Do ſo. Oh, I hear 'em coming. 

Pet. I have a little Buſineſs. 

Jun. Thouſhalrt not go, belieycit ; what a Gentleman 
Of thy ſweet Converſation? 
Pet. Captain Junius, 
Sweet Captain, let me go with all Celerity; 
Things are not always one, and do not queſtion, 
Nor jeer, nor gybe: None of your doleful Ditties, 
Nor your ſweet Converſation; you will find then 
I may be anger d. 

Jun. By no means, Perillius; 

Anger a Man that never knew Paſſion? 
Tis moſt impoſſible: A noble Captain, 
A wiſe and generous Gentleman? 
Pet. Tom Puppy, 

Leave this wah, go abuſe me: I have found ye 


But 
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But for your Mother's ſake I will forgive ye. 
Your ſubtil Underſtanding may diſcover, 
As you think, ſome trim toy to make you merry; 
Some Straw to tickle ye, but do not truſt to't; 
Ware a young Man, and may do well; be ſober, 
Carry your ſelf diſcreetly, 
Enter Decius, Demetrius, and Curius. 

Jun. Ves forſooth. | (merry; 

Dem. How does the brave Petillius? Jun. Monſtrous 
We two were talking what a kind of thing 
| was when I was in Love; what a ſtrange Monſter * 
For little Boys and Girls to wonder at; 

How like a Fool I lookt. 

Dec. So they do all, 

Like great dull ſlavering Fco's. Jun. Petillius ſaw too. 

Pet, No more of this, *tis ſcurvy ; Peace, 

Jun. How naſtily, | 
Indeed, how beaſtly all I did became me? 

How I forgot to blow my Noſe ? there he ſtands, 
An honeſt, and a wiſe Man; if himſelf 
(dare avouch it boldly, for I know it) 
Should find himſelf in Love—— Per. I am angry. 

Jun. Surely his wiſe (elf would hang his beaſtly (elf, 
His underſtanding- elf, ſo mawl his Aſs- ſelf 

Dec. He's bound to do it; for he knows the Follies, 
The Poverties, and Baſeneſs that belongs to't, 

Ha's read upon the Reformations long. 

Per. He has ſo. Jun. *Tis true, and he muſt do't- 
Nor is fit indeed any ſuch Coward 

Pet. You'll leave prating. 

Jun. Should dare come near the Regiments, eſpecially 
Thoſe curious Puppies (for believe there are ſuch) 
That only love Behaviours: Thoſe are Dog-W helps, 
Dwindle away, becauſe a Woman dies well; 

Commit with Paſſions only; fornicate 
With the free Spirit meerly : You, Perillius, 
For you have long obſerv'd the World. 

Pet. Doſt thou hear? | 

Il beat thee damnably within theſe three Hours : 


Jo pray z may be I'll kill thee; farewel Jack;Daws[Ex. 


Dec. 
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Dec. What a ſtrange thing he's grown ? 
Jun. I am glad he is fo, 
And ſtranger he ſhall be before I leave him. 
cur. Is t poſſible her meer Death Jun. I obſery't 
And found him ta ken, infinitely taken (him, 
With her Bravery ; I have follow'd him, 
And ſeen him kiſs his Sword ſince, court his Scabbard, 
Call dying, dainty Deer; her brave Mind, Miſtreſs; 
Caſting a thouſand ways, to give thofe Forms, 
That he might lye with em, and get old Armours : 
He had got me o'th*Hip once: It ſhall go hard, Friend, 
Bur he ſhall find his own Coin. - Enter Mace, 
Dec. How now, Macer? Is Judas yet come in? 
= | Enter Judas. 
Mac. Ves, and has loſt moſt of his Men too. Here he 
' Cur. What News? II (is, 
Jud. I have lodg'd him; rouze him he that dare, 
Dem, Where, eat? (him, 
Jud. On a fieep Rock i' th Woods, the Boy too with 
And there he ſwears he will keep his Chriftmaſs, Gentle- 
But he will come away with full Conditions, (men, 
Bravely, and like a Britain: He paid part of us. 
Yet I think we fought bravely : for mine own part, 
I was four ſeveral times at half Sword with him, 
Twice ftood his Parti zan; but the plain Truth is, 
He's a meer Devil, and no Man; i'th*end he ſwing'dus 
And ſwing'd us ſoundly too; he fights by Witchcraft, 
Yet far all that I faw him lodg'd. ; 
4 22 Take more —_ > BUY . 
nd {cout him round. acer, marc . 
What Victuals has he? 1 
Jud. Not a Piece of Bisket, 
Not ſo much as will ſtop a Tooth, nor Water 
More than they make themſelves: They lye 
Juſt like a Brace of Bear- Whelps, cloſe, and crafty, 
Sucking their Fingers for their Food. 
Dec. Cut off then * 
All Hope of that way; take ſufficient Forces. 1 
Fun: But uſe no foul Play, on your Lives : that Man 
That does him Miſchief by Deceit, III kill him. 1 
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Macer. He ſhall have fair play, he deſerves it. 
Jud. Hark ye, | 
What ſhould I do there then? You are brave Captains, 

Moſt valiant Men; go up your ſelves; uſe Virtue, 
See what will come on't; pray the Gentleman 
To come down, and be taken. Yeall know him, 
I think ye have felt him too: There ye ſhall find him, 
His Sword by his fide, Plums of a Pound Weightby him, 
Will make your Chopsake : You'll find ita more Labour 
To win him living, than climbing of a Crows-Neſt. 
Dec. Away, and compaſs him ; we ſhall come up 
am ſure within theſe two Hours. Watch him cloſe. 
Macer. He ſhall flee through the Air, if he eſcape us, 
| [4 ſad Noiſe within. 
Jun. What's this loud Lamentation ? 
Macer, The dead Body 
Of the great Penius is new come to the Camp, Sir. 
Dem. Dead! Macer. By himſelf, they ſay. 
Jun. I fear'd that Fortune. 
Cur, Peace guide him up to Heav'n, | 
Jun. Away good Macer. [Exeunt Macer and Judas, 
Enter Suetonius, Druſus, Regulus, and Petillius. 
Suet. If thou be'ſt guilty, 
Some ſullen Plague = hat*ſt moſt light upon thee: 
| The Regiment return on Funins, 
5 He well deſerves it. Per. So. 
? Set. Draw out three Companies, 
Yours Decius, Junius, and thou Petillins, 
And make up inſtantly to Caratach, 
He's in the Wood before ye; we ſhall follow 
After due Ceremony done to the dead, 
The noble dead: Come let's go burn the Body. 
Exeunt all but Petillius. 
Per. The Regiment given from me; diſgrac'd openly, 
In love too with a Trifle to abuſe me? Ba 
A merry World, a fine World; ſery'd ſeven Years 
To be an Afs o'both ſides, ſweet Petillius, (wile, Sir, 
You have brought your Hogs to a fine Market: Youare 
Your Rs. Brain-Pan full of Crotchets 
„un Underſtanding Gentleman; your Proje 
; Vor. IV. Rr | | 
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Caſt with aſſurance ever: Wouldſt not thou now 
Be bang'd about the Pate, Petillius? 
A nſwer to that, ſweet Soldier; ſurely, ſurely, 
I think ye would; pull'd by the Noſe, kick'd ; hang thee, 
Thou art the arrant'ſt Raſcal: Truſt thy Wiſdom 
Wich any thing of Weight; the Wind with Feathen 
Out ye blind Puppy; you command? You govern? 
Dig tor a Groat a Day, or ſerve a Swine-herd; 
Too noble for thy Nature too. I muſt up; 
But what J thall do there, let time diſcover. [ Eri. 
1 C 
Enter Macer and Judas, with Meat and a Bottle. 
Mac. Hang it o'th' fide o'th' Rock, as tho' the Byitaiu 
Stole hither to relieve him; who firſt ventures 
To fetch it off, is ours. I cannot ſee him. 
Fad. He lies cloſe in a Hole above, I know it, 
Gnawing upon his Anger: Ha? no 'tis not he. 
Macer. * Tis but the ſhaking of the Boughs. 
Jud. Shake 'em, | 
I am ſure they ſhake me ſoundly. There. 

Macer. Tis nothing. | | 
7rd. Make no Noiſe; if he ſtir, a deadly Tempeſt 
Of huge Stones fall upon us: tis done: away, cloſe, [Exe. 

7 Enter Caratach. | 
Car. Sleep ſtill, ſſeep ſweetly Child, tis all thou feed'ſt on 
No gentle Britain ncar; no valiant Charity (fick, 
To bring thee Food? Poor Knave, thou art ſick, extream 
' Almoſt grown wild for Meat; and yet thy Goodnels 
Will not confels, nor ſhew it. All the Woods 
Are double lin'd with Soldiers; no way left us 
To make a noble fcape : I'll fit down by thee, 
And when thou wak'ſt, either ger Meat to fave thee, 
Or loſe my Life i th Purchaſe, good Gods comfort thee- 
Enter Junius, Decius, Petillius, and Guide. 
Guide. Ve are not far off now, dirt. 
Jun. Draw the Companis (llc. 
The cloſeſt way through the Woods; we'll keep on this 
Guide. | will, Sir; half a furlong more you'll come 
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You'll be diſcover' d elſe: I'll lodge your Companies 
In the wild Vines beyond ye. Dec. Do ye mark him? 

Jun. Les, and am very ſorry for him. Per. Junius, 
Pray let me ſpeak two Words with you. 

n. Walk afore, I'll overtake ye ſtraight. 
Dec, I will. Fun. Now, Captain. [Exit Dec. 
Per. You have oft told me, you have lov'd me, Junius. 
Jun. Moſt ſure I told you Truth then. | 
Pet. And that Love | 

Should not deny me any honeſt thing 
Jun. It ſhall not. Pez. Dare ye ſwear it? 
| have forgot all Paſſages between us 
That have been ill, forgiven too, forgot you. 
Jun. What would this Man have? By do, Sir, 
So it be fit to grant ye. Pet. Tis moſt honeſt. 
Jun. Why, then PFLI do it. 
Pet. Kill me. Fun. How? 
Per. Pray kill me. Fun. Kill ye? 5 
Pet, Ay, kill me quickly, ſuddenly, now kill me. 
Jun. On what Reaſon? ye amaze me. 
Pet. If you do love me, kill me, ask me not why: 


2 


Exit, 


ai 


I would be killed, and by you. 
te. Jun. Mercy on me, what ails this Man? Petillius! 
; Pet, Pray ye diſpatch me, 
ad Ye are not ſafe whilſt I live: I am dangerous, 
ck, Troubled extreamly, even to Miſchief, Junius, 


An Enemy to all good Men: Fear not, tis Juſtice; 
I ſhall kill you elle 
Jun. Tell me but the Cauſe, and I will do it. 
Fer, 1 am diſgrac'd, my Service 
Slighted, and unrewarded by the General; 
My Hopes left wild and naked; beſides theſe, 


5 I am grown ridiculous, an Ass, a Folly 

dare not truſt my ſelf with; prithee kill me. 
F Fun, All theſe may be redeem'd as eaſily 
1. As you would heal your Finger. Per. Nay 
his Jun. Stay, 1'I1 do it, 


K You ſhall not need your Anger: But firſt, Perillius, 
You ſhall unarm your ſelf ; I dare not truſt 
ut A Man fo bent to Miſchief. IS 

| Rr 2 Pet. 
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Pet. There's my Sword, and do it handſomly. 

Jun. Yes, I will kill ye, 

Believe that certain; but firſt VII lay before ye 
The moſt extreme Fool ye have plaid in this, 
The Honour purpos'd for ye, the great Honour 
The General intended ye. Per. How? 

Jun. And then I'll kill ye, | 

Becauſe ye ſhall die miſerable. Know, Sir, 
The Regiment was given me, bur till time 
Call'd ye to do fome worthy deed, might ſtop 
The Peoples ill thoughts of ye, for Lord Penius, 
I mean his Death. How ſoon this time's come to ye, 
And haſted by Sueronius? Go, ſays he, 
Junius and Decius, and go thou Petillius, 
Diſtinctly, thou Perillius, and draw up, 
To take ſtout caretach; there's the deed purpos'd, 
A deed to take off all faults, of al Natures: 
And thou Petillius; mark it, there's the Honour, 
And that done, all made even. Pet. Stay. 
Fun No, T1 kill ye. 
He knew thee abſolute, and ful' in Soldier, 
Daring beyond all Dangers, f. und thee out | 
According to the bdldnel+ of thy Sari, 
A Subject, ſuch a Subject. 

Pet. Hark ye, 73945, I will live now. 

Jun. By no means, Wood thy Worth, 
Held thee by the Chin uo, as thouſunk'it, and ſhew'dthee 
How Honour held her rms out: Come, make ready, 
Since ye will die an Aſs. Fer Thou wilt not kill me! 

Fan, By----but 1 will, Sir: I'll have no Man dangeros 
Live to deſtroy me afterward. Beſides, you have gottes 
Honour enough, let young Men riſe now. Nay, 
Ido perceive too be the General, which is 
One main cauſe ye ſhall die, howe'er he carry it, 0 
Such a ſtrong doting on ye, that I fear 
You ſhall command in chief: how are we paid then? 

Come, if you will pray, diſpatch it. ; 1 

Pet. Is there no way? Jun. Not any way to live. 

Fet. I will do any thing, 


Redeem melt at any Price; good Junius 5 08! Let M 
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Let me but die upon the Rock, but offer 

My Life up like a Soldier. | 
Jun. You will ſeek then to out- do every Man. 1 

Pet. Believe it, Junius, 

You ſhall go ſtroke by ſtroke with me. 
Jun. You'll leave off too, 

As you are noble, and a Soldier, 

For ever theſe mad fancies. | 
Pet. Dare ye truſt me? By all that's good and honeſt. | 
Fun. There's your Sword then, | 

And now comeonancw Man: Virtue guide thee. [| Exe. 

Enter Caratach and Hengo, on the Rock. 
Car. Courage my Boy, I have found Meat : look, Hengo, 

Look where ſome bleſſed Britain, to preſerve thee, 

Has hung a little Food and Drink: cheer up Boy, 

Do not forſake me now. 

Hengo. Oh Uncle, Uncle, 

I feel I cannot ſtay long; yet Pil fetch it, 

To keep your noble Lite: Uncle, I am Heart-whole, 

And would live. Car. Thou ſhalt, long | hope. 
Hengo. But my Head, Uncle: | 

Methinks the Rock goes round. | 

Enter Macer and Judas. | 
Macer. Mark em well, Judas. 
Jud. Peace, as you love your life. 
Hengo. Do not you hear the noiſe of Bells? 


ce Car, Of Bells, Boy? tis thy fancy, 

; Alas, thy Body's full of Wind. 

1 Hengo. Methinks, Sir, 

us They ring a ftrange ſad knell, a preparation 

fl To ſome near Funeral of State z nay, weep not, 


Mine own ſweet Uncle, you will kill me ſooner. 

Car. Oh my poor Chicken. 

Hengo. Fie, faint-hearted Uncle: 
Come, tie me in your Belt, and let me down. 

Car. I'll go my ſelf,” Boy. ; 

Hengo. No, as ye love me, Uncle; | | 
I will not eat it, if I do not fetch it; '| 
The danger only I defire; pray tye me. . . 

Car. I will, and all my care hang o'er theeg come, Child, 
et My valiant Child. | | . Heng). 
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_ Hengo. Let me down apace, Uncle, 
And ye thall ſee how like a Daw I'll whip it 
From all their Policies: for 'tis moſt certain 
A Roman train; and ye muſt hold me ſure too, 
You'll ſpoil all elſe. When 1 have brought it, Uncle 
We'll be as merry. Car. Goi'th' name of Heav'n,Boy, 
' Hengo. Quick, quick, Uncle, I have it. Oh. 


| udas ſhoots Hengo. 
Car, What ail'ſt thou? 0 5 80 


Hengo. O my beſt Uncle, I am lain. |, 

Car. Iſee ye, and Heav'n direct my Hand: Deſtruction 
[ Caratach kills Judas with à ſtone from the Rock. 

Go with thy Coward Soul. How doſt thou, Boy? 
Oh Villain, pocky Villain. 

Hengo. Oh Uncle, Uncle, 
Oh how it pricks me; am I prefery'd for this? 
Extremely pricks me. 

Car. Coward, raſcal Coward, Dogs eat thy fleſh. 

Hengo. Oh I bleed hard; I faint too, out upon't, 
How {lick I am? the lean Rogue, Uncle. 

Car. Look Boy, I have laid him ſure enough. 

Hengo. Have ye knock'd his Brains out? 

Car. 1 warrant thee for ſtirring more: Cheer up, Chill. 

Hengo. Hold my ſides hard, ſtop, ſtop, oh wretched For- 
Mult we part thus? Still I grow ſicker, Uncle, (tune, 

Car. Heav'n look upon this noble Child. 

Hengo. I once hop'd 
I ſhud have liv'd to have met theſe bloody Romans 
At my Sword's point, to have reveng'd my Father, 
To have beaten em; oh hold me hard. But Uncle 
Car. Thou ſhalt live ſtill I hope, Boy. Shall I drawit: 

Hengo. Ye draw away my Soul then, I would live 
A littie longer; ſpare me Heav'ns, but only 
To thank you for your tender love. Good Uncle, 
Good noble Uncle weep not. 
Car. Oh my Chicken, my dear Boy, what ſhall Iloſe: 
* Hengo. Why, a Child, | 3 
That muſt have died however; had this ſcap'd me, 
Feaver or Famine- I was born to die, Sir. 
; Car. But thais unblown, my Bo) 


Hengo. I go the ſtraighter | My 
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My journey to the Gods: Sure Lſhall know ye 
When ye come, Uncle. Cer. Yes, Boy. 
Hengo. And I hope i 
We ſhall enjoy together that great Bleſſedneſs 
You told me of. Car. Moſt certain, Child. 
Hengo. I grow cold, mine Eyes are going. 
car. Lift em up. Hengo. Pray for me; 
And noble Uncle, when my Bones are Aſhes, 
Think of your little Nephew. Mercy. 
Car. Mercy. You bleſſed Angels take him. 
Hengo. Kiſs me: ſo. Farewel, farewel. [ Diez, 
Car. Farewel the hopes of Britain, | 
Thou Royal Graft, farewel for ever. Time and Death, 
Ye have done your worſt. Fortune now ſee, now proudly 
Pluck off thy Vail, and view thy Triumph: Look, 
Look what thou haſt brought thisLand to. Oh fairFlower, 
How lovely yet thy Ruins ſhow, how ſweetly 
Even Death embraces thee! The peace of Heav'n, 
The fellowſhip of all great Souls be with thee. 
Enter Petillius and Junius on the Rock, 
Hah? Dare ye Romans? Ye ſhall win me brayely. 
Thou art mine. Jun. Not yet, Sir. [ Fight. 
Car. Breath ye, ye poor Romans, | | 
And come up all, with all your antient Valours, | 
Like a rough Wind I'll ſhake your Souls, and fend em 
Enter Suctonius, and all the Roman Captains. 
Suet. Yield thee, bold Caratach; by all 
As I am Soldier, as I envy thee, 
I'll uſe thee like thy (elf, the valiant Britain. 
Pet. Brave Soldier yield, thou ſtock of Arms and Honour, 
Thou filler of the World with Fame and Glory. ners. 
Jun. Moſt worthy Man, we'll woo thee, be thy Priſo- 
Suet. Excellent Britain, do me but that Honour, 
That more to me than Conqueſts, that true Happineſs, 
To be my Friend. | 
Car. Oh Romans, ſee what here is: Had this Boy liv d 
Ser, For Fame's ſake, for thy Sword's ſake, | 
As thou deſireſt to build thy Virtues greater: 
By all that's excellent in Man, and honeſt 7 BY 5 
Car, I do believe; ye have had me a bragg, Foe 
| | e 
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Make me a noble Friend, and from your Goodneſs, 

Give this Boy honourable Earth to he in. 
Suer. He ſhall have fitting Funeral. 

Cr. I yield then 

Not to your Blows, but your brave Courteſies. 

Pet. 1 hus we conduct then to the Arms of Peace 

The wonder of the World. 
Suet. Thus I embrace thee, [ Flouri, 

And ler it be no Flattery thar I tell thee, 

Thou art the only Soldier. ; | 
Car. How to thank ye, 5 

I muſt hereafter find upon your Uſage. 

I am for Rome. 

Suet. Ye mult. 
Car. Then Rome ſhall know 

The Man that makes her ſpring of Glory grow. 

Suet. Perillius, you have ſhown much worth this dayy 
redeem'd much Error, | 

Ye have my Love again, preſerve it: Junius, 

With you I make him equal in the Regiment. 
Jun. The elder and the nobler; T1! give place, Sit. 
Suet. Ye ſhew a Friend's Soul. 

March on, and through the Camp in every Tongue, 

The Virtues of great Caratach be ſung. | 


[ Exon 


The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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